
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



IMZ2- 



,4^ (<'\.- 



f^arbarli College ILibrars 




GIFT OF 

FRANK EUGENE CHASE 

(Class of Z876) 
OF BOSTON 



THE 



BRITISH DRAMA. 



ILLUSTRATED. 



VOL. IV. 



Xntiiiitc 

PITBLISHED BY JOHN pIOKS, 818, STRAND. 
1865. 



II^SZ.H-^ 



i// 



^ 










BOUHD SfP 5 1913 



*^ * 



CONTENTS. 



Lapy Jaxb GntY • • • 

Tor Gold Mixk; or, thr Miller 

GiieNOBLE . . . . 

Fazio; cb, tub It.vlias Wxfk 
Tdk Okphan op th« Fboxem Sea 
Tns Htpockitb 
> Pkisoker or Stats * * 

TnK Ddzska . . • • 

Tub RosiAii FATnES • • 

Tab Provoked Wifb . • • 

Tub Watebjcaw . . • , 

Thb Haid of Honocb • • 

Tax CvKTEW 

¥:yBRT Maw m his Hokoub . , 

The QaAKXB • 

|oH> Fkltov . . • • 

Ths Tosnfiks GAtB ; • 

^TADxn; OS, THB Statub . • 

The S£xbchaht ow Bbugsb • 
Sfbed ths FI,0UOH . . 

No Sov« HO Snpna • • 

Thb Ck>uBiBB ov Ltoits 

^^lAAHOaSA. 



AiTTHo*. "Pkan 

. NiekolasRom •' ; ; • ; 959 

07 

E. Stirling . • • • • 974 

Rev. U. H. miman, • ; ; • 901 

E.Stirling . . ; • 1008 

l$aac Bickentc^ • • 1023 

E.Stirling . . . . 1042 

. ILB. Sheridan > • ; • • 1055 

WiUiam Whitehead • • ! t 1078 

. Sir John Vanbrugh ..;;•. 1087 

Charles Dibdin . . • • • 1109 

. PhU^ Maseinger . • 9 • • 1119 

JohnTobm 1135 

. DwridOarrkk . • • • 1151 

Charles Dibdbn . • • ; • 1174 

. Edward Stirling • 1188 

T.fnight . , , . I fa04 

I B,L.shea ...;;. 1215 

D.Kvmaird . , f • . 1281 

f^cnnat Morkm . • • • . 1247 

FrineiBoof . • • ; ; bee 

. EdttardStlrtiitg • , . • 7 
» tfoAif Aww • • • • • 



LADY JANE GliEY. 

A TRAGEDY, IN FIVE ACTS.~BY NICHOLAS ROWE. 




Xorfy/.— "Can natdsb bsab this stsoki ?'*— ilc< v, teeiu 2. 



DOKB OF NORTHCltBSllLAXD. I 

Duke op Suffolk. | 

Bishop Gardin£R. | 

Eabl 09 Pembroke. | 

AOTL 
SCENE L—2%eCo*>r;. 



I Earl of Sussex. 
IjObd Q-uilforu Dudlbt. 
Sir Johk Gates. 
LlEUTEKANT OF THS ToWER. 



Lords of Taa Coukciu 
Attbndasts. 
Duchess of Suffolk. 
Lady Jane Qref. 



Enter DUKE OF NOETHUMBEBLAND, DUKE 
OP SUFFOLK, and SIB JOHN GATEa 

A*dr. 'Tis all in yain; hoay'n has requir'd its 
pledge, 
And he must dia 

Suff. Is there an honest heart, 
That loves oar England, (ioes not mourn for Ed- 
ward? 

No. 23.->Tbx BaiTisu Drama. 



The genius of our isle is shook with sorrow, 
Beligion melts in ev'ry holy eye. 

Nor. Ay, there, my lord, you touch our heaTleat 
loss: 
"With him our holy faith is doom'd to suffer ; 
"With him our church shall veil her sacred front, 
Pride, ignorance, and rapin^), shall return ; 
Blind bloody zeal and cruel priestly pow'r 
Shall scourge the land for ton dark ages moro. 

Sir /. Is there no help in all the healing art, 
No potent juice or drug, to save a life 
So precious and prevent a nation's fote ? 
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Kor. "What has been left nnlry'd that art could 
do? 
His yootkful lioewB ai« tiostnitift cold sweats 
And deadly paleness sit upon his visage, 
And ev'ry gasp we look shall be his last, 

Sir J, Doubt not, your graces, but the popish 
faction 
Will at this juncture urge their utmost force : 
All on the princess Mary turn their eyes. 
Well hoping she will build again their altarn, 
And bring their idol worship back in triumph. 

Sor. And shall we tamely yield ourseiveB to 
bondage. 
Bow down before these holy purple tyrants, 
And bid 'em tread upon our slaviah nooks ? 
No ; let this faithful freebom English hand 
First dig my grave In liberty and honour ; 
And though ifoimd but one more thus re«olv*d» 
That honest mail and I would die together. 

Svff. Doubt not thtfre are tea thousand a|id ten 
thousand. 
To own a cause so just 

Bir /. The Ust I gave 
Ii)to yenr grace's hand last nlflit deolare* 
"iS^ pow'r and friends at f ulL 

If or. Be tt your care, 
Good Sir John Gates, to see yoar friends ap- 
pointed, 
And ready for th' occasion i haste this (nsUnt| 
Lose not a moment's time. 

J3ir/» I go, my lord. 

{Exit, 

Nor, Tcvr grace's princely daugliter, I«ady 
Jane, 
Is she yet come to coart? 

Sugt Not yet arriv'd. 
But wMi the soonest I expect her here: 
I know her duty to the dying king, 
JoiA'd with my strict commands to hasten hither, 
Will bring her on the wing. 

Nor. Beseech your grace 
To speed another messenger to press her ; 
For on her happy presence all our counsela 
Depend and take their fate. 

8uff. Upon the iustant 
Your grace shall be obey'd: I go to sniBBion 
her. 

lExit. 

Nor. What trivial Influences hold dominion 
O'er wise men's counsels and the fate of empire t 
She must be here, and lodg'd in Guilford's a^m^ 
Ere Edward dies, or all we've done is mair'd, 
Ha! Pembroke! that's a bar which thwarts my 

way I ^ 
His fiery temper brooks not opposition, 
And must be met with soft and supple arts, 
Such as assurge the fierce and bend the strong. 

Enter EARL OF PEMBBOKE. 
Good-morrow, noble Pembroke; we have staid 
The meeting of the council for your presence. 

P€m, For mine, my lord I you mock your set* 
Tant, sure. 
To say that I am wanted, where yourself, 
The great Alcides of our state, Is present. 
Whatever dangers menace pruice or people. 
Our great Northumberland is arm'd to meet 'em : 
The ablest bead and firmest heart you bear. 
Nor need a second In the glorious task, 
Eonal yourself to all the toils of empire. 

iir«r* If i as I honour Tirtae, I haye try'd 



And know tny strcfigth too well; nor can the 

voice 
Ofirrleadly flattery, like yonrs, docelre me. 
I know my temper liable to passions. 
And all the frailties common to our nature ; 
Much therefore have I need of some good m?*. 
Some wise and honest heart, whose friendly aid 
Might guide my treading through our present 

dangers ; 
And by the honour of my name I swear, 
I know not one of all our English peers 
Whom I would choose for that best friend like 
Pembroke I 
Pern, Were not your flRiOO too generous of 
soul. 
To wpUk a langUMe dlfTring f real your heart, 
097 mif ht t think you couji not siean this good- 
ness 
To one whom bis ill fortano hM ordaltt'd 
The r|val of your son? 

il^. No more ; I scora a tliongbt 
So muon l)eIow the digblty of virtue. 
*Tis tree I look on GuDiord like a te^, 
Lea» to his stdOi and sea but half Ml dMilngs \ 
But OB » point Uke this, when equal merit 
Stands forth to wake its bold appeal Id honour, 
And caUs to have the balanoe held In Jastice, 

fwsjf with all the fondnesses of natural 
judge of Pembroke and my aon allka 
Pew^ I ask no mora to kind mo to your ser- 

vloe. 
N0t* Tbe realm Is sow at liaaard, and kold fac- 
tions 
Tbraaton ofaang e, tDmoH, and disaftroiiB daya 
These fears drfre out tM f entier thoughts of Joy, 
01 oonrtship, a«d of lofo^ tireat neot'nl the 

state 
To fix to peaoa and safety omo u^% 
Then aoeah your passion to the prineely maU, 
And fair success attend yoQ, ITor myself. 
My voice shall go as far for you, my lordi 
As for my son, and beauty be the um|dltL 
But now a heavier matter calls upon us; 
The king with life just luVring, and I fear 
The council grow impatient at our stay. 
Pern. One moment's pause and I attend your 
grace. 

[Exit Northumberland^ 

Old Winchester cries to me oft "Beware 
Of proud Northumberland.*' The testy prelate, 
Froward with age, with disappointed hopes. 
And zealous for old Bome, rails on the duke, 
Suspecting him to favour the new teachers; 
Yet ev'n in that, if I judge right, he errs: 
But were it so, what are these monkish onarrels. 
These wordy wars of proud Ill'manner d school- 
men. 
To us and our lay Interest? Let 'em rail, 
And worry one another at their pleasure. 
This duke of late by many worthy olflces 
Has sought my irlend&lp; and, yet more, his 

son. 
The noblest yontk onr England has to boast of. 
The gentlest nature and the bravest spirit, 
Has made me long the partner of his hreast: 
And see I becomes. 

Enier LOBD QUILFO^ DUDLEY. 

Oh, Guilford ! just as then wert ent'rlng here^ 
My thought was raanlng all thy vtrtoea ot«#« 
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And wondering txow tby sonl could choose a parfr« 

ner 
So macb tmlike itself. 

Ouil How coold my tongue 
Take pleasure and be lavish In thy praise ! 
How coQid I speak thy nobleness of nature, 
Tby open manly heart, thy courage, constancy, 
And itibom truth, unknowing to dissemble I 
Thou art the man in whom my sonl delights, 
In whom, next heav'n, I trust. 

Pern. Oh, gen'rous youth 1 
Wliat can a heart, stobbom and fierce like mine, 
Eeturn to all thy sweetness ?— Yet I would, 
I would be grateful— Oh, my cruel fortune I 
Would [ had never seen her, never cast 
Mine eyes on Suffolk's daughter! 

Guil So would I! 
Since 'twas my fate to see and love her first 

rem. Oh ! why should ishe, that universal good- 
ness. 
Like light, a comrnon UeBsing to the world, 
Else like a comet fatal to our Iciendshix}, 
And tbrefttan it with ruin ? 

Guil. Heav'n forbid ! 
But tell me, Pembroke, ia It not in virtue 
To arm agaiust tlus proud Imperious passion ? 
If blind mistaken chance and partial beauty 
thould join to favour Guilfgrd ? 

Pern. Name it not; 
Hy fiery spirits kindle at the thought^ 
And hurry me to rage. 

Gui'. And yet I think 
I should not murmur were thy lot to prosper, 
And mino to be refused; tbou^ sure the loss 
^v ould wound me to the heart. 

Pern. Hal could st thou bvar It? 
And jet perhaps thou might'st: thy gentle temper 
Is form'd with passions mix'd in due proportion, 
Vv'here no one overbears nor plays the tyrant ; 
V/bile mine, disdalniug reason and her laws, 
like all tbou must imagino wild and furious, 
Kow drives me headlong on, now whirls me back. 
And hurls my unstable flittering soul 
To ev'ry mad extreme. Then pity me. 
And let my weakness stand— 

£nter SIR JOHN GATES. 

Sir J. The lords of council 
"V^'ait with impatienee — 
» Pern. I attend their pleasure: 
1 his only, and no more then. Whosoever 
yortnne deereea, still lei me call to mind 
Oar friendship and our honour : and sino^love 
Condemns us tal)« rivals for cor prize. 
Let us contend, as friends and brave men ought, 
With openness and jostiae to sach other. 
That he who Wins the fair oD't to hia arms 
Hay take her as tlie crown of great desert ; 
And if the wteteh^Sd )(i««er>does repine, 
liis own heart and tbo world may all condemn 
him. 

lExit. 

GiM. How cross the ways of life lie I "While wo 
think 
AVc travel on direct in one high rond, 
And have our journey's endoppos'd in viev» 
A thousand thwariio? paths break in upon us 
To puzzle and perplex our wancrriog steps : 
Love, frlendshiD, hatred, intlieir turn mislead us; 
And ev'ry passion baa its separate Intrest. 
Where ia thatiftereing foresight can unfold 



"Where all this mazy error will have end. 

And tell the doom reaenr'd for me uid Panilurok*? 

*Tis in vain 

This blind divining ; let me thl&k no mora fxaX 

And see, the mistreM of oar fate appean. 

EnUrluMiY JANE GBET, anAAtmdanU. 

Bail, princely maid I who with anspidoiu beau^ 
Cheer'st ev'ry drooping heart in this sad pkiee^ 
Who, like the silver regent of the nighty 
Lift'st up thy sacred beams upon the land, 
To bid the gloom look gay, dispel onr hoiron, 
And make ns less lament the tettlng sun. 

lady J. Yes, Guilford, well dost thoa compare 
my presence 
To the faint comfort of the waning moon; 
Like her cold orb a cheerless gleam X fari])|k.] 
But say, how fares the king? 

Ouik He lives as yet, 
Bnt ev'ry moment cuts away a hope, 
Adds to our fears, and givet the infant Mdnt 
Great prospect of his op'ning heaven. 

Lady J. Oh, Guilford] what remains for wretoheA 
England, 
When he^ onr goardlan angel, shsU (orsak* ob? 

Ouil I own my heart bleeds inwafd at the 
thought^ 
And yet forgive me, thou my native coontry, 
Thoa land of liberty, thou nurse of heroea, 
Forgive me, if in spite of all thy dangers, 
New springs of pleasure flow within thy bosom, 
When thus 'tis given me to behold those eyes, 
Thus gaze, and wonder. 

Lady J. Oh! vain flattery I 
Lead me to pay my duty to the ]|Ing, 
To wet his pale, cold hand with these lasttears, 
And share the bleseinge of his parting breath. 

Guil. Were I like dying Edward, sure a toueh 
Of this dear hand woula kindle life anew. 
But I obey, I dread that gatb'ring frown: 
And oh! whene'er my bosom swells with passion, 
And my full heart is pain'd with ardent love, 
Allow me but to look on you and aigh ; 
•Tis all the humble joy that Guilford asks 

Lady J. Still wilt then frame thy speech tothfis 
vain purpose. 
When universal rum gathers round. 
And no escape is left us ? Are we not 
Like wretches in a storm, whom ev'ry moment 
Tbe greedy deep is gaping to devour ? 
The hope of life hae ev'ry heart forsook, 
And horror sits on each distracted look ; 
Trembling they dread just heav'n's avenging 

pow'r, 
aiourn their past lives, aqd wait the fatal hour. 

[&rftwfl 

ACT It 

SCENE L— rA« Mffit. ' 

ilnter DUKE OP NORTH fJMBEBLAND an* 
DUKE OP SUPPOL^ 

Nor. Yet then be cheer'd my hes-rt^ amidst thy 
mourning: 
Though never day of grief was known like thi^ 
Let me. rejoice, and blesa the hallow'd light. 
Whose beams auspicious shine upon our nnion, 
And bid me call the noble Suffoll; brotiier. 

Suf. I know not what my secret soul presages, 
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But BouMthiiig seema to whisper me witbia 
Tbat we have been too hasty. 

Nor. Doabt not any thing. 
Nor hold the hour uolocky tbat good heav*n 
Has giy'n to-day a blessing in our children, 
To wipe away our tears for djing Edward. 

Suf. In tbat I trust Qood angels be our 
guard. 
And make my fears prove vain! But see! my 

wifel 
"With her your son, the gen'rous Guilford comes : 
She has informed him of our present purpose. 

Enter DUCHESS CP SUFFOLK and LOED 
GDILFOED. 

Guil. How shall I speak the fulness of my 
heart? 
"What shall I say to bless yon for this good- 
ness? 
Oh, gracious princess! but my life is yours, 
And all the business of my years to come 
Is to attend with humblest duty on you, 
And pay my Tow'd obedience at your feet. 
Ditch, Yes, noble youth I I share in all thy 
Joys. 
But haste t inform thy daughter of our plea- 
sure. 
Nor, All desolate and drown'd in flowing 
tears, 
By Edward's bed the pious princess sits, 
And evr'y sigh is wing'd with pray'rs so potent, 
As strive with heav*n to save her dying lord. 

Duch. From the first early days of infant life 
A gentle band of friendship grew between 

'em, 
And, while our royal uncle Henry reign'd, 
As brother and as sister bred together, 
Ijeneath one common parent's care they liv'd. 
. . Nor. A wondrous sympathy of soul conspir'd 
To form the sacred union. 

Enter LADY JANE GREY, tceeping. 

Jkufy J. Wo't thou not break, my heart ? 
Siif. Alas ! what mean'st thou y 
Guil. Oh, speak! 
Duch. How fares the king ? 
Nor. Say, is he dead ? 
Ladif J. The saints and angels have him. 
Duch. When 1 left him, 
He seem'd a little cbeerU 
Laifp J. As I approach'd to kneel andptiy my 
duty. 
He rais'd his feeble eyes, and faintly smiling, 
"Are yon, then, come?" he cry'd ; "I only 

liv'd 
To bid farewell to thee, my gentle cousin." 
"With that he press'd my -hand, and oh !— he 

said, 
" When I am gone, do thou be good to Eng- 

landf 
Keep to that faith in which we both were 

bred, 
And to the end^M constant More I would. 
But cannot "—There his falt'ring spiiits fail'd, 
Then sinking on his pillow, with a sigh 
He breath'd his innocent and faithful soul 
Into his hands who gave it. 
Nor* Our grief be on his grave. Our present 
duty 
Enjoins to see his last commands obey'd. 
I hold it Ut his death l^c not made knowo 



To any but our friends. To-morrow early 
The council shall assemble at the Tower: 
Meanwhile I beg your grace would straight in- 
form 

(To the Duchess of Suffolk.} 

Your princely daughter of our resolution: 

Our common int'rost in that happy tie 

Demands our swiftest care to see it flnish'd. 
Duch. My lord, you have determhi'd well. Lord 
Guilford, 

Be it your task to speak at large our pur. 
pose. 

Daughter, receive this lord as one whom I, 

Your fathor.ond his own, ordain your hus- 
band : 

Wbat more concerns our will and your obe- 
dience 

We leave you to receive from him at leif^ure. 

{Exeunt Duke and Duchess of Suffolk^ and Duke 
of Northumberland. 

Quit Wo't thou not spare a moment from thy 

sorrows, 
One little pause, while humbly I unfold 
The happiest tale my tongue was ever blest 

with? 
Lady J. My heart is cold within me ; ev'ry 

sense 
Is dead to joy : but I will hear thee, Guilford. 
Yet, oh ! forgive me, if to all the story. 
Though eloquence divine attend thy speaking, 
Forgive me if I cannot better answer 
Than weeping— thus, and thus— 

Ouil. If I offend thee, 
Let me be dumb for ever ! 
No; though our noble parents had decreed, 
And urg'd high reasons which import the state, 
This night to give thee to my faithful arms, 
My fairest bride, my only earUily bliss — 
Lady J, How? Guilford! onthisnightf 
OuiL This happy night ; 
Yet, if thou art resolv'd to cross my fate. 
If this my utmost wish shall give thee pain, 
Now rather let the stroke of death fall on 

me. 
And stretch me out a lifeless corse before 

tcee. 
Lady J. Alas ! I have too mu h of death 

already, 
And want not thine to furnish out new horror. 
Guil. Let me but call thee mine, confirm that 

hope. 
To charm the doubts which vex my sjizlous 

soul, 
For all the rest do fhon allot It for me, 
And at thy pleasure portion out my blessings. 

Lady J. Trust our fate. 
Permit me now to leave thee and retire; 
I'll summon all my reason and my duty 
To soothe this storm within, and frame my 

heart 
To yield obedience to my noble parents. 

Guil. Good angels minister their comforta to 

thee! 
And oh ! 

I beg thee, I conjure thee, drive away 
Those murd'rouB thoughts of grief tiiat kill thy , 

quiet, ^ ^ 
Eestore thy gentle bosom's native peace, 
Lift up the light of gladness in thy eyes. 
And cheer my heavineps with one dear smile. { 
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lady J. Yes, Guilford, I will study to forgot 
All that the Boyal Edward has been to me. 
My private loss no longer will I mourn. 
But eY*ry tender thought to thee shall turn ; 
With patience Til submit to heav'n's decree, 
And what I lost in Edward find in tbee. 
But oh ! when I revolve what ruins wait 
Our sinking altars and the falling state, 
Now sorrow to my laViIng breast succeeds. 
And my whole heart for wretched England 
bleeds. 

[ExU 

GuO. My heart sinks In me at her soft com- 
plaining, 
And ev'ry moving accent that she breathes 
Besolres my courage, slackens my tough nerves. 
And melts me down to infancy and tears. 

Enter EABL OF PEMBBOEE. 

rem. Edward to dead; so said the groat Nor- 
thumberland, 
As now he shot along by me In haste : 
. He pressed my hand, and in a whisper begg'd me 
To guard the secret carefully as life 
Till some few hours should pass, for much hung 

on it 
Much may indeed hang on it {Aside.) See, my 

Guilford I 
My friend I 

(Speaking to him.) 
Qua. Ha! Pembroke I 
I (Starting.) 

Pern. Wherefore dost start ? 
Why Bits that wild disorder on thy visage. 
Somewhat that looks like passions strange to 

thee, 
The paleness of surprise and ghastly fear ? 
bince I have known thee first, and call'd thee 

friend, 
I never saw thee so unlike thyself, 
So chanic'd upon a sudden. 
Ouil. How! Bochang'a? 
Pem. So to my eye thou seem'st. 
Gail. The king is dead. 
Pern. I learned It from thy father 
Just as I entered here. But say, could that, 
A fate which ev'ry moment we expected, 
> Distract thy thought or shock thy temper tbus ? 

OttiK Oh, Pembroke ! 'tis in vain to hide from 
theo. 
For thou bast look'd into my artless bosom, 
And seen at once the hurry of my soul. 
' I'is true thy coming struck me with surprise. 
I have a thought— but wherefore said I one? 
I have a thousand thoughts all up in arms. 
Pern, Then sure our better angels call'd me 
hither! 
For this is friendship's hour and friendship's 

office, 
To come when counsel and when help is wanting, 
To share the pain of ev'ry gnawing care, 
To speak of comfort in the time of trouble. 
To reach a hand and saye thee from adversity, 

Guil. And wo't thou be a friend to me indeed ? 
And while I lay my bosom bare before thee, 
Wo't thou with patience hear, and judge with 

temper? 
And if perchance thou meet with something 
i liarh^ 



Somewhat to rouse thy rage and grata thy soul, 
Wo't thou be master of thyself and bear it ? 

Pern, Away with all this needless preparation! 
Thou know'st thou art so dear, so sacred to me^ 
That lean never think thee an offender. 
If it were so that I indeed must judge tbee, 
1 should take part with thee against myself. 

Ouil. But suppose 
The thought were somewhat that concern'd our 
love. 

Pern. No more; thou know'st we spoke of that 
to-day. 
And on what terms we left it. 'Tis a subject, 
Of which, if possible, I would not think; 
I beg that we may mention it no more. 

Guil. Can we not speak of it witii temper? 

Pern. No, 
Thou know'st I cannot; therefore pr'ythee spare 

Guil Oh! could the secret I could tell thee 
sleep, 
And the world never know it, my fond tongue 
Should cease from speaking ere I would unfold 

it,- 
Or vex thy peace with %n officious tale ; 
But since, howe'er ungrateful to thy ear, 
It must be told thee once, hear it from me. 
Pttn, Speak, then,'.and ease the doubts that shock 

mysouL 
Ouil. Suppose thy Guilford's better stars pre- 
vail, 
And^rown his love— 

Pern. Say not suppose ; 'tis done : 
Seek not for vain excuse or sof t'niug words : 
Thou hast prevaricated with thy friend, 
By underhand contrivances undone me; 
And while my open nature trusted in thoe, 
Thou hast stepp d in between me and my hopes. 
And ravish 'd from me 6,11 my soul held dear: 
Thou hast betray'd me— 
Ouil. How ! betray'd thee, Pembroke ! 
Pern. Yes, falsely, like a traitor. 
OuiL Have a care. 

Pern. But think not I will bear the foul play from 
thee; 
There was but this which I could ne'er forgive. 
My soul is up in arms ; my injur'd honour, 
Impatient of the wrong, calls for revenge ; 
And though I love thee— fondly— 

GuU. Hear me, yet, 
And Pembroke shall acquit me to himself; 
Hear while I tell how fortune dealt between us. 
And gave the yielding beauty to my arms — 
Pern. What, hear it! stand and listen to thy 
triumph ! 
Thou think'st me tame indeed. No, hold, I charge 

thee. 
Lest I forget that ever we were friends. 
Lest, In the rage of disappointed love, 
I rush at once and tear thee for thy falsehood. 
Guil. Thou wam'st me well ! and I were rash as 
thou art 
To trust the secret sum of all my happiness 
With one not master of himself. Farewell > 

(Going.) 
Pern. Ha ! art thou going ? thhik not tbus to 
part, 
Nor leave me to the rack of this uncertainty. 
Gvil What wouldst thou further ? 
Pern. Tell it to me all; 
Say thou art marry'd, say thoi bast posscss'd 
her, 
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And rioted ia vftat excees of blif^s, 

That I uifty curse myfielf, and thee, and her. 

Come, tell me how thoa didst aupplaiit tliy 

friend ; 
How didst thou look with that betraying face, 
And smiling plot my ruin ? 

Juil. GlTe me way : 
When thou art better tempered I may toll thee, 
And Tindicat^^ at full my love and friendship. 
Penu And dost thou hope to ehun me, then, thou 
traitor? 
No; I will have it now, this moment, from 
theo, 

(Laying Ms hand upon bis sword.) 
Or stab the lurking treason ia thy heart. 
GiUl. Ha! stay thee there, nor let thy frantic 
band 

(Stopping him.) 
TTnshcatli thy weapon. If the sword be drawn. 
If once we meet on terms like those, farewell 
To ev'ry thought of friendship ; one must fall 
Pern. Curs3 on thy friendship! I would break 

the band. 
OuiL That as you pleaee -Beside, thia place is 
sacred, 
And wo' not be profan'd with brawls and Out- 
rage. 
You know I dare be found on any summons. 
Pern. 'Tis well My vengeance shall not loiter 
long: 
Hencsforward let the thoughts of our past lives 
Be turn'd to deadly and remorseless hate. 
Here 1 give up the empty name of friend, 
Benounce all gentleness, all commerce with 

thee. 
To death defy thee ns my mortal foe; 
And when we meet again, may swift de8tru> 

tiou 
Bid me of thee, or rid me of myself. 

[Exit. 
Guil The fate I ever fear'd is fall'n upon me, 
And long ago my boding heart divin'd 
A breach like this fromnis ungoverii'd rage. 
Oh! Pembroke, thou hast done me much injua- 

tice, 
For I have borne thee true unfelgn'd affection : 
'Tis past, and thou are lost to me for ever. 

[Exit. 



ACT HL 



SCENE L— r/w Toxer. 

Enter EAEL OF PEMBROKE and BISHOP 
GARDmEU. 

' Gar. Nay, by the rood, my lord, you wero to 

blame 
To let a halr-brain'd passion be your guide. 
And hurry you into such mad extremes. 
Marry, you might have made much worthy 

profit 
By patient hearing; the unthlnkiag lord 
Had brought forth ev'ry secret of hip soul; 
Then, when you wore the master of his bosom, 
That was the time to use him with contempt, 
And turn his friendship back upon his hands, 



Pern. Thou t{ilk*st M if a mt^Uaan ooold be 

wise. 
Oh, Winchester, thy holiry frozen age 
Can never guess my pain, can never know 
The burning transports of untam'd desire. 

Oar. Have you not heard of what has happen'd 
since ? 

Pern. X have not had a minute's psace of mind, 
A moment's pea^:e, to rest from rage, or think. 

Gar. Learn it from me, then ; but, ere I speak, 
I warn you to be master of yourself. 
Though, as you know ; they have confln'd mo 

Gra mercy to their goodness! pris'ner here; 

Yet aa I am aUow'd to walk at larg^ 

Within the Tower, and hold free tpeeoh with 

any, 
I have not dreamt away my thoughtless hours : 
To prove this true, this morn a trusty spy 
Has brought me word that yester ev'ning late, 
In spite of all the grief for Edward's deat]^ 
Your friends were marry'd. ^ 

Pern, Marryd! who? Damnation! 

Gar, Lord Guilford Dudley and the Ladj 
Jane. 

Pern. Curse on my stars! 

Gar. Nay, in the name of grace, 
Bestraia tliia sinful pastton; all's not lost 
In this one single woman. 

Pern. I have lost 
More than the female world can give me 

back: 
I had beheld ev'n her own sex unmov'd, 
Look'd o'er 'era lijje a bed of gaudy ilow'rs 
That lift their painted heads and live a day. 
Then shed their trifling; glories unregarded; 
My heart disdain'd their beauties, tili she came. 
With ev'ry grace that nature's hand oould glvo, 
And with a mind so great it spoke its caaenca 
Immortal and divine. 

Gar. She was a wonder ; 
Detraction must allow that. 

Pern. A wonder, Winchester ! 
Thou know'st not what she was^ nor can I speak 

her. 
More than to say she was that only blessing 
My soul was set upon, and I have lost hvr. 

Gar. Your state is not so bad as you woulil malie 
it, 
Nor n^ed you thus abandon ev'ry hope. 

Pern, Ha ! Wo't thou save me, snatcU me frtria 
despair, 
And bid me live again ? 

Ga}'. She may be yours. 
Suppose her husband die. 

Pein, Oh! vain, vaiij hope! 

Gar. Marry, I do not hold that hope so vain. 
These gospellers have had their oolden days* 
And lorded it at will, with proud despite 
Have trodden down our holy Boman faith, 
Bansack'd our shrines, and driv'n her saints to 

exile; 
But if my divination fail me not, 
Their haughty heirts shall bo abas'd ere long, 
And feel tbe vengeance of our Mary's reign. 

Pern. And wouldst thou have my fierce imi'ia- 
tiencestay? 
Bid me lio bound, udou a rackf aa4 wait 
For distant joys, whole ages yet behind? 
Can love attend on politicians' schemes^ 
Expect the slow events of cautious counsels, 
Cold unresolving heads and creeping time ? 
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Gd/t. To-day, or It am ill-lnformM, Northumber- 
land, 
With easy Suffolk, Guilford, and the rost, 
Meet here ia council on some deep design, 
Some traitorous contrivance, to protect 
Their upstart faith from near approaching rnin: 
But there are punishments— halters and axes 
For traitors, and consuming flames for here- 
tics: 
The happy bridegroom may be yet cut short 
Ev'n in his highest hope— But go not you, 
Howe'er the fawning eiro, old Dudley, court 

yon; 
No, by the holy rood I charge you, mix 

Hot 
With their pernicious counsels— Mischief yraits 

'em, 
Sore, certain, nnavoidable destruction. 
Pern. Ha ! johi with them the cursed Dudley's 
race, 
Who while they held me in their arms botray'd 

me* 
Saom'd zne for not suspecting, they were til- 

lains. 
And made a mockery of my easy friendship! 
No, when I do, dishonour be my portion- 
Gar. I would not have you. — Hie yoa to the 
City, 
And join with those that love our ancient 

faith. 
Gather your friends about you, and be ready 
T* assert our zealous Mary's royal title. 
And doubt not but her grateful hand shall give 

yon 
To see yonr sonl's desire :ipon your enemies; 
The chnrch shall pour her ample treasures forth 

too. 
And pay you with ten. thousand years <^ par- 
don. 
Pern. No : keep your bleselngs back, and give 
me vengeance : 
Olve me to tell that soft deceiver, Guilford, 
Thus, traitor, hast thou done, thug haftt thou 

wrong'd me. 
And thus thy treason finds a just reward. 
Gar. But soft! no more I the lords o' the cOuncD 
come; 
Ha! by the mass, the bride and bridegroom 

too! 
Eetire with me, my lord ; wo must' not meet 
'em. 
Pan. *T{8 they themselves, the cursed, haj^ 
pair! 
Haste, Winchester, haste ! let us fly for ever. 
And drive her from my very thoughts if possi- 
ble. 

iBxeunt, 
Enter LORD GUHJ^OBD DUDLBT and ULDY 
JAKi: &B8ir. 

GuO. Wluit Shan I sajr to thee? wliat paw*r 

divine 
Will teach my tongue to tell thee what X feel, 
To pour the transporta of my bosom forth. 
And make thee partner of the joy dwells 

tbere? 
Oh, my fair one I 

Thy Edward shines ftmongst the brightest starts 
And yet thy sorrows seek him in the grave. 
Ladif J, Alas! my dearest lord, A thousand 

griefs 
Beset zny anxious l^eart ; and yet, as it 



i The burthen were toe little^ I have added 
The weight of all thy cares, and, like the 

miser, 
Increase of wealth has made me but more 

wretched, 
I tremble, and my anxious heart is paln'd 
Lest aught but good should happen to my Goll* 

ford. 
Ouil Nothing but good can happen to thy Gail- 
ford. 
While thou art by his side^ his better angel, 
His blessing and his guard. 
Lady J. Why canio we hither f 
Guil. To thee, my princess, 
Whose royal veins are rich in Henry's blood. 
With one consent the noblest heads are bow'd; 
From thee they ask a sanction to their coon- 

sels. 
And from thy healing hand expect a cure 
For England's loss in Edward. 

Lady J. How ! from me ! 
Alas I my lord— But sure thou mean*Bt to moCk 

me! 
OuiL No, by the love my faithful heart Is full 

of! 
But see, thy mother, gracious Suffolk, comes 
To intercept my story: she shall tell thee, 
For in her look I read the lab'rlng thought. 
What vast event thy fate is now disclosing, 
Enttr DUOHKSS OP SUFFOLK. 

Duc?i. No more complain, Indulge thy tears no 
more, 
Thy pious grief has giv'n the grave Its due ; 
Make room to entertain the coming glory ! 
For majesty and purple greatness court thee, 
Homage and low subjecaon wait: a crowd, 
A crown, my daughter, England's crown, at 

tends 
To bind thy brows with its imperial wreath. 
Lady J. Amazement chills my veins! What 

says my mother? 
DucTh 'Tisheav'ns decree; for our expiring Ed- 
ward, 
When now just struggling to his native skies, 
Ev'n on the vei^ of heav'n, In sight of ang^Js 
That hover'd round to waft him to the stars, 
Ev'tt then declar'd my Jane for his soccessor. 
Lady J. Gonld Edward do this? could the dying 
saint 
Bequeath his crown to n)e? Oh ! ttital bounty. 
Tome! but 'tis impossible I 
Duch. But see, thy father 
Northumberland, with all the council, come. 
To pay their vow'd allegiance at thy foet^ 
To kneel and call thee queen. 

J&arfy /. Support me, Guilford: 
Give me thy aid ; stay thou my ftifnttng soul, 
And help me to repress this growing danger. 
Enter J>VKK OF SUFFOLK, DUKB OF NORtir- 
UilBEBLAND, Lojd* md lU/tm af M« Privy 

Nor. Hi^, sacred princess! sprung fxoxa. ancient 

Our England's dearest hope, midotd>ted offspring 
Of Tork and Lancester's nnlted line. 
Hail, royal Jane I behold we bend otir knees, 
«. - - . (*%«y *«««/.) 

The pledge of homage and thy land's obedience; 
With humblest duty thas we kae«L Khd owtt 
thee 



9C6 



Our lieg^, onr sovereign lady, and our queen. 

LudyJ. Oh I rise, 
tf y father, rise ? 

{To Suffolk.) , 
And you my father too I 

{To Northumbtrkmd.) 
Bise all, nor cover me with this confusion. 

{They rise.) 
What means this mock, this masking shew of 

greatness ? 

Why do ye hang these pageant glories on me, 
And dreRS me up in honours not my own ? 

Ifor. The daughters of onr late great master, 
Henry, 
Stand both by law excluded from succession. 
To make all firm, 

And fix a pow*r unqnestion'd in your hand, 
Edward by will bequeathed his crown to yon, 
And the concurring lords in council met 
Have ratified the gift 

Lady J. Are crowns and empires, 
Trifles of such light moment, to be left 
Like some rich toy. 
The pledge of parting friends! Can kin^s do 

thus. 
And give away a people for a legacy? 

Ifor. Forgive mc, princely lady, if my wonder 
Seizes each sense, each faculty of mind. 
To see the utmost wish the great can form, 
A crown, thus coldly met; a crown, which, 

slighted 
And left in scorn by yon. shall soon be sought, 
And find a joyful wearer, one, perhaps. 
Of blood unkindred to your royal house, 
And fix its filories in another line. 

Lady J. Where art thou now, thou partner of my 
cares? 

{Turning to Guilford.) 

Gail. See, by thy side thy faithful GuUford 
stands, 
Prepar'd to keep distress and danger from thee, 
To wea^ thy sacred cause upon his sword. 
And war against the world in thy defence. 

Nor. Oh! 
Methinks I see yon seated on the throne, 
Assembled senates wait with awful dread 
To firm your high commands and make *em fate. 

Lady J, You turn to view the painted side of 
royalty, 
And cover all the cares that lurk beneath. 
Is it io be a queen, to sit aloft 
In solemn dull uncomfortable state. 
The flatter'd idol of a servile court? 
Is it to draw a pompons train along, 
A pageant for me wond'ring crowd to gaze at ? 
Alas, Northumberland! my father! is it not 
To live a life of care, and when I die. 
Have more to answer for before my Judge 
Than any of my subjects ? 

8v(t. Behold, we stand upon the brink of ruin, , 
And only thou oanst save us. Persecution, 
The fiend of Borne and hell, prepares her tor- 
tures; 
See where she comes in Mary's priestly train ! 
Still wo't thou doubt, till thou behold her stalk 
Bed with the blood of martyrs, and wide wasting 
O'er England's bosom ? 

QuU. Amidst that ruin. 
Think thou behold'st thy Guilford's head laid low, 
Bloody and pale— 

Lady J, Ob, spare the dreadful image ! 
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QuU. Oh, would the misery be bounded therof 
My life were little ; but the rajte of Borne 
Demands whole hecatombs, a land of victims. 
Mary shall by her kindred Spain be taught 
To bend our necks beneath a brazen yoke, 
And rule o'er wretches with an iron sceptre. 

Lady H. Avert that judgment, heav'n! 
Whate'er thy Providence allots forme. 
In mercy spare my country. 
Guil, Oh, my queen! 



Does not thy great, thy generous heart relent, 

To think this land, for liberty so fam'd. 

Shall have her tow'rlng front at once laid lov. 

And robb'd of all its glory 1 
Lady J. Yes, my lov'd lord, my toul is mov'd Kkd 
thine. 

At ev*ry danger which invades our England; 

My cold heart kindles at the great occasion. 

And could be more than man in her defence : 

But where is my commission to redress? 

Or whence my pow'r to save? Can Edward's 
will, 

Or twenty men in council, make a queen ? 

Can you, my lords, give me the pow*r to can- 
vass 

A doubtful title with King Henry's daughters ? 

Where are the rev'rend sages of the Jaw 

To guide me with their wisdoms, and point 
out 

The paths which right and justice bid me 
tread? 
Nor. The judges all attend, and wUl, at lei- 
sure. 

Resolve you ev'ry scruple. 
Lady J. They expound; 

But where are those, my lord, that make tha 
law? 

Where are the ancient honours of the realm, 

The nobles wiUi the mitred fathers join'd ? 

The wealthy commons solemnly assembled? 

Where is that voloe of a consenting people 

To pledge the universal faith with mine, 

And call me justly queen ? 
GvU. Our foes, already 

High in their hopes, devote us all to death : 

Haste, then, and save us, while 'tis giv'Q to 
save 

Your country, yonr religion, 
Nor. Save your friends! 
8uf. Your father! 
DwK Mother! 
QuU. Husband I 
Lady J. Take me, crown me, 

Invest me with this royal wretchedness ; 

Let me not know one happy minute more ; 

Let all my sleepless nights be spent in care^ 

My days be vex'd with tumults and alarms 

If only I can save yon, if my fate 

Has mark'd me out to be the public victim, 

I take the lot with joy. Yea, I wOl die 

For that eternal truth my faith is flx'd on. 

And thai dear native land which gave me birth. 
GuiL Wake ev'ry tuneful instrument to tell 
it, 

And let the trumpet's sprightly note proclaim 

My Jane 1b England's queen ! 

Thy name shall echo through the reseu'd isle, 

And reach applauding heav'n ; 
Lac^ J. Oh, Guilford, what do we give ap for 
glory? 

For glory I that's a toy I would not purchase; 

An idle, empty babble : but, for England ! 
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What rnoBt wd Iom for ihatt Since, then, my 

fate 
Has forced thia hard exchange npon my will, 
Let graeiooB heaven allow me one reqaest: 
For that blest peace in which I once did dwell, 
All that I ask is, though my fortune frown, 
And bury me beneath this fatal crown, 
Let that one good be added to my doom. 
To save this land from tyranny and Borne. 

{Exeunt. 



ACT IV. 



SCENE L— TV^e Totrer. 

Enter EABL OF PSMBBOKE and BISHOP 
aABOIN£B. 

Gar, In an nnlncky and accnrsed bonr 
Set forth that traitor dujce, that proud Korthum- 

berland. 
Do then, oh, holy Beclcet, the protector, 
The champion, and the martyr of our church, 
Appear, and once more own the cause of Rome ; 
Beat down bis lance, break thou bis sword in 

batUe, 
And coTer foul rebellion with confusion. 

P»nK 1 saw him marching at his army's head; 
I mark'd him issuing through the oity-gate 
In harness all appointed as he pass'd. 
And (for he wore his beaver up) could read 
Upon his visage horror and dismay. 
No voice of cheerful salutation oheer*d him, 
None wish'd his arms might thrive, or bade God 

speed hhn ; 
Bat through a staring, ghastly-loooking crowd, 
Unhail'd, onbleas'd, with heavy heart he went. 
As if his traitor father's haggard ghost, 
And Somerset fresh bleeding from the axe, 
On either hand, had ueher'd him to ruin.^ 

Gar. Nor shall the holy vengeance loiter long. 
At Farmingham, in Suffolk, liea the queen, 
Mary, our pious mistress, where each day 
The nobles of the land and swarming populace 
Gather, and list beneath her royal ensigns. 
\ The fleet commanded by Sir Thomas Jerningham, 
Set oat in warlike manner to oppose her. 
With one consent have join'd to own her cause ; 
The valiant Sussex, and Sir Edward Hastings, 
With many more of note, are up in arms, 
And all declare for her. 

Enter an Officer, with a guard. 
Offi. Seize on 'em both. 

(Guards ieite Pern, and Gar ) 
My lord, yon are a prisoner to the state. 
P«m. Hal by whose order? 
Offi. By the queen's command, 
SigD'd and delivered by Lord Guilford Dudley. 
Pern. Curse on his traitor's heart ! 
Gar. Best you contented -, 
Ton have loker'd here too long ; but use your pa> 

tience ; 
Tlicse bonds shall not be lasting. 
OJl. Aa for yon, sir, 
i fib Gardiner.) 

\ *Ti0 the queen's pleasure yoo be close conin'd ; 



TouVe ns'd that fair permission was allow'd yon 

To walk at large within the Tower unworthily : 

You're noted for an over-busy meddler, 

A secret practiser against the state. 

For whicn henceforth your limits shall be straiter. 

Hence, to your chamber. 

Gar. FarewelL gentle Pembroke, 
I trust that we shall meet on blither terms ; 
Till then amongst my beads I will remember you, 
And give you to the keeping of the saints. 

[Exmntpart of the Guards ttit.'i Gardiner. 

Pern. Now whithsr must I go ? 
Offi. This way, my lord. 

(Going qf.) 

Enter LOBD GUILFORD DUDLEY. 

Ouih Hold, captain I ere yon go, I have a word 
or two 
For this your noble pris'ner. 

Offi At your pleasure: 
I know my duty, and attend your lordship. 

(Retires with the Guards.) 
GuiL Is all the gentleness that was betwixt 
ns 
So lost, BO swept away from thy remembranoe. 
Thou canst not look upon me ? 

Pern. Ha! not look! 
What terrors are there in the Dudley's race 
That Pembroke dares not look upon and scom ? 
And yet 'tis true, I would not look npon thee: 
Oar eyes avoid to look on what we hutc, 
As well as what we fear. 
Ouih Yon hate me, then ? 
Petn. I do; and wish perdition may o'ertake 
Thy fa<her, thy false self, and thy whole name. 
Guil. And yet, as sure as rage disturbs thy 
reason. 
And masters all the noble nature In thee. 
As sure as thou hast wrong'd me, I am come 
In tenderness of friendship to preserve thee, 
To plant ev'n all the pow'r I hare before thee. 
And fence thee from destruction with my life. 
Pern. Friendship from thee ! but my just soul 
disdains thee. 
Hence ! take the prostitnted bauble back, 
But thou art come, perhaps, to vaunt thy great- 
ness. 
And set thy purple pomp to view before me, 
Te let me know that Guilford is a king, 
That he can speak the word and give me free- 
dom. 
Oh ! short liv'd pageant! hadst fhou all the 

pow'r 
Which thy rain soul would grasp at, I wpuld 

die, 
Bot in a dungeon, ere receive a grace. 
The least, the meanest courtesy, from thee. 
Guil. Oh ! Pembroke, but I have not time to 
talk. 
For danger presses; danger unforeseen. 
And secret as the shaft that flies by night, 
Is aiming at thy life. Captain, a word : 

(To the Officer.) 
I take your pris'ner to my proper charge; 
Draw off your guard, and leave his sword with me. 

IThe Officer delivers the sword to Lord Guil- 
ford, and goes out with his GuanL Gui^fitrd 
offers the sword to Pembroke. 

Becelve this gift ef 'o from a rival's handi 
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And i( thy rage will snffer thee to heur 
The oonneel of ft man once o&ll'd thy Mend, 
Fly from this fatal place and seeic thy safety. 
Pem. How now ! what shew, what mockery is 

this? 
Gull Ohl teke thy sword, and let thy Tallant 

bond 
Be ready arm'd to guaid thy nohle life : 
The time, the danger, and Uie wild impatience, 
Forliid me all to enter into speech with thee, 

Or I conld tell thee 

/Vm. No ; it needs not, traitor! 
For all thy poor, thy little arts are known. 
Thon fear'st my yenpreance, and art come to fawn, 
To make a merit of that proffered freedom, 
^hich, in despite of thee, a day shall give me. 
Nor can my fate depend on thee, false Guilford ; 
For know, to thy cqnfusion, ere the sun 
Twice gild the east, our royal Kary comes 
To end thy pageant reign and set me free. 
Quit. Ungrateful and unjust! bast thou, then, 

known me 
So little to accuse mv heart of fear ? 
Hast thon forgotten Musselborough's field ? 
Did I then fear, when by thy side 1 fought, 
And dy'd my maiden sword in Scottish blood ? 
But tblB Is madness olL 
Pern. GiTo me my sword. 

{Tij^eB his word.) 
Perhaps, indeed, I wrong thee : thou hast thought^ 
And conscious of the injury thou hast done me^ 
Art come to proffer me a sol flier's justice, 
And meet my arm in single opposition ; 
Lead, then, and let me follow to the field. 
Ouii. Yes, Pembroke, thou shalt satisfy thy ren- 

geance, 
And write thy bloody purpose on my bosom: 
But let death wait to-day. By our past friendship, 
In honour's name, by ov'ry sacred tie, 
I beg tJbiee ask no move, but haste from hence. 
Pern. What mystic meaning lurks beneath thy 

worda? 
What fear is this which thou wonldst awe my soul 

with ? 
Is there ft danger Pembroke dares not meet? 
Ouil. Oh! spare my tongue a tale of guilt and 

horror 1 
Trust me this once, believe me when I tell thee, 
Thy safety and thy life is oU I wish. 
Away I 
Pem, Curse on this shufiQing, dark, amblgnouB 

phrase ! . 
If thou wouldst have ine think thou meanest me 

fairly. 
8peak with that plainness honesty deli;;hts in, 
And let thy double tongue for once be true. 
Ouil Forgive me, filial piety and nature. 
If thus compell'd, I break your sacred laws, 
Ileveftl my father's crime, and blot with lofamy 
The hoary head of him who gave me bein?, 
To save the man whom my soul loves from 

death. 

(Oives a paper.) 
Head there the fatal purpose of thy foe. 
Since he parted, 
Thy ways have all been watch'd, thy steps been 

mark*d, 
Thy seeret treaties with the malcontents 
Thai harbour in the city, thy conferring 
With Gard'ner here In the tower, all Is known, 
^nd, in persuaoceof that bloody mandate, 



A set of choeen miBanft wait to tudtha^ : 

There was but one way left me ie presenre 

thee; 
I took it, and this morning sent my wanrant 
To seize upon thy person. But, begone 1 
Pem. 'Xifi so; 'tis truth; X see his honest heart 

{Aside.) 

GuiU I have a friend of we-l-try'd faith and 

courage. 
Who, with a fit disguise, and arms conceaVd, 
Attends without to guard thee hence wiih safety. 

Pan. What Is Northumberland? and what art 
thou? 

Guil Waste not the time; away 1 

Pem. Here let me fix. 
And gaze With everiasting wonder on thee. 
What is there good or excellent in man 
That is not found in thee ? Thy virtues flash. 
They break at onee on my estooish'd flonL 
Think I know thee honest. 

Guil. For ever I conld bear thee: but thy 
Ufe^ 
Oh, Pembroke, linger not 

Pem. And can I leave thee, 
Ere I have closp'd thee in my eager arma. 
And giv'u thee back my sod, pspenting heart ? 
Believe me, Guilford, like the patriarch's do?e, 

{imhracinff.) 

It wander'd forth, but foond no resting-plaea 
Till it came home again to lodge with thee^ 
Guil. What is theie that my soul oan more de> 
siro 
Than these dea« marks of ihy retnrnhaig friend- 
ship? 
Tlie danger comee: if yov Btay longer here^ 
You die, iPembroka 

Pem. Let me stay and die ; 
For if I go, I go to work thy nibL 
Thou know'st not what a foe thoa seod'st ma 

forth, 
That I have sworn destruction to the qoeent 
And pledg'd my faith to Mary and her caueet 
My honour is at atake. 

Guil. I kngw 'tis given : 
But go—the stronger thy engagemeats there 
The more's thy danger here, fly, begone r 
Pem. Yes, X will go; for aae, ttehoM she 
eomes I 
Oh, Guilford, bide me, shield me from ker sight ; 
Ev'ry mod passion kindles up again, 
Love, rage, dospair^ftud yet X wiUbe ma8tar«i^ 
I will remember thee— Oh, my torn heart I 
I have a thousand thousand thlngfl to sfty, 
But cannot, dare not stay to look on her. 

lExit. 

filter JjADY J^NB GBEY, reading. 

Guil Whatread'st thou there, my qneent 

Lady J. *Tls Plato's Ph»dron ; 
Where dying Socrates takes leave of life 
With such an easy, careless, calm indiffierence, 
As if the trifle were of no acconnti 
Mean in itself, and only to be worn 
In honour of the giver. 

Guil Shall thy soul 
Still pcom the world, still dy the joys that ecu tf 
Still shall she soar on contemplation's wing. 
And min with nothing meaner than the stars 

iMv /. The f aW«sB co«amli«ff| 
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Aro fled from faenoe (o join the princess Mary. 
The Berrlle herd of ccnrtiers, Wno so late 
Id low obedience bent lue koco birlore me ; 
They who with zealous tongaes and hands up. 

Itftod, 
Besougbt me to defend their laws and faith, 
Vent their lewd execrations on my lumie, 
Proclaim mo traifress now, and to the aeaffold 
Doom my devoted head, 

Outl. The changeling villains! 
That pray for slavery, Uuht forthoir bonds, 
And shoB the blessieg; liberty, Hke roin. 
Bat wherefore do I loiter tamely here P 
Giyo me my arms: X will preaerve my country 
Ev'n in her own despite. Some friends I have 
Who wUl or die or conquer io thy ctuse, 
Tbipe and religion^ thine and England's cause. 

Lady J. Art thou not all my treasure, all my 

faard? 
ou take from me the only joy. 
The lui defence is left me bere below ? 
Think not thy arm caa aiem the driving torrent, 
Or save a people who with blinded rage 
Urgo their own fate and etiive to be andone. 
Nortbumbeirland, thy father is in arms, 
And if it be in valour to defend us, 
His Bword, that loag has known the way to cob- 

qnesi, 
Shall be mr fluresi safety. 

Enter DUKE OF SUFFOLK. 

Svf. Ohl my children! 

Lady J. Alas I what means my father? 

8u/. Oh I my son I 
Thy father, great Northumberland, on whom 
Our dearest hopes were built— 

Guil. Hal what of him? 

5m/. Isl08t,betrsy'dl 
His army, onward as he march'd, shrunk from 

him, 
Mouldered away, aqd melted by his side; 
"With some few followers he arjiv'd at Cambridge, 
But there ev'n they forsook him, and himself 
Was f orc'd, with heavy heart and wafry eye, 
To cast his cap up with dissembled cheer, 
And cry ** 9od sate Qneen Mary t'* Bat, alas I 
Little avail'd the semblance of thatloyaitv; 
Fornon, thctvafter, by tha Earl of Arundel 
With treason he was charg'd, and there arrested, 
And DOW he hringt htm prto'nernp to Loudon. 

Lady J. Then thare's an end of greatness, the 
vain dream . 
Of empire and a crown that dano'd bef6re mo, 
Is vanish'd all at once— Why, fare it well! 

(ML AaA canst thou bear this sadden turn of 
fate 
With aneh nnsfaafcem temper? 

Lady J. For myself. 
If I could form a wish for heaven to grant, 
It should have beMi to rid me of thin crown. 
And thou, o'errnltng, great, all-knowing PoW'r! 
Thon who diecera'st onr tiioaghts, who seost 'em 

rising 
And fomSng in the soul, oh ! judge me, Ihon, 
If e'er ambition's guilty fires have warm'd me, 
If e'er mv heart inclin'd to pride, to pow'r. 
Or join'd in being a queen. I took the sceptre 
To save his land, thy people, and thy altars: 
And now behold 1 bend my gnieftil knee 

(KnHlfng,) 
i In hnmble adoration of that mercy 



Which quits me of the vast vneqnal task 
Enter DUCHESS OF SUFFOLK. 

dtRft. Kay, keep that posture still, and let us 
join. 
Fix all our knees by tbin<», lift np our hands, 
And seek for help and pity from fibo^** ; 
Fur earth and fuitbiess men will give us none. 

Lady J. What is the worst our crnel fate or- 
dains us? 

Dueh, Curs'd be my fatal counsels! cnrs*d my 
tongu;\ 
That pleaded lor thy rate and persuaded 
Thy guiltless feot to tread the paths of greatness! 
My child, 1 bav3 undone thee. 

LmdyJ. Oh! my mother, 
Should I not hear a portion in 3'onr sorrows ? 

DucJi, Alas ^ thou nast thy own, a double por- 
tion. 
Mary is come, and the revolting Londoners, 
Who beat the heav'ns with thy applauded name, 
Now crowd to meet o,tA hail her as their queen. 
Sussex is entrr'd here, commands the tow'r, 
Has plac'd his guards around, and this sad place. 
So late thy palace, is become our prison. 
I saw him bend his knee to cruel Gard'ner, 
Who, freed from his conflnemeht, ran to meet 

him, 
Embrao'd and bkss'd him with a band of blood; 
Each hast'ning moment I expect 'em here, 
To sei^e and pass the doom of death upon us. ' 

Qi^. Ha I sciz'd I shalt thou be sciz'd, and shall 
I stand 
And tamely see thee borne away to denth ? 
'I hen blasted bo my coward name for ever. 
Mo, I will set myself to guard this spot. 
To which our narrow empire now is shrunk : 
Here 1 will grow the bulwark of my queen. 
Nor shall the hand of violence profane thee 
Until my breast have homo a thousand wourda. 
Till this torn, mangled body sink at ouce 
A heap of purple ruin at thy fett. 

Latly J. And could thy rash, distracted rfige do 
thus? 
Draw thy vain sword against an armed multi- 
tude? 
Oh ! call thy better, nobler courage to thee, 
And let us meet this adyeise fate with patience. 
Be thyself. 
For see, the trial comes! 

Enter EABL OP SUSSEX, BISHOP aARDINEll^ 
Offiarsy and Soldiers, 

Sus. Quards, execute your orders ; seize the trai- 
tors; 
Here my commission enda To you, my lord, 

(Jh OardinerJ 

So our great roistreii, royal Mary, bide, 

I leave the full disposal of these pi'is'nera t 

To your wise care the pious queen oommends 

Her sacrad aelf, her crown, and what's yet more. 

The holyBomaa ehureh, for whose dear safety 

She wills your utmost diligence be sbewn 

To bring rebellion to the bar of Justice. 

Yet further, to proclaim how much she trasia 

In Winchester's deep tboagtafe and well tried 

faith. 
The seal attends to graee those rer'rend hands ; 
And ^^en I next MUnta you, X most eaU yau 
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Chief minister and cbancellor ot England. 

Oar. Unnumber'd blessings fali upon her head !* 
My ever gracious lady I to remember 
With such full bounty her old humble beads- 
man! 
For these her foes, leave me to deal with them. 
Sus. The queen is on her entrance, and expects 
me. 
My lord, farewell. 

Gar. Farewell, right noble Sussex ; 
Commend me to the queen's grace ; say, her bid- 
ding 
Shall be observed by her most lowly creature. 

[Exit Suiux. 

Lieutenant of the Tow'r, take hence your 

pris'ners: 
Be It your care to see *em kept apart, 
Tha^ they may hold no commerce with each 
other. 
Guil. Wilt thou part ua ? 

Oar. I hold no speech with heretics and trai- 
tors, 
lieutenant, see my orders are obeyed. 

[Exit. 

Quil Inhuman, monstrous, unexampled cruelty I 
Oh, tyrant! but the task becomes thee well ; 
Thy savage temper joys to do death's office, 
To tear the sacred bauds of love asunder, 
And part those bauds which heav'n itself hath 
join'd. 

Dveh. To let us waste the little rest of life 
Together had been merciful. 

Suf. Then it had not 
Been done like Winchester. 

QuiL Thou stand'st unmov'd, 
Calm temper sits upon thy beauteous brow, 
Thy eyes that fiow'd so fast for Edward's loss, 
Gaze unconcern'd upon the i-nin rouud thee, 
As if thou hadst resolv'd to brave thy fate, 
And triumph in the midst of desolation. 

Lady J. And dost thou think, my Guilford, I can 
see 
My father, mother, and ev'n thee, my husband, 
Tom from my side, without a pang of sorrow ? 
How art thou thus unknowing in my heart! 
Words cannot tell thee what I feel; there is 
An agonizing softness busy here 
That tugs the strings, that struggles to get loose. 
And pour my soul in wailing out before thee. 

GuU. Give way, and let the gushing torrent 
come; 
Behold the tears we bring to swell the deluge 
Till the flood rise upon the guilty world, 
And make the ruin common. 

Lady J. Guilford! no; 
The time for tender thoughts and soft endear- 
ments 
Is fled away and gone ; joy has forsaken us ; 
Our hearts have now another part to plSiy ; 
They must be steel'd with some uncommon forti- 
tude. 
That fearless we may tread the paths of horror, 
£v*n in the hour of death be more than con- 
queror?. 

OuU. Oh! teach me: say, what energy divine 
Inspires thy softer sex and tender years 
With such unshaken courage ? 

Lady J. Truth and innocence ; 
A conscious knowledge rooted in my heart. 
That to have sav'd my country was my duty. 



Yes, England; yes, my country; t would save 
thee; 

But heav'n forbids, heavn disallows my weak- 
ness. 

And to some dear selected hero's hand 

Reserves the glory of thy great C. liveranoo. 
Lieut. My lords, my orders— 
GuiU See, we must^must part 
Lady J. Yet surely, we shall meet again. 
Guil. Fain would I%heermy heart with hopes 
like these, 

But my sad thoughts turn ever to the grave, 

To that last dwelling whither now we haste. 

Where the black shade shall interpose betwixt 
us. 

And veil thee from these longing eyes for ever. 
Lady J. 'Tis true, by those dark paths oar jour- 
ney leads, 

And through the vale of death we pass to 
life: 

But what is there in death to blast our hopes? 

Behold the universal works of nature. 

Where life still springs from death. 

Mark with what hopes upon the furrow'd plain, 

The careful ploughman casts the pregnant 
grain ; 

There hid, as in a grave, awhile it See, 

Till the revolving season bids it rise. 

Then large increase the buried treasures yield. 

And with fall harvest crown the plenteous field. 

{Exeunt vilh Guards. 



ACT V. 



SCENE L—The ioate. 

Enter BISHOP GAEDINEB, at Lord Chancel'on 
and th^ Lieutenant of the Tower, Servants vith 
li'jhts be/ore them. 

Lieut. Good morning to your lordship : you rise 
early. 

Oar. Nay, by the rood, there are too many 
sleepers; 
Some must stir early, or the state shsJl suffer. 
Did you, as yesterday our mandate bftdp, 
Inform your pris'ners. Lady Jane and Guilford, 
They were to die this day ? 

Lieut. My lord, I did. 

Oar. 'Tis well. But say, how did your message 
like 'em ? 

Lieut. My lord they met the summons wiUi a 
temper 
That shew'd a solemn, serious sense (rf death, 
Mix'd with a noble scorn of all its terrors: 
In short, they heard me with the self-same patience 
With which they still have borne them in their 

prison. 
In one request they both concurred; each begg'd 
To die before the other. 

Oar. That dispose 
As you think fitting. 

Lieut. The Lord Guilford only 
Implor'd another boon, and urg'd it warmly; 
That, ere he suffer'd, he might see his wife, 
And take a last farewell. 

Oar. That's not much; 
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That grade taky be atIo\v*d him ; see you to it 
[lowgdftB tlio morning? 
Lieut. Not yet four, my lord. 
Gar. By ten they meet their fate. Yet one thing 
more: 
You know 'twas ordered that the Lady Jane 
Should suffer here within the Tow'r. Take care 
No crowds may bo Jet in, no maudlin gazers, 
To wet their handkerchiefs, and make report 
How like a saint she ended. Some fit numher, 
&.nd those, too, of our friends, were most conve- 
nient: 
But aboYO all, see that good guard he kept: 
You know the queen is lodged at present here : 
Take care that no disturbance reach her high- 
ness. 
And BO, good morning, good master lieutenant. 

{Exit lAeuUnaat. 

How now ! what light comes here ? 

Sero. So please your lordship, 
If I mistake not 'tis the Earl of Pembrok& 

Gar. Pembroke, tis he; what calls him forth 
thus early? 
Somewhat he seems to bring of high import. 

Eater EAUL OP PEMBR"KE, and a Page urith a 
Hght before him^ 

Good morrow, noble Pembroke I what importu- 
nate 
And strong necessity breaks on your slumbers, 
And rears your youthful head from off your pil- 
low 
At this unwholesome hour ? 
Pern. Oh! rev'rend Winchester! my beating 
heart 
Exults and labours with the joy it bears ; 
The news I bring shall bless the breaking morn. 
Gar. What happiness is this V 
Pern. 'Tis mercy! mercy. 
That makes dominion light; mercy, that saves. 
Mary, our royal ever-gracious mistress. 
Has to my services and humblest pray'rs 
Granted the lives of Guilford and bis wife, 
Full and free pardon 1 

Gar. Ha, what said yon ? Pardon 1 
But sure, you cannot mean it ; could not urge 
The queen to such a rash and ill-tim'd grace ? 
What! save the lives of those who wore her 

crown ! 
My lord, 'tis most onweigfa'd pemieions counsel, 
Aud must not be complied with. 

Pern. Not complied with ! 
And who shall dare to bar her sacred pleasure, 
And stop the stream of mercy ? 

Gar. That will I, 
Who wo' not see her gracious disposition 
Drawn to destroy herself. 
Pern. Thy narrow soul 
Knows not the godlike glory of forgiving. 
Nor can thy cold, thy ruthless heart conceive 
How lajrge the pow'r, how flx'd the empire is, 
Which benefits confer on generous minds. 
Gar. These are romantic, light, vain-glorious 
dreams. 
Have you oonsider'd well upon the danger ? 
How dear to the fond many, and how popular, 
These are whom you would spare? Have you 

forgot 
When at the bar before the seat of judgment, 
Thia Lady Jane, this beauteous trait'ress, stood, 



With what commabd she charmed the whole as* 

Scmbly ! 
With silent grief the mournful audience sat, 
Flx'd on her face, and list'ning to her plead- 
ing: 
Her very judges wrung their hands for pity ; 
Their old hearts melted in 'em as she spoke. 
And tears ran down upon their silver beards. 
Ev'n I myself was mov'd, and, for a moment, 
Felt wrath suspended in my doubtful breast 
And question'd if the voice I heard was mortal. 
But when her tale was done, what loud ap- 
plause. 
Like bursts of thunder, shook the spaeieus 

hall!. 
At last, when eore constrain'd, th* unwilling 

lords 
Pronounced the fatal sentence on her life, 
A peal of groans ran through the crowded court. 
As ev'ry heart was broken, and the doom. 
Like diat which waits the world, were universal. 
I em. And can that sacred form, that angel's 
voice. 
Which mov'd the hearts of a rude, ruthless 

crowd. 
Nay, mov'd even thine, now. sue in vain for 
pity? 
Gar. Alas ! you look on her with lovers' eyes; 
I hear and see through reasonable organs, 
Where passion has no part^ Come, come, my 

lord. 
You have too little of the statesman in you. 
Pern. And you, my lord, too little of the church- 
. man. 
Is not the sacred purpose of our faith 
Peace and good-will to man? The hallow'd 

hand 
Ordain'd to bless, Lhpuld know no stain of 

blood. 
'Tis true I am not practis'd in your politics ; 
'Twas your pernicious counsel led the queen 
To break her promise with the men of Suffolk, 
To violate, what in a prince should be 
Seered above ttie rest her royal word 

Gar. Yes, and I dare avow it: I advis'd her 
To break through all engagements made with 

heretics. 
And keep no faith with such a miscreant crew. 
Prm. Where shall we look for truth, when ev'n 
religion, 
The priestly robe and mitred head, disclaiib it ? 
I tell thee, Winchester, doctrines like thine 
Have Btain'd our holy church with greater in- 
famy 
Than all your eloquence can wipe away: 
Hence 'tis that those who differ from our faith 
Brand us with breach of oaths, with persecu- 
tion, 
With tyranny o'er conscience, and proclaim 
Our scarlet prelates men who thirst for blood. 
And Christian Borne more cruel than the Pagan. 
Gar. Nay, if you rail, farewell The queen must 
be 
Better advis'd than thus to cherish vipers, 
Whose mortal stings are arm'd against her 

life: 
But while I bold the seal, no pardon passes 
For heretics and traitors. 

lExiL 
Pern. 'Twas unlucky 
To meet and cross upon this froward priest; 
But let me lose the thought on't ; let me haste, 
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Poor my glad tiding! forth la Onilrord's bosom, 
Aad pay him back the life his friendship BayU 



iExit. 



SCENE It 



LAD IT JANE OBEY dLcovered Inteling at her de- 
votiom; a ligM and a book*, placed on a table be/ore 
hw. Bnttr Ueutenaat of the Tower, LOBD QUI L- 
FOBD DUDLEY) and one of Ladp Jane Qrey's 

£Uu. Let me not press upon your lordship far- 
ther. 
But wait your leisure in the ante-chamber. 
Gu&, I will not hold yon long. 

iBjeU Lieut. 

FbflL Softly, my lord, 
For yet behold she kneels. 
Bat she has ended, and comes forward. 

{Jbadjf J. rU(i and comes forwoHt.) 

Lady J. JSa! 

Art moa my Quilford? wherefore dost thou 

come 
To break the settled quiet of my soul? 
I mean to part without another pang. 
And lay my weary head down full of peace. 
Quit. Forgive the fondness of my longing 

soul, > 
That melts with tenderness, and leans towards 

thee, 
Though the imperious dreadful voice of fat« 
Summon her hence, and warn her from the 

world. 
But if to see thy Quilford give thee pain, 
Would I had died, and never more beheld thee, 
Though my lamenting, discontented ghost 
Had wander'd forth unbless'd by those dear 

eyes, 
And waiVd thy loss In death's eternal shades. 
Lady J. 1S.y heart had ended ov'ry earthly 

care, 
Had oCfer'd up its pray'rs for thee and England, 
And fiz'd its hopes upon a rock unfailing ; 
While all the little business that remain'd 
Was but to pass the forms of death and con* 

stancy. 
And leave a life become indMTrent to m© : 
But thou hast waken'd other thoughts within 

me; 
Thy sight, my dearest husband and my lordl 
Strikes on the tender strings of love and nature ; 
My vanquish'd passions rise again, and tell 

me 
*Tis more, far more than death to park with 

thee. 

JFn/firEAEL OF PEMBEOKB. 

Pmn. Oh I let ''me fly ; bear me, thou swift impa- 
tiencQ, 
And lodge merin my hiithful Guilford's arm? ! 

{Enibradng.) 

That I may snatch thee from the greedy grave, 
That I way warm hf6 gentie heart with joy, 
And talk to him of life, of life and pardon. 



Quil, What means my dearest Pembroke? 
Pern. Oh 1 ray speech 
Is ehok'd with words that crowd to tell the 

tidings I 
But I have sav'd thee; and^oh; joy unutter- 
able I 
The queen, my gracious, my forgiving mistress, 
Has giv'n not only thee to my request, 
But sho, she too, in whom alone thou liv'st, 
The partner of thy heart, thy love is safe. 
Guil. Millions of blessings wait her I Has 
she— tell me 
Oh ! has she spar'd my wife? 

Pern. Both, both are pardon'd. 
But haste, and do thou lead me to thy saint^ 
That 1 may cast myself beneath bar feet, 
And beg her to accept this poor amends 
For all I've done against her. Thon fair excel- 
lence! 

{KnecUag.y 

Oanat thon forgive the hostile hand that arm'd 
Against thy cause, and robb'd thee of a orown? 

Lady J. Oh I rise, my lord, and let me take your 
posture; 
Life and the world are hardly worth my cue, 
But you have reconcU'd me to 'em both ; 
Then let me pay my gratitude, and for 
This free, this noble, unexpected mercy. 
Thus low I bow to heav'n, the queen, and yoo. 

Pern. To me I forbid it, goodneesl If I live. 
Somewhat I will do shall deserve your thanks. 
Hear me, you sainta, and aid my pious purpose : 
These that desei-ve sonraeb, this wondrous pair. 
Let these be happy, ev'ry joy attend 'em ; 
A fruitful bed, a chaiil of love unbroken, 
A holy death, and everlasting memory. 

Enter Lieutenant qfthe Totcer* 

Lieut. The Lord chancellor 
Is come with orders from the queen. 

Enter BISHOP GABDl NEK and Attendant*. 

Pern. Hal Winchestert 

Gar. The queen, whose days be many. 
By me oonflnns her first aecordcd grace ; 
Bu^ as the pious princess means her meroy 
Should reach ev'n to the soul as well as body, 
By me she signifies her royal pleasure 
That thou, Lord Guilford, and the Lady Jaa«, 
Do instantly renounce, abjure your heresy 
And yield obedience to the see of Borne. 

Lady J. What! turn apostate? 

(7tt»7, Hal forego my faith ? 

Gar. This one condition only seals your 
pardon ; 
But if, through pride of heart and stubborn obatl- 

nacy. 
With wilful hands yon push tho blessing from 

you, 
Enow ye your former sentence stands conflrm*<t, 
And you must die to-day. 

Pern. 'Tis false as hell; 
The mercy of the queen was free and full. 
Think'st thou that princes merchandise Uielr 

grace 
As Eoman priests their pardons? 

Gar, My lord, this language ill beseems your 
nobleness. 
Nor come 1 here to bandy words with madmen, 
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Behold the royal siinet of the qneen, 

Which amply «pMl» ber meaning. Tea, the 

prlalierB, 
Have Mard at larfe Its fmrport, and mnst in- 

Btantly 
Baeolye npon the ehoioe of life or death. 
Pern. Corse on — But wherefore do I loiter 

here? 
ril U) the qacen tbls moment, and there know 
What 'tis this misohief-making pilest intends. 

lExU. 

Oar. Your wisdom points yon out a proper 
course 
A word with you, lieutenant 

(Talis with the LieutenantJ 

Guil Must we part, then? 
What are those hopes that flattered us hut now, 
Those joys that like the spring with all its 

flow'rs 
Pour'd out their pleasures ev'rywhere around 

us? 
In one poor minute ^one ! 
Lady J. Such is this foolish world, and such the 
certainty 
or all the boasted blessings It bestows : 
Then, Guilford, let us have no more to do with 

it; 
Think only how to leave it as we ought 

Guil. Yes, I will copy thy divine example ; 
By thee instructed, to the fatal block 
I bend my head with joy, and think it happi- 
ness 
To give my life a ransom for my faith. 
Lady J. Oh I gloriously resolv'd ! 
Gar. The day wears fast;. Lord Guilford, have 
you thought? 
Will you lay hold on life ? 
Guil. What are the terms ? 
Gar. Death or the mass attend you. 
Guil. Tis determined : 
Load to the scaffold. 

Gar. Bear him to his fata 
GuiL Oh I let me fold thee once more in my 
arms, 
Thou dearest treasure of my heart, and print 
A dying husband's kiss upon thy lip I 
Shall we not live again ev'n in those forms? 
Shall I not gaze upon thee with these eyes ? 
Lady /. Oh ! wherefore dost thou soothe me with 
thy softness? 
Why dost thou wind thyself about my heart, 
And make this separation painful to us ? 

GuiL My sight hangs on thee. Oh ! support me, 
heav'n, 
In tills last pang, and let us meet in bliss! 

[Led off by the Guards- 
Lady J. Can nature bear this stroke ? 
Worn. Alas I she faints. 

{SuppojHing her.) 

Lady J. Wo't thou fail now ? The killing stroke 
is past. 
And all the bitterness of death is o'er. 

Gar. Here let the dreadful hand of vengeance 
stay. 
Have pity on your youth and blooming beauty: 
Cast not aWay the good which heav'n bestows ; 
Time may have many years in store for you, 



All crowned with fair prosperitr* Tom; hwhaod 
Has perish'd la perverseness. 
Uidy J. Cease, thou raven ! 
iTor violate with thy profaner malice 
My bleedkig GtuUord's ghost: 'tis gooie, 'tis 

flown, 
But lingers on the wing and waits for me. 

(The seen*, draws, and discovers a scafold 
hung with blacky Executioner and Guards.) 

And see, my journey's end. 

1 Worn. My dearest lady 1 

(Weeping.) 

3 Worn, Oh, misery! 

Lady J. Forbear, my gentle maids! 
Nor wound my peace with fruitless lamenta- 
tions; 
The good and gracious hand of Providence 
Shall raise you better friends dian I have been. 

1 Worn. Oh, never, never! 

Lady /. Help to disarray 
And fit me for the block : do this last service, 
And do it cheerfully. Now you will see 
Your poor, unhappy mistress sleep in peace, 
And cease from all her sorrows. These few 

trifles, 
The pledges of a dying mistress' love, 
Beceive and share among you. 

Gar. Will you yet 
Bepent, be wise, and save your precious life ? 

Lady J. Oh, Winchester, has learning taught theo 
that. 
To barter truth for life ? 

Oar. Mistaken folly 1 
You toil and travel for your own perdition, 
And die for damned error& 

Lady J. Who judge rightly, 
And who persists in error, will be known 
Then when we meet again. Once more, fare- 
well! 

(To her w^rmn.) 
Goodness he ever with you! 

Gar. Wo't thou, then, die? 
Thy blood be on thy head. 

Lady J. My blood be where it falls; let the earth 
hide it; 
And may it never rise or call for vengeance. 
Oh, that it wore the last shall fall a victim 
To zeal's inhuman wrath! Thou gracious heav'n I 
Hear and defend, at lengUi, thy suffring people ; 
Baise up a monarch of the royal blood. 
Brave, pious, eqcdtable, wise, and good ; 
And deal out justice with a righteous hand; 
And when he fails, oh, may he leave a son 
With .equal virtues to adorn his throne. 
To latest times the blessing to convey, 
And guard that faith for which I die to-day. 

IGoes up to the scaffold, T/ie scene dotBk 

Enter BAEL OP PEMBROKE. 

Pern. Horror on horror! blasted he the hand 
That struck my Guilford! Oh, his b'.eedlng 

trunk 
Shall live in these distracted eyes for ever! 
Cmse on thy fatal arts, thy cruel counsels! 

(To Qardin^.) 

The queen is deaf and pitiless as thou art 

Gar. The just reward of heresy and treason 
Is fall'n upon 'em both for their vain obstinacy* 
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Untimely death, with toftany on earfb, 
And everlasting pnniahment hereafter. 
Pern, And canst thou tell ? who gave thee to ex- 
plore 
The sncret pnrposes of heav*n, or taught thee 
To set a bound to mercy unconfln'd? 
Tut know, thou proud, perversely jadg'ng Win- 
chester. 



Howe'er year hard, imperlons oeBsorea doom. 
And portion oat our lots in worlds to oome, 
To those with honest hearts ponue the righl, 
And follow faithfully truth's sacred light, 
Though snCTring here shall from their sorrows 



Best with the saints and dwell in endless peace. 
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AOTL 

SCENE 'L'-The Motuutery catted Lantaret, on Mount 
Pelvoux, the French Alp*. An Interior of OothiCy 
tnassive character; tooodfire^ rude tables and benches. 
Peals of thunder heard, and lightning eeen at inter- 
vale through the windows. A hell heard tolling, wind 
and rain. MARTIN SIMON discovered stretched 
full length on a bench before the fire, completely con- 
cealed in his riding coat. Sound of horses heard 
without, and voices. 
Voice. (Without.) Enter, in hearen^R name, young 

9)r0. yoQ wiU hejre find rest and shelter. 



A door is opened by a monk, and MABOELLIN and 
EBNESTINE, disguised as a youth, enter. They 
appear iravel^stained, wearing riding coats. The 
monk points to a cross affixed on the wall. 

Mar. Thanks, good father, for our preservation. 
We must have peiished this fearful night, but for 
your aid. 

Monk. Tliere, all thanks are due, my children. 
(Bows his head.) We are but his humble instru- 
ments. 

Ernest. (Jfith emotion, bowing before the cross.) We 
are justly punished, MarcelUn, for our disobedier 
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ifr.'j MTi tre \Q9l^*^4n/9 on • «IMr.) nftteHf lost 
now. ' 
Mar. SUeaoe! 



i/ar. Botef€lid UXhvX yov b«6 bow cMnpSetely 
my young brother 1b overcome by fatigue. May I 
request that the chamber intended for his ftcconi^ 
modation be immedi&tely prepared. 

(The monk bowi and exits. Ernestine iiis near 
the fire, Marcellin supporting her. Martin 
Si -on tlotcljf rises from his recumbent posi- 
tion, 

Martin. Your brother, sir, appears delicate, to 
venture among the paBses of Pelvoux. Unaccus- 
tomed to the fatigues of travellinjr, eh ? 

Mar. You are right, sir. To-day is the first time 
he has travoUi^d any great distance. 

Martin. With all dw^ deference, sir, you must 
have had powi^rful motires for allowing bo delicate 
a child to undertake such a Journey; considering 
the storm yon havs encountered, it is miracnloos 
how yon have essapsd with life. 

Mar. It a truly, miracttlous. Until we entered 
this internikl gorge, I could have formed no idea^ 
bow wind, and rftln, combined with snow, could 
make themselves so dreaded. My poor brother 
was thro>wn frcmi his horse, and Withoat the assist- 
ance of fiiAt good monk, I know not what would 
have to :!om« of ns. You are moeii better now, are 
ycu not, Erftest? 

£niest. Tes, brother. 

Martin, Bo, so, my youtig friends; yon are quite 
Rtruigers to our momitains, then? Is there any 
inJI ^cretion in my asking, on Which side you mean 
to beudyour Bteps? 

Mar. la what can it concern yon, pray f 

Martin. TLis much: that by to-morrow, all trace 
of the hij^ road will be destroyed by this nighf s 
Btorm . I wottght you might bo glad of a companfon, 
^vcli acqioslnted with the windings aodpaaeesof 
our mouffHUns. 

Mar. Tnank you for yonr kind intentions. I 
begin to think that an experienced guide would not 
be quitd nseless to us in this strange country ; but is 
it the custom in these mountains to proffer kind 
ofllces to persons of whom you know nothing? 

Martin. Sir, it is the custom, and every moun- 
taineer would deem himself fsilin,'; in duty, did be 
not warn, and render all the assistance in his power, 
to two rash youths, bent on mad adventures in our 
rude country. 

Mar. We have been imprudent, in taking this 
route to Piedmont. 

Martin. You are going to Piedmont 

Mar. Yes. Can you oonduct us there by bye- 
roads? those least frequented, you understand me. 
You shall be well repaid. 

Martin, 0-ho, young man, it is your wish to leave 
France, eh ? Unless you trust me with the motives, 
I cannot aid your schemea. I should almost fear, 
despite your gentlemanly appearanQeo, X had to do 
with 

Mar. What, man? Have wo the appearance of 
highwaymen f 

Ernest. Pray, MaroelHn, eontrol yomrself. Sir<fo 
Martin)., do not entertain a bad opinion of us, be- 
cause, like criminals, we are reduced to thie necessity 
of flj^iUt and coc^ealmeut. We deserve pity rather 
than hati-ecL 

(A noise of horses and voices h ard without.} 

Mich. (Without.) Quick, men, auick, take the bri- 
dle ; I'm benumbed and frozen by these winds. 

Erneit. (j-unniug to tcindovc.) The ProcureurMi- 
chelotv my father'i «tU coufioell&rt {fi&t^rHi tg 



TaXing h'r hand, and is in IfiC act of leading her 0vt, 
wlun M CHELOT, and two Officers enter, accom- 
panied by a monk. Marcdlin and Ernestine reti"6 
up s.age, wrapi>ed in tfieir cloaks. Micheht it placed 
in a c/iatr by the fire. The monk gives him a cor- 
dial, 

Mich, (pointing io Martin Simn.) Who is that 
man ? arrest him. 

Martin, (laughing.) What for t 

Mieh. No, no— we'll wait a second Proceed more 
cautiously. 'Who are jyou ? Where do you come 
from? and where are you going? 

Martin. Who are you f Where'do yon eome from? 
and where are you going ? And by what authority 
do yon question me ? 

Mich, By what authority? the law, sir— the law. 
Take care, sir, tdio care; I am appointed ]qr the 
civil and criminal authorities of Lyons, to capture 
and arrest; but that is no business of yours. An- 
swer my question— ok, oh I for mercy's sitke, good 
father, give me SMther drop of yonr cordial, I'm 
very iiL (Drinks) Oome^ yomr answer, rascal 

{That varmt me.) 

Martin. 1 am no rascal, my name's Martin Simon, 
proprietor of the village itout da Monde, some 
leagues off— what then ? 

The Prior. Both I, and my brotherhood can tes- 
tify that Martin Bimon is the benelaotor of this 
house, and men call bim — - 

Martin, Enough, good father, there is no reason 
for telling this stranger what names the peasants 
of om- valleys bestow on me ; it is sufficient for him 
that he knows what I am not, what I am^ cannot 
concern him. 

Mieh. A thousand pardons I only wished to en- 
quire from which side you arrived ? 

Martin. Grenoble. 

Mich. Ahl oh, you came from Qrenoble. Did 
you, by chance, meet a young man, tall, weU- 
drested,— yes, I think he's tall— haughty in manner, 
black eyes, are his eyes block ?— accompanied by a 
pretty girl, delicate-looking, and dressed in green 
satin, I think— either green, blue, or black, rose- 
coloured, or ^hite; but satin it was. They are 
travelling either on horseback, or in fi litter, or in a 
carriage, or may be on fbot, for on this point I am 
not well infoimed. In sliort, sir, have you met two 
persons, to whom this description, can in any way 
apply. 

Martin. Bonaways in satin dresses, at this time 
of night, among the posses of Pelvoux I 

(Laughs,) 

Mich. Then yon have not seen them, eh? Who 

are these travellers? Approach, sir. Who are 
you? Whence come you? [to Marcellin.) Where 
go you y 

(Mar. touches pisiol) 
Mich. They doh't answer, seize them! 

(OJkefs move towards them,) 

Memtin. Come, come, Sir Judge, or Sir Soldier, or 
Sir Lawyer,— or whatever your title may be— pray 
tell me, what have my nephewA dQDe» tO bt tbua 

arrested like criminals I . 
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MatHn. Oertetely. My broifaer John's sodi, two 
hrafe Ma, whom I took yesterday, for the firel 
time, to Grenobia Bow to the gentlemen, boys, 
Where's your manners ? 

JBmeit. (aside. ) Saved I 

Mar. Hnshl 

Mi h. Why did they not answer mo at first? 

Martin. For the best of ail reasons, they cannot 
epeak a word of French-^only conTcrsing ia their 
own Tillage patois. Besides, the poor derils are 
qait« done «p ; had tfaey been at home two hours 
since, they would have been fast asleep In their 
bed& Why look, even now, they are nodding he- 
fore the eoaarpanyt like Ul^wannered yootba, as they 
are. They were just retiring, as yon came in. I'll 
beg theee gt^A uKmkB to show us our cells i where 
I will fee that ooy yotmgrogoes wantnething, after 
which, return to sup with yoa, brave men. 

(AuA/Rf MareeUia and EtfuttttM^ tchilst 
tfmiinff, towards door.) 

Miek, I am satisfied ; to-morrow we'll examine 
them further. Let me see my cell ; these infernal 
roads shook me topieces— can't stand— goodnight, 
friend tto Martini, Father, follow with the oot- 
dial 

(The Prior leads the way ; Mkhdot exiU, sup- 
ported dg (^cers, Martin secures the 
door.) 

Martin. Yon are not yet safe- for T am convineed 
that yoa are the persons of whom these men are 
in search. 

Ernest, (uiginff his hand.) Sir, you shall know all, 
^-you hftTe a right to our unreseryod confidence ; 
for without your generosity and presence of mind, 
we should have been utteiiy lost Disclose aU, 
MaroelliD, it is my wish. 

Mar. It is also mine; but for him, the blood of 
thsbt miserable Michelot might have been shed. 

Martin. What have you done to make yourselves 
objeqts of this fear? I fancied that I heard this 
lawyer mention a ladjf; 

EmesL It is L 

(Raising lief hat, her hair /alts.) 

Mar. We are not brothers, but lovers^husband 
•sd wife^flying from inexarable relations, who 
refuse their consent to our union. This lady is 
Ernestine de Blancfaefort^ daughter of the Marquis 
de Blanchefort, president of Lyons. I am the 
Obevalier Marcellin do PeyrM. 

Martin. De Peyras ! are you the son of Philip© 
de Peyras, whose eldest brother—— are you 
Philipe's son ? 

Mar. 1 am. Bat how came yon acquainted with 
my deceased father's name 9 

Martin. Is ihere anything surprising in my ask- 
ing, if you are the son of a man whom I have beard 
occasionally mentioned? What are your diflicul- 
ties, and in what way can I aid you ? for^'et not, 
time presses. 

Mar. Our history is short, and simple. I saw 
Ernestine — ^the most envied girl in Lyons ~loved 
her, demanded her hand ; her father refused me, 
under the plea that he would not give her fortune 
to a spendthrift I was driven from the house ; in 
this extremity, what was I to do? We planned the 
elopement, fled with the intention of crossing over 
ID fiMiToy, to be mained there; ui aoddeat to our 
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oarriag», and, above all, the storm, eansed as to 
accept the hospitality of these charitable monks. 
You now peroeive the danger of our critical poai* 
tion>~eBoreased by the arrival of Michelot ; a subtle 
lawyer, and the Marqiis do Blancliefort's creaturei. 
Now, air, that you know who we are, and the reason 
of our fiiglit, it remains with you to consider 
whether you are willing to continue your good 
oCncps, or not 

Martin. Young people, yon are even more eul* 
pable than I imagined; a girl of a noble, and 
esteemed family, who, to follow the fortuiKS of a 
spendthrift, has had the hardihood to abandon and 
mshonour her old father; I can, and ougbt to do 
nothing for you— perhaps, for my own conscience, 
I have already done too much. . 

Mar. Sir! [ 

(/Iaui/7Mli/.) 
Ernest. Let him speak; his reproaches cannot 
equal those of my own oonscenoe. You, Marcel- 
lin, have misled my reason, with my heart ; but, 
you, sir, recall to a sense of honour, ond duty. Do 
not, pray, abandon me, counsel, protdct— be my 
help, my support 

(Weeps.) 

Mar. What does all this mean ? Is this what yoa 
promised me? Where is the affection, which was 
to stand every test? Lid you lead me to expect 
that, at the least triCing obstacle in our path, 1 was 
to bo abandoued for the protection of the llrst man 
who presented himself ? 

Martin. Younsr man, you don't know !kfartin Si- 
mon. You consider him a preaumptcoas p«a>'ant, 
coarse as his dress; but this peasant can obttiin (if 
he takes the fancy Into his head) her father, t- o 
Marquis de Blanchefort's consent to your martin po ; 
sufTer me to lead you back to him, and implore liia 
forgiveness. 

Mar. Softly, softly — you reckon some wL at 
strongly on your eloquence— nothing but gold can 
touch his humanity. The Marquis is stem, aud 
harsh— if we return, I sball pass my days In the 
dungeons of Pieno Enclse— Ernestine will be con- 
demned to a convent 

Mat tin. Con tliijit be true ? 

Knieit. Too true. From him, we cannot hopft 
for mercy. 

Martin. Poor child! Have you no mother? 

Ernest. If I had, should I be here ? 

Martin. Lady— you have done wrong in leaving 
your parent whatevt^ hta condact may have been. 
You, sir, had no right to entice her from ber duty ; 
but I will not refuse my asslstanca it will be Im- 
prudent, in the Marquis's present state of exaspera- 
tion, for you to return immediately to Lyons. I 
must hit upon some plan to render this terrible 
judge more reasonable, and calm. 

Mar. You advise us to gain the frontier, Itistantly, 
then? 

Martin. That's an extreme measure ; for the pre- 
sent unnecessary. I dwell in the village, a few 
h agues off— Bout^io-Mondo. It is perfectly lost 
among these savage monntains— there, in my hum- 
ble home, you oan find a safe asylum ; my daogh- 
ter, Margaret will be a companion to this young 
lady— I will go to Lyons, see Monsieur Blanchefort 
and, deubt not, soon be able to return with your 
pardon. 

Mar. Generous friend! I moat fondly widi to 
find some each tranquil retreat You will ne'' 
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obtain her father's forgiveness. He is avaricious. 
My lands and castle of Peyras are in creditors* 
hand& Had [ not extravagantly squandered all, 
be would not have refused my dear Ernestine's 
hand. 

Martin. Well, well, we shall see, Chevalier. 
Suppose I have the power to compel him. 

Ernest. Compel I 

Martin. Never heed. You had better pass for 
brother and sister until I can get you lawfully 
married ; and that time shall not be long, I promise 
you. Immediately I'll prepare our good friends, 
the monks, for this sudden departure, and see that 
the horses are led to the door. No delay, we shall 
bo far away before the offloers of justice awake 
from their slumbers. 

Mar. Friend I 

Efnest. {Offering htrhand.) Protector 1 

Martin. Courage, my child. I promise to watch 
over yon. 

Ernest. My blessings on you; in opening my 
eyes to my Indiscretion, you have not crushed me 
with your scorn ; but pitying my weakness, have 
rewarded my repentance by enabling me to regain 
my self-respect. 

(Kisses his hand fervently.) 

Martin. Peace, my chUd, and follow me^all will 
bj well 

(ITe hods them towards the door as the scene 
doses.) 



SCENE W.^The passes o/Pehoux^ a mountain gorge 
very wild in character. EUSEBE NOEL, the scliOoU 
master of Bout-du-Monde^ enters, uith a book in one 
handj and a stafin the other; he appears perfectly 
abstracted in study. Jlis clothes are old and worn, 
manner vacant. 

Eu'i^. (Reading.) Wondrous ! Felicitous thought I 
Power of eloquence ! this mountain scene surpasses 
all others. (Looking at rocks.) Not a trace, or sign to 
direct my search. Infandum— how on earth came 
I so far from the village ? Time and space vanish 
before Virgil —it is great, it Is glorious! (Searching.) 
These defiles must lead to it— why am I kept from 
the knowledge? But it will come, I shall possess 
all— all! exulthnuBl 

(Reads.) 

Enter MABTIN SIMON, MABCELLIN, and 
EBNESTINE. 

Mar. "Who is that scare-crow ? 

Martin. Eusebe Noel, our Bout-du-Monde school- 
master. What the devil makes him prowl about 
here, with bis Virgil, when he ought to be at home 
whipping his scholars. (Loud.) Well, schoolmaster, 
what are you dreaming now ? 

(Touching his shoulders.) 

Eusebi. (Starting up.) I was reading the fourth 
book of the Mae&A, certainly the finest of all 

Martin. Let the fourth, and all the books, go to 
the devil. Has my daughter sent you to meet me, 
or have you wandered thus far in your customary 
fits of absence? 

EuseU Mademoiselle desired me to meet you by 
the rock of Ouille. Are you conducting these gen- 
tlemen to your house ? 

Martin. What if I am? < 



EvseM. Do it not*do it not Misfortunes will 
happen which will make you repent of your hos- 
pltality. 

Martin. And why ? 

(Smiles.) 

Eusihe, fiecanse o^icns are Inauspicious. On 
starting to meet you this morning, I opened a book 
— my eyes fell on this verse : ** Quia novis, hie nos- 
tris successit, sedibns hospee. 

Martin. I care nothing for such rubbish, or con> 
prehend it 

Eusebe. I am sorry I never taught you Latin. If 
you admit strangers into your house, Uiey will bring 
sorrow and trouble. 

Martin. Master Eusebe, ore you not ashamed of 
yourself? Tell me, at once, what message bos my 
daughter sent by you ? 

Euseb.i She told me, she told— what did she tell 
me? Tes, that was it— she told me that she was 
very well, and hoped you were the same. 

Martin. Was that all? Margaret could never 
have sent all this distance so common-place a 
message. 

Eusebe. That was all. 

Martin. (To Star.) I am certain he has forgotten 
something; the addle-bead. Let us hasten to the 
village - trudge on, Master Eusebe, we shall b3 on 
your heels. 

Eusebe. Quis novis, hie nostrls successit 

Mar. I trust, sir, this person has not made yoa 
uneasy ? . 

Martin. My daughter may have had some impor- 
tant intelligence for me, and trusting to this fool's 
zeal, may have— • 

Ma7\ What motives could influence him to dis- 
play such hostile feelings to mere strangers? 

Martin. He never sees either me or Margaret 
welcome any one to our house, without showing 
evident symptoms of displeasure. Oh 1 he is a deep 
one. 

Eusebi. Sunt nobis, castaneas, moUes, et pressi, 
copio, lactus. 

Martin. What are you muttering ? do you depre- 
ciate a country which has heaped benefits on your 
head. 

Eustibi. A conntry^containlng mines of gold. 

(Abstracted^ 

Martin. (Seising his hand, aside.) Idiot I Do yoa 
wish to attract to our valleys all the rascality and 
scum of France? Is it for you to proi>agate such 
absurdities? 

Eusebe. (Alarmed.) Have I been talking, baillie, 
what have I said? 

Martin. What message did my daughter give 
you? 

EusibS. Babisson has again appeared in the vil- 
lage, and seems disposed to take up his quarters 
at Bont-du-monde. 

(Aside.) 

Martin. Curse on him I I comprehend now why 
Margaret has sent me warning. I must at once see 
if he has had the audacity to present himself at my 
door. Conduct these voung people to the village— 
I'll meet this beggar alone— answer uo qucstiousto 
these strangers, except those any inhabitant of the 
valley would answer— but bo ware how you tell thom 
more. My good f rieucls, I have just hoard some 
news which obliges mo to precede you; follow 
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Mon>feurEasebe«'Who will act as your galde, and 
ivill see everything is suitably arranged for your 
reception. Adieu! in an hour we shall meet again. 
(Touches his hat, and exits. Aside.J Itabaisson 
must be silenced. 

^iMeft^.. Forget not my advice, baillle, Quis no- 
Tis, hie— oh 1 I had forgotten. 

Mar. Gome, my learned friend, we are impatient 
to see the fair Margaret 

Ernest. Oh, yes, do tell ns something about her. 

£useh4. What can fk signify to yon ? 

JSmest. I am to be her companion for a time. 

EitseU Tool 

(Ernest raises her hat J 

EuseM. A woman 1 It is a worn— I->I believe— 
excuse me, madam, leas happy than ^Sneas, I re- 
cognized not a divinity by her walk. 

{Bowing.) 

Mar. Why, yon are a perfect adept in the school 
of gallantry. 

Euseb^. This young lady-—* 

Mar. Is the wife of this young gentleman. 

Euseb^. Married. So much the better; neither 
of you can marry Margaret 

Ernest. So, so, from your joy, monsieur, It strikes 
me, you wish to do so. 

Eusebe. I— I, gracious powers ! Look at me. Have 
I ever said that I even dreamt of such a thing ? If 
I did, I must be a greater fool than the villagers 
take me, or than OTen I consider myself. 

Ernest. Is she not rich, and beautiful ? 

Eusebe'. Both. When her father dies, she will 
have the disposal of— no matter, I dare not aspire 
to her hand; the daughter of Martin Simon, the 
Miller of Grenoble, and King of Pelvoux. 

Mar. Do you mean to say that the person to whom 
we have been talking, is called the King of Pel- 

TCUX? 

Eusebe. It is. The richest man in— no matter. 
(Noise of horses heard. Looking off.) Soldiers, en- 
tering the defile riding rapidly towards us. 

Ernest. They are in pmsuit of us. 

(Clings to Mar.) 

Mar. (Looking.) Most assuredly it Is so, and more 
than this, they have seen us. 

Ernest. Marcellin, they will carry me to my fa- 
ther. I shall never bear the shame. Kill me, In 
mercy, kill me! 

Mar. How far off Is the village? 

Eiuebl VIrgUhas said 

Mar. Answer me, fool 1 

Eusebi. A mile. 

Mar. Qo as quickly as yon can, tell Monsieur 
Martin Simon we are pursned«-tell him to arm the 
yUlage. 

Eusebi Eh— what? What can be done against 
officers of the mountain patrol ? Virgil says— no 
matter. 

Mar. (Dratnng a pistol out.) Hasten fool! Ernes- 
tine, go with him ; I will keep them in check. 

Ernest. I will not leave yon; if we must fall into 
their hands, pray, I beseech you, make no resistr 
ance; think— 

Eusebi. Think nothing, Virgil says to act is— no 
matter. 

Mar. Ba^cal, are you still here? 

{LcVlIs pistol) 
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Eusebi. I am extinct 

(RunsouW 

Voices heard toithout, in pursuit Hollo 1 holloa ! 
stop, stop, or we fire ! 

Mar. In heaven's name, Ernestine, do not persint 
in remaining with me. How can this mistimed 
devotion serve you ? Go-go ! 

(Exiting with her, keeping the pursuers in 
check, with his pistols.) 

SCENE nt^The valley of Bout-du-Monde, and mill; 
a fertile v€ahy, surrounded by rocks and mountaiaf, 
a winding mountain road, descending to the vailev. 
The Homestead of Martin Simon open to the vie*r, 
withflotcers, trees, and seat near the mousOaiti road. 

Eusebi. (Entering hastily.) Monsieur Martin Si- 
mon, hasten 1 Majnister 1 

[Eniers house. 

ERNESTINE and MABOELLIN enter on the moun- 
tain pafh, followed by MICHELOT and OJkers^u 
pause" Ernestine hurries towards house, and enters. 
Mar. Approftch, and yon are dead men I 

Mich. I know that voice. It is no other than the 
Chevalier de Feyras, himself. Forward, gentle- 
men. 

Mar. Another step, and it is your last 

Mich. (Running behind the Officers.) Stop, s'op, let 
me get out of the way— he is a hotrheaded young 
man, and will do as he says. Let us try what per- 
suasion will do. (Bowing.) My express orders are to 
apprehend you. Chevalier, with all deference due 
to your rank and station. You wouldn't injure 
an honest man, simply because he does his duty. 
(Aside.) Shoot the rascal if you con, without dan- 
ger to me. 

Mar. You an honest man ! Take core, your life 
hangs on the slightest movement of my hand. 

Mich. In the name of the law. 

OJ^er. I'll speedily make an end of this. (Draw- 
ing a pistol.) Surrender, in the king's name! 

Mar. Never! 

MARTIN SIMON, *n hU bailie's gown, followed by 
villagers, enters rapidly from house* JSome fivm 
village, aU armed 

Martin. Lower your arms, all of yon. Woe to 
him who fires the first shot 

Mich. Sir, your appearance bespeaks you a ma- 
gistrate. I summon ;^on in the king's name to— - 
ah, me I this is one of the rogues I saw last night 
at theLantaret 

Martin. Forget, sir, what I was last night This 
morning, I am bailie of Bout-du-monde,— on the 
bounds of which yon stand, consequently I have 
the right to demand, by viinue of what warrant do 
you act? 

Mich. Do yon fancy that I am so ignorant of the 
law, I, procureur to the President of Lyons? Bead 
this, sir. (Gives warratU.) My warrant 

Martin. (Reads.) "Order to arrest, wherever 
they may be found, the^ Lady Ernestine de 
Blanchefort, and the Chevalier Marcellin de Pey- 
raa. Given and ordered, &c" Yes, but this won't 
do. A subtle lawyer, like yourself, ought not to be 
ignorant of the fact, that this writ can only be re- 
cognized in the territory of the president of Lyons 
—oat of it it is null and void. 

(Returns t'.) 



980 THE GOLD MINE; OH, Tlifi 

Mich. I Summon yon to give me aid and aBsIst- 
ance. 

Martin. I will not suffer an i\lo['.c\ act to be 
carried into execution before my cyen. Neither 
you, nor the men, shall lay a finger on this young 
man, until you can shew me legal authority for so 
doing. 

(Speaks asule to Mkhelot.) 

Mich. {To OJiccrs.) Sir, I renounce f«-ir the prcr-pnt, 
the execution of the arrest entiuhieJ to me. You 
may return. I take upon my«eir the rcspcnsibiiity 
of this step, and in tolcencf reconciliation, accept 
the hospitality of Monsieur JMoi-tin bimon. 

{Peasants aftoui. Michelot givrs noney to 
Opcevs^ they exit. ViU<j(jers de2:art. 

Mar. (To Martin aside.) Itnow, fii*, thi.t you like 
to act as you. I lease ; aud be;, in to fniify that what- 
ever you do is right. I3ut why is it your wish that 
I should meet this aly, intriguing lawyer under 
your roof? 

Martin. I do rery ronoh like to have my own 
way in all things. TaJce comfort, these mysteries 
will soon be unveiled. I expect to convert Miche- 
lot into a zenlous adrocate for your marriage. 

Mar. Convert him! He, who prevented my 
union with Ernestine by calumniating me to her 
father ? 

Martin. He shall now become one of the wit- 
ncBEcs to it. 

They apprca^h the hovse, MAHGAEET, Martin A7- 
mcn's daughter, and ERNESTINE, enter from the 
hoitse\ Jitiics:ine in female attire. 

Ernest, 'ilfatens to Mar.) Are you really restored 
to mc ? I despaired of ever seeing jou a>'ain ? 
Martin. Hy daughter, sirs,— my good Mai'i^arct. 

(All bow.) 

Mar. (Aside.) How lovely! 

Martin (7'o Marg. aside.) Is he come? 

Marg. Not yet, my father. 

Martin. Let us hope that ho will not. (Loud.) 
Have you supplied all this lady's wants ? 

Marg. I have done my best. 

Martin, Gentlemen, you ere both welcome; wo 
banish all ceremony. Chevalier embraco your— 
embrace Margaret, and we'll go to breakfast. 

(Martin and Michelot enter house, and scat 
thtimehts.) 

Ernest. It you knew how much I love hini. 

Mcir(T. Had I a brother, I should lovo bim as you 
do yours. 

Mar. Mademoiselle Margaret, think you that there 
Is no other attachment tavo that subsiating between 
brother and sister ? 

Marg. There is the love between a child and its 
parents. 

Mar. Lady, I should hare imagined thr.t one po 
lovely could not riaro remained in ignoranca of 
another love. 

(Marg. retires.) 

Ernest. You hare made her angry. 

Mar. She is not anpry, only startled. Perhaps, 
this is the first compliment the young rustio has 
ever had paid her. 

Mich. (At door) Is Mademoiselle de Blanchefort 
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80 much occupied with her new acquaintance, that 
she cannot find time to notice her old ones 7 

{Bowing lote.) 

Ernest. (Aside.) MarcclUn, this designing man will 
ruin us. 

Ma7'. May heaven guard him from attempting 
it. 

2fi>h.Yon trout m« rrurlly-lhe true friend of 
your father. I have di;:eovoicd, through Monsieur 
Martin Simon, tluit 'lis i-ost-ible to arrange your 
marriage, and I shall ho the tlr^t to approve of it. 
I love you both so mueh. (Aside.) Xho repro- 
bates I 

(Botes.') 

Mir. My mysterious protector ft?aia I 

Martin. (At window, laughing.) Tour mysterious 

{>rotector informs yoa, to-morrow Monsiew iliche- 
ot will start for Lyon?, with a letter from me to 
the Marquis. In a few days he will return with bis 
consent; and in the church of Bout-du-monde, the 
ceremony shall lake place. 

Ernest. Do this, air, obtain my father's forgive- 
ness, and I will bless j^ou nil my life. 

Mar. "Will you inform me by what means tho 
Marquis is to be vanquished? 

Martin. That is my secret. I like to render a eer* 
vice— but it must be after my own fashion. 

{pni'ing this, breatfijst i$ placed by servants. 

Mdrtjant attending.) 

Marg. (At door.) All is In readincsB, father, 
Martin. So are our appetites. We'll do justice to 
it, Kargaret. Come, sirs, no ceremony. We are 
plain people here, and ofi'cr uotiiuoig but a hearty 
welcome. 

(ihey all enter haute, and are seen seated at 
the breakfast tuble. EUSEBE NOEL and 
KABiSSuN tlit i/rindtr, a xagabond^ heard 
disputing ) 

Eusebe. Maturalo fupam! Hence you good-for- 
nothing. Nothing will be done for you in Iho 
house. 

(Tli'V enter, RABISSON smoking a short 
pipe, dis^sipated in appemretn.ce, in nsga^ 
carrying his wheel at his betck, singing 

"Wins, Jolly Winer 

Rah. Knives to grind. 

Euiebe. Do you take the king of Felvoux-s dwell- 
ing for an ale-house, drunkard? Vi prohibete 
niinas. 

Rab. (Lavgling.) Ha, hal what are you shouting 
out at me ? I wiU see the bailie, master school- 
master. Will see him— do you bear that ? (CHes.) 
Knives to grind. 

Evs'cbe. I am quite eertain the bailie will not see 
yov. Go and get drunk elsewhere, old wine butt. 

Rab. Wine butt! Tuke care what you say, wise 
one. I have not forgotten the day that you forced 
me into your house, and made me drink, in order 
to get out of me, w bat I knew about the bailie's 
fortune. But you had to deal with one more cun- 
ning than yourself, old rat trap. I said nothing, 
but you 1 you fell dead drunk under the, table. Do 
you remember that, schoolmaster, eh? Do yon 
remember, knives to grind? ho, hal 

Eusebi. (In a whisper.) Hush! silence I 

Rab. I won't keep silence. My affairs with the 
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l^ailie and his danghter, don't concern yon. I will 
CO lo ; tf ttaey are not pleased to see mo, lot ttiem 
tell me 80, bat they will not dare do It. (Laugha.) 
No, QO» Martin Simon will never have the beart to 
«end his poof^ffiend BabissOn, the grinder, away— 
not he. (Running towardi houses Eusebiplaces himself 
hffon the door.) Knives to grind. 

Eusebi. You are nol fit to appear in company 
•with those now assembled in the dinmg-room. M e 
sntor, nitra crepidam ! 

Rab. The dining room is the very place for my 
work. Let me attend to my trade. Knives, or 
Bclssors to grind, {/^pud.) Any old china to mend. 

{Marfin starts up, rusfies to door, eollars Rab^ 
isson.) 

Martin. "What do you want here, miserable 
wretch? 
i;tf&. Hooeyl 

{Uarg, appears a< door.) 

Martin. Have I not forbidden yon ever to come 
here? 

Rab. I— I called to- ask If yoa bad any scissorB to 
grind f 

Marg. (To Martin.) He Is intoxicated. 

MiKFtifK (SptaJtinff to th« -^utsts.) Pardon this silly 
interruption ; the old rascal, eomertimes, takes upon 
bimsell a most insufferable familiarity. To give 
the rogoe his due, few persons are more obliging 
vlth:^ — 

Rab. (Smiling.) Knives to grind. 

(Commmoe* grinding. Michelot, unobserved, 
petps from tBindau.) 

Martin. (To Euseh6.) Oblige me by preparing 
8ome refreshment for this fellow— he wishes to 
speak with me. 
Rab, Alone, 

(Singing.) 
Les gneuxy 7es giteux^ 
Sont les gewHeurenx, 

Knives to grind. 

EnsA4. The Ktnff <tf I^B^ro« sad a grinder! 
wonderful aau«HS»mationl 

(Enters the house.) 

Marg, (to Martin J Have you decided on my plan 
respecting him, that can ensure our safety ? 

Martin. He has so often broken his faith with 
me, that I am at a loss fur an oath more solemn to 
lilnd him. 

Mara, Let a proposition come |roia me. Mon- 
Ideur Babisson ! 

Rab. (Uiies.) "Well. 

(Rudcli;.) 

Martin. (Kneeling off his cap.} Ton old vagabond! 
"Where have yon learned not to take off your o^ip 
When yon speak to my daughter? 

Rab. (Re^aein^g eap, eeoily.) Excnso me, I have ft 
<M>ld In my head, anu choose to keep it on. 

Marg, Permit it, he is oHJ. You promised that 
you would never agaki dlBlurb our tranquility. Yott 
swore it. You have taken a false oath. 

Sab. Maa'n't I gain my living? Think you, with 
five or six hundred livres, given me by your father 
at different times, that I can purobasc land in the 
country, and lite with folded artns, doing nothing ? 
Besides, it is my fancy to travel I like air and 
exdrcisA; they do me good. Do you not sec how 
liealthy 1 iun? You all wish me. dead, but I shall 
live tQ\i$ft nnndred— see you all oat, ha, ha I 



Martin, Whatjcan this matter to mt, draokard? 
Because, once in my house, yoa saw wtukt no one 
else has ever seen. Take care, lest you nrge me 
too far. Think you, that if, in sober earnest, I 
wished to get rid of an indiscreet, tronblesome old 
man, either men or opportunity would be wanting? 
Think you, that if some fine morning, any one was 
to discover your body at the foot of Le Qreve, he 
would trouble himself to find out if it came there 
by aocident or design? What does the life or 
death of a vagabond—a visionary— who wishes to 
extort money by inventing his own idle tirash. 

(Michelot leaves fiouse^ unperciittl% and eon- 

ceaU himself,) 

Rab, I care little about them belonging to me. 
Let them question M. Durand, the rich banker at 
Grenoble, who changes the golden ingots for you 
into current tnoney. Ha, ha ! he could tell some- 
thing, eh? Got any knives to grind, now--eh, 
miller? 

Martin, Dog ', (A^out to strike hioi.) Another 
word 

Marj/. Hemember your promise. (Aside.y He 
knows too much, we must buy his silence at any 
price. 

Mich, (Aside, be7iin4 tree.) I can't hear a word. 

Marg. Monsieur Babisson— neither I nor my fa- 
ther have anything to fear from this or any revela-' 
tion you may like to make. Our friends at Greno- 
ble are far more powerful than you imagine. How- 
ever, taking into consideration that you are very 
old, and also, in truth, to reward yon for having 
hitherto kept our secret; my father is willing to 
assure yon a happy life for the rest of your days. 

Rab. How wiU he manage that? Get some ono 
to knock me on the head? You see, I'm not so 
thick as my coat, and I've taken into my brain to 
make a good thing of this secret^ and I will* 

Mich. (Asiie.) A secret 1 

Marg, I will tell you what shall bo done for yon. 
ICo more money, as in times past; experience 
having taught us that you know hot how to keep 
it. But what say you to a farm ? cows, and a vine- 
yard?- 

Ra\ (Joyfully.) A farm! for me! Cows, real 
Cows ! A vmeyard, where t should be master ? the 
real master! Huzza! Let the devil grind knives, 
now! Cows— milk— cows— wihe I 

(JosifUlly,) 

Marg. A farm whtch ehfiill be secured to you by 
a legal docnlnent 

liab. And shall I live like a nobleman at court- 
like a king— make my own butter and cheesel 
Drnkmy own wino! But where'smy farm? la 
the clouds, eh? or the moon? 

3farg. I beliOve you come from Auvergne. There 
it shall be purchased— in the country where you 
were born. 

Mich, (Asid^,) And where he ought to be hanged. 

Rab. Ah ! (Sighs.i You are a beautiful young 
lady ; not like yonr intern father, who has only hard 
words for me. How they will stare at me in my 
own country, whither I dared not return in my rags 
—my Wheel at my back— as poor as I left it, forty- 
five yeas aso. A farm! (Sighs.) Poor mother! 
why couldn't yon have lived to enjoy It with me? 
iTour unfeeling, thoughtless Son, whose conduct 
wounded your good heart so sorely. (Wipes tear 
i from his eyes.) She's better, perhaps, where she is 
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o&t reit Whftt JoIIv dayi and nights 1*11 have, 
ril bet, some pretty Tillage girl will be glad to marry 
ine^or my farm. Aye, perhaps a rich one may 
take a fancy to me, or my cows. 
Alarg. Yon comprehend that, In secnring tran- 

Saility for you, we do not intend neglecting precaa> 
ons for the confirmation of onr own. 

Rah. You're not going to cut off the cows? Vm 
to fond of milk. 

Marg In the contract, it shall be stipnlated that. 
If ever you leave Aayergne— to come into Daaphne 
—the farm shall again become our property. 

Martin. The plan is admirable— we are saved. 

Mich. The girl oaght to have been a lawyer. 

• (Aside.) 

Marg. Do yon agree to these conditions? 

Rah, Yes, yes, and glad enough I shall be to leave a 
place, where one word from your father may— stop 
my knife-grinding. Yes, it is a bargain. When 
shall I have my farm, my fields, my vines, my cows 
—two cows, mind- and a calf in, if you like. 

Martin. It will be impossible to satisfy him be- 
fore two or three months. I shall have to pm- 
cbase the first farm that become vacant 

Rob. Two months I And where am I to go in 
the meanwhile, starve ? 

Martin. To Briancon, and there wait till all be 
arranged. I will give you some crown pieces to 
take you-there. 
' Rah. When shall I start? 

Martin. This very instant; a quarter of an hour's 
drunkenness will make you utter many imprudent 
words. 

Marg. Father, it will be late before he reaches 
Quille; besides, this man's walk is anything but 
steady. 

Martin. He mast go, Margaret To remain in the 
Tillage is dangerous. 

Rab. I won't go to-night I have not forgotten 
your threats, Bame ; and have no fancy to be found 
at the bottom of some precipice, where it might be 
said that accident had hurled me. No, no ; now 
that I am going to be rich I don't wish to die- 
not II 

Martin. Who talks of doing you an injury? Fool! 
To-morrow, at break of day, and not later, I insist 
upon your departure for Briancon; and have a 
care, guard well your tongue. 

(Going.) 

Rah. I shall say nothing, and on your side, take 
care all is correct, or else— 

Marg. No menaces ; my father will honourably 
keep his word ; see that you do the same. 

Rab. Mademoiselle Margaret, I know yon are » 
good girl, bnt^he— he is a morose man, and I 
shall take my precautions. Let me give you some 
advice— watch that schoolmaster, the Prior of the 
Lantaret also. I am not sure, but they already 
know more than yon wish, mum t I'm not asleep. 

(Places finger on lips, goes up stage, working 
his leheei.) 

Martin. I can now breathe freely ; thanks to yon, 
my child. 

(Takes Iter hand.) 

Mar J. Alas I I much fear, that sooner or later, 
thiR secret will escape us. 

Martin. In that case, our preparations are made; 
and I will keep my oath, given to my dying father 

(They exit into house. Mkh^ot steals /oncard 
tcaslifnouj 



Mich, The mystery inoreasea. I could not catch 
a word of the secret; that old tinker holds it I 
would give— 

Rab. (Working.) Two oow8^ a OftU; and farm, 
grinder BabisBon I 

Lesgueuxt Its gueux, 

Mich. (Beckoning him.) Hush! 

Jiab. What for? An't you fond of singing ? 

MicJi. You have a secret ? 

Rab. That, I intend to keep. What then, Master 
black coat ? Are you a lawyer ? 

Hieh. I am. 

Rab. No— really! 

Mich, Without doubt 

Rab. Well then, if you are truly a lawyer, yoa 
ought to love money— here is a crown, would you 
like to earn it? 

Mich. What is to be done for It, friend ? 

Rab. Write a few words on a piece of paper, 
that shall be entrusted to your keeping: but no 
one must know it in tiiat honse. 

(PobaMg,) 

Mich. Where shall I find you? 

Rab. I start early to-morrow for Grenoble; 
meet me by the galley gates, at sun-rise. 

Mich. Iwillbeth6r& Adieu, Monslenr Grinder ! 

(Ooing towards house.) 
Rab. Adieu, Monsieur Black Goat 

(Bowing, workiitg, and singing.) 

The beggars oh ! the beggars oh I 

They are a merry race. 
Long may they live, 'tis beggars give 

Good ftUowship a place. 

(Working and singing as the act descends.) 

ACT XL 

SCENE J.^Inierior of the B&ut du Monde. A large, 
antique apartment, open to the mountain road, in the 
distance pine trees and shrtdts. A staircase, with 
landing leading to another room. /SFunme. MADE. 
MOISELLE DE BLANGHEFOBT aud MAIU 
CELLIN discovered. She is srated at a table, her 
head resting on her hand; he is carelessly gazing 
from the window. 

Ernest. I knew well that one day I should suffer 
for the error and passions of a moment, but I conld 
not think it would be so soon. 

Mar. What say yon, ma chere? I do notnn* 
derstand you. (Careles.4y.) 

Ernest. I said, Marcellin, that you already made 
me feel most cruelly, how I am lowered in yonr 
eyes, as in the world's, by having consented to leave 
my father, my family, aud my native town, to 
follow yon through all kinds of difBeulty and 
danger. You— you to give the first signs of re- 
pentance ! 

Mar. How, young lady, have I merited these re- 
proaches ? I am not conscious. 

Ernest. If yon are not conscious, my unhappiness 
is only the greater. Think you I have not dis- 
covered that you no longer love me f 

(Weeping) 

Mar. Scenes and sobs I Ma foi, you devour me 
with eonui! You are unreasonable. In which qI 
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my duties have I failed? Yoa speak of ssuMifloes 
-^ Lave i made none ? If you have left your dull 
and sombre home— if you Aave abandoned a harsh, 
miserly old father, who never bestowed a kind 
word on you —have I not also left the city, where, 
in spite of my creditors, I lived a happy, joyous 
life, to vegetate with you, in a foreign land ? 

(YawnO 

Emeit, The sentiment that led you to do so has 
not been very lasting. Tou love pleasure. In the 
riotous life so dear to you, you have known more 
lovely women^ some mere skilled in the art of 
pleasing^and they have even failed io secure your 
wandering affections; but /, in my mad pride, 
hoped to be more blessed, and for yott^ gave up for- 
tune, consideration, family 

Mar. My faults, if 1 have any, are not so great 
as you make out. What is it you reproach me 
with? 

Emeai. I no longer occupy your thoughts. Your 
words have not the truth, the tenderness, which 
always ^fluenced me. I feel, I know, you regret 
the promise you have made me. 

M<u\ You are deceived. I love you. and shall 
always love yon. The dangers that we have passed, 
have, perhaps, occupied my thoughts too exclu- 
sively. Think no more of these silly suspicious. 
Hemember that to-day, perhaps, we shall be united 
by the indissoluble ties of maniage. {Rauing her 
hand to his lips.) Can I give yon stronger proof of 
the sincerity and constancy of my attachment? 

Errust. I feared that I had become indilTerent, 
hateful, and I felt induced to release you from your 
engagement to me. 

Mar. Yon would have done this? What would 
have become of you? 

Ernest. £ should die. 

JUar. Let us talk of more agreeable topics. What 
think you of our host? 

Ernest. That he is most generons and noble; em- 
ploying his fortune in forming the happiness of all 
who approach him. 

Mar. Couldn't this fortune be better employed 
than in securing the happiness of a few hundred 
peasants ? What uses, a gentleman - a man of 
the world— would make of this wealth. How 
happy you and I should be if we possessed this in- 
exhaustible treasure. 

Ernett Can we not be happy without it ? 

Mar. My lovely friend, like all women, you are 
fond of ornaments, grandeur, display. Imagine, 
then, what presents a husband, rich as this obscure 
mountaineer, could make you— what gold, bril- 
liants, pearls ; how beaming you would appear in 
the blight, golden palace that I would build for 
you. The envy of queens. I believe what the 
country people report, that Martin Simon has dis- 
covered a gold mine, which be works for his own 
grofit. Do you understand a mine of gold ? If we 
ad it ! I have heard that old vagabond, Bablsson, 
whose insolent behaviour surprised us so on our 
arrival, knows the secret. I wished to question 
him ; but, ma bleu 1 he has suddenly disappeared. 

Ernest, Take heed, lest you prove ungrateful to 
a man who has already rendered us such service. 

{Margaret is seen erosting the road.) 

Mar. Look ! It is she^it is Margaret 1 Is she not 
beautiful? (Runs to ttindovD.) Does not this young 
eirl merit a better sort of husband than this 



9S3 

coarse peasant, who may one day ftfiptre to her 
hand? 

jrnterMABGABET. 

Marg. Monsieur Michelot has returned from 
Lyons, and brings impoitant news for you. 

Mar. Michelot I 

Ernest. Has my father consented to— 

Marg, Your marriage with the Chevalier dj 
Peyras ? I cannot tell you. 

Ernest. Who has told you, made you believe thai 
^(Blvshing.)-^! am not his sister. 

Marg. Seek no longer to deceive me. This young 
man is not your brother. 

Ernest. (Agitated.) Believe me, that necessity 
alone could — ' 

Marg. He is not your brother. You have uttered 
a falsehood, and take care heaven does not punish 
you for it. * 

Mar. Mademoiselle Margaret, I know that yon 
have a right to be severe; but is it generous to 
trample on a companion because, perhaps, she U 
endowed with less courage and strength than your- 
self? 

Marg. Yes, I confess I have not been sufflcienllv* 
indulgent- that I have allowed myself tobecur- 
lied away by an angry feeling. (7b Ernest nc.) 
Pardon me, as you would a child, who hurts, whci 
it wishes to caress. Forget what has just passed - 1 
will be your friend. 

Mar. (Gaily.) Peace being now made, it will not 
soon be broken again. Where is this redoubtab o 
La^vyer Michelot and his parchments. 

Marg. In the village with my father. 

(A group of peasants appear coming down th » 
road^ carrying a rude bitr, on vfhUh in u 
body, covtred with a cloak. Male aad 
female peasantiTf surrounding t7, erincmj/, 
by gesture, great emotion.) 

Mar. Let us go to them. 

(Taking the arms of the ladies. When they 
reach the door^ Ernestine speaks.) 

EmesK What are these good people doing? 

Marg. The object wrapped in a cloak looks like 
a body deprived of life 1 (Runs to door.) Beatrice ! 
mother! what are they carrying with suoh precau- 
tion? 

Beoi. Nothing— nothing at all, littie one. Can 
we see your father? 

Marg. I pray you, tell me what it is I 

Beat. Is the girt silly? Well, it is the body of a 
man that has been found at the foot of Le Grevo 
precipice, about a league hence, and we are como 
for your father to draw out the verbal process. 
Go ; this is not a fit sight for you, child. 

Marg. Do they know who the unhappy creature 
is? 

Beat. It is the wretched, drunken Babisson— the 
knife-grinder. 

Marg. {Staggering back, dinging to a chair, and al- 
most shrieking.j Dead— at the foot of a precipice ! 

(Sinks in chair.) 

Beat. There, you arc already ill with fright 
Your father will scold me for having spoken to you 
about it. 

Marg. (Slowly rising ) But— but you do not say 
who has murdered him ? 

^edt. Eh? Who spoke of murder? The old 
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rascal most likely stumbled Into the gulf, from 
having taken more than one cup. Ywenty crowns 
were found upon him. Had he been murdered for 
plunder, bis money would have been stolen, as 
well as the grlnding-wheeL Now you know ulL 
Adieu. Forget not my message to your father. 
We'll take the body to Bapti^te'd baia 

[Ex9tint^ mth body 

Marg. (Hun Udly and uVdly.) I shall not foi^ct. 
He shall kuow it— know sHi^alU 

(Hastens out.) 

Mar, The secret perishes with my friend the 
grinder. Fortune conspires a^^airist me. 
Ernest. Margaret is dreadfully agitated, 
Mar, Possibly. Death in any form is not an 
agreeable object to contemplate. {Aside.) I would 
have given my right hand for a moment*8 talk 
with the vagabond, before Destiny, with its in- 
fernal shears, stepped in. 

Enter MICHELOT and MABTIN SIMON, in con- 
versation, Mai tin, embracing Emfstine^ seats him- 
Hi/at table ; Michelot does the same. 

Martin. Now, good-for-rothing children, Is this 
the welcome yon give your bilght fortune ? 

EmeH. Has my father forgiven me ? 

Martin. Not only forgiven you, but gives his full 
consent to your marriage with the Chevalier. 

Ernest. Heaven reward him. 

(Clasping ker hands.) 

Mar. (To Martin.) It is you, and yon only, Ihave 
to thank. 

Martin. Peace > be qoiet I have bat acted up to 
my principles, for which you surely owe me no 
great thanks. Sit down, and let us have some con- 
versation together. Much of what I have to say 
concerns you, and a little relates to myself (^4/; 
seat themselves.) Perhaps, my dear children, you 
have wondered at my Influence over every person 
who approaches me, for you are yet too young to 
be aware how mach may be achieved by silver or 
gold. 

(Qioes letter to Ernestine.) 

Ernest. What I has my father's determined op- 
position been overcome with gold ? 

Martin. One moment Yon can read that letter 
by and by. There is an important document — 
your marriage contract— (ToXe* parchment from 
Michelot.)— In which your father grants for a wed- 
ding portion a hundred thousand Ilvres. 

Ernest. My good, excellent father, to rob himself 
to enrich me. 

Martin. He does not enrich you, therefore your 
future husband must do that, by granting a dowry 
of one hundred thousand livres for his pretty 
fiancA. 

Mar. I agree to this clause with all my heart, 
seeing that I hare not a sous left. 

Martin. Yon must be mistaken. (Taling vp a 
bundt4 of pofxn.) Here is a bundle of papers, in 
which I Und balances of accounts and acquit- 
anoes, from lawyers, usurers, &c, amounting to one 
hundred and eighteen thousand livres. Your 
Chateau de Peyras is free from mortgage, and is 
once more your own. 

Mar. Mine I Who has done this? Restored to 
my father's Inheritance t The old maner-house !n 
which I was bomi \ 



harshly judged. 

Mar. Miuuclut has not paid my debtsL Ha Is not 
rich enough. 

Martin. <his is not all. A banker in Qrenobla 
has been char^ ed to purchase for you a viiJa in the 
environs of tbut city, and present you with a bill of 
exchange of one hundred thousand pounds to 
maintain your rank and dignity. 

Mar. I cauBot accept so many benefits without 
knowing my benefactor. 

Martin. (Rising and toting his hand.) Young maix, 
have you no relative anxious to redeem the honour 
of your house ? 

Mar. None. 

Martin. Yes; one, Chcrft'fer, although In the 
humble condition in which he now lives, he bears 
not his own illustrious name. That relative is 
Martin Simon, Baron of Peyras I 

Mar. You? 

Martin. I— Martin— the actual head of your 
family, for I am the eldest branch. 

Mar. What, are you that |brother of my father 
who disappeared so suddenly 1 

Martin. Reflect (Laughing.) The Baron de Pey- 
ras, of whom you speak, would to-day number 
ninety-two years, yo ! he was my father, and 
died among these mountains. (Points to a portrait.) 
That x>ortra]^ and his memoix are all that is left 
(Marcellin lows to it.) Yes— yes, salute that portrait* 
for he whom It represents was a man of noble and 
generous character— he— the Baron Bernard de 
Peyras— he left his chateau and your father PhilipeL 
after a violent quarrel, never to return. He had 
been deceived, wronged most cruelly by that 
brother-^his betrothed wife seduced from him I 
Generous, even under such a trial, he gave the 
guilty couple a donation of his property, and 
caused his ungrateful brother to marry Mademoi« 
selle de Montuel— your mother. 

Mar. I can well remember the profound sadness 
that weighed down ray father's spirits In his old 
age. The name of my uncle Bernard always drew 
tears from his eyes. 

Martin. He fled to these mountains— an outcast, 
a wanderer— to hide his grief and his hatred to the 
world. Men shrank in terror from him — "The 
Spirit of the Mountain.'* Such was the name given 
him by the mouutaincera He came for food to a 
goatherd's cabin. There he was treated kindly by a 
woman. With that admirable instinct that women 
possess, she understood what was passing in his 
breast She won him back to life, to share his 
sorrows, his labours, and his joys. This Rimple-> 
hearted peasant was that goatherd's daughter; and 
I, her son, inherit her plebeian blood, and thus 
cheerfully abandon the brilliant title of Baron da 
Peyras, for one more illustrious, that I have made 
for myself— an honest man! 
Ernest, More than father 1 

(Taling h($ hemd,} 

Martin. When I heard at the Hospice de Lan- 
taret that you were, my relation I resolved to help 
yoq, if I found you worthy of my asaiataace. i^o 
more thanks. I am rich. Let that suffice. 

Ernest, WiU you not permit me to thank my 
adopted parent 

Mar. (Kisseng her.) Giddy pate! The Prior of 
the Lantaret is here, to marry yoa 

Mar. Baron! 

Martin, No;;more barons t Deyil take m6^ It I 
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Bhouia feel easy with snch a title. My name'g 
Martin Simon. I resign all rank, titles, name, and 
estates for you, and glad enough to get rid of 'em. 
Besides, ain't I King of Pelvonx? There's dignity 
enough for any man— eh, lawyer? (Touching 
MichtloVs shoulder.) 

(MA.RGAEET reappears on threshold of 
door^ mucA moved, and pallid.) 

Martin, Margot, my child, where have you been? 
We wanted yoa to assist in a most moviag scene. 
Just now, we were all weeping no, all except 
iliohelot. Lawyers never weep; it would be un- 
professional. Everything is explained to these 
dear children, and their happiness is secured. 

Marg. Is U so ? I can now, then, call your atten- 
tion to less agreeable duties, 

Martin. How grave thou Art Salute your cousin, 
do Peyrast and congratulate his pretty bride. 

Marg. Let me be excused botn. I cannot frame 
my breath to utter wishes for their happiness. 

Martin. What ia the matter with thee, Mar- 
garet? 

Marg. (Aside. Drawing him to her, and wJiiaperiug.) 
EaLis.son ! 
Martin. Babisson found dead? It is impossible ? 
Mich. Ilabisson! {Eagerly.) 
Marg, {Chokingly.) I have seen the body. 
Mich. Are you speaking of the man who behaved 
BO insolently the day we arrived at Bout de Monde ? 
—is it he who has been found dead? 
Martin, The same. 

Marg, (Deeplv moved.) Were you ignorant of this 
erentk father? 

Martin, How could I know what you only just 
told me. If the drunkard has cho$en to fall down 
tiiepr«cipice of the Q rove, what then? I cannot 
see that there is much to giL^ve about ; it is only 
one good-for-cothiog less in the world. 

Mich. Had this miserable man no acknowledged 
enemy ? 

Martin, Enemy? No, no! A simple accident 
has caosed his death. His immoderate lovo of the 
bottle was well known. The bottle, for ouce, Las 
proved bis enemy. I suppose it happened tUc bame 
day he setoS hence. 
Mich. Why so, pray ? 

Martin. WJay ? Because I had given him money, 
and because he filled his leathera gourd with wine 
at a house in the village, from this I infer the old 
rascal was drunk before he arrived at the place 
whore he paiiahed. 

^fich. Are you sure of this ? I can make some 
singular revelations in the proces verbal, that you 
are called upon to draw up^ as bailie of the village 
in wMoh the acoldent happened. 
Martin d: Marg. You? 

J/icA. Yes. I set out for Grenoble the morning 
that that man left your house. I met him in a 
wild place, where, it is said, he perished. I ex- 
changed a few wtrds with him ; and, on oath, I 
cjin afBrm that he was not in the lease intoxicated. 
Marg. {In a hoarse, broken accent.)- Guilty I 
guilty ! 

Jfcn'lin. I don't see that your interview with the 
poor devil throws any fresh light on tUo affair. 
You deposition, hov.'ever, shall bo inserted in the 
verbal process. V/hat puzzles me is this e"Jinio 
-^ertaftl prooBM. I hjive never been called upon to 
draw up such an Act before. 

IMb^ if ttif feeble e^perienQe as a lawyer ca^^ be 
Oi service- 



Ms 

Martin. I accept your services gntefnlly. Assist 
me through this mournful business. Let ns set to 
work at once. We most not damp these dear 
childrens spirits with such gloomy images. Mar- 
garet, go to Noel, let him know we want him to 
write out the process at Baptist's bam, nemem- 
ber, the evening, we signed the contract— to-mor- 
row, the wedding, rogues. (Laughing.) You're im- 
patient enough, I'd swear. 

[Exits with MicheM. 
. Ernest. Marcellin, is not the discovery of «.oorp8f, 
at this time, a melancholy leaaon for as ? 
Mar, Wa will try to ward Ufrpmus. 

[Exit vp stain. 

^'me*?. He loves me no longer I (Weeping.) Mi- 
serable ^irl! N x- »/ 

Marg. {Taking her hand.) I am still more miser- 
able -I, who deserve not to be so. 

(As she is speaking, she, in a hurried manner, 
puts on a cloak. MARCELLIN stands on 
landnig-plaee, observing, as the scMe is 

eiosed.) 



&OENB tL-The houst of Eusebi Noel, ihM schoO- 
master. Window and door. Fire-plac§ and gleams 

qf/ire. 

Enter the PEIOB of ike LANTANET, /o?/oirc(? 6y 
EUSEBE. 

Prior. Enough, my son. I am ready to listen to 
yourexcnsfls; buvit is as an experienced man of 
the world, not as a confessor. 

EusebL I have no excuses for you— you, that 
know—that saw (Trembling.) 

J'rier. Nothing. Be prudent, my son. Collect 
your senses* Is there nothing you wish to reveal 
in raference to— the treasure? 

Eusebe. (Aside.) He wishes to extort my very 
tboughta No, no, good father, all £ ask at your 
hands is consolation, advice in this. 

{Mcirga.'^t passes window hurriedly.) 

rrior. Hush! (Hurriedly.) 

Enter MABGAEET, quickly. 

Marg. I heard that you were in the village, ro- 
verend father, and much need your wisdom, your 
charitablo eounsol. Eusebe^ my father roquesls 
yoHf presence at Baptiste's barn. 

Eusebe.-Boa't you tiiick poor Noel's advice can be 
serviceable? You know how devoted I am to 
yon, and feel anxious to console you. Let me re- 
main. 

Marg. Be it sa Eomain, both of yon. 

J'rior. Well, my ehild, what have you to say? 

Marg. You— you knew of Babiason's death? 

Euael)^. {Starting, and piaetng ht» hands over his 
eys.) I know it - 1 know it I I saw thAdead body. 

Marg. i wlah to know if ha died from accident 
or in any other manner. 

(EuseU and Prior exchange glance!.) 

Eu&ebe'.'(Fe^ly.) Who can say— 

Marg. Tiiea— then nobody has expressed a sus- 
pioion that the death of tho miserable man was 
the result o|— of crime? Answer I {VehfimentiVf) 
Has nobody entertained such a suspioion? An- 
swer me frankly. In the name of all yoa hold 
dear, iu what manner, think you, did Kahisftoa 
meet with his death ? Was he assassinated ? 
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force me to tell you. 

Marg. He dares not speftk, fearing to lacerate my 
heart with the horrible soBpicions that we have 
matually conceived 1 You will not hide from me 
the Impression that has been made upon me by 
this terrible event ? {To Prior.) You are heavens 
minister, and yon dare not lie I Answer me, theni 
Bas not this man perished by the hand of some 
murderer? 

Prior. There are reasons for thinking such to be 
the case. 

Marff. It is true, then— it is true ! Both of them 
think it-both of them I ( Weeps.) And I—I thought' 
that to me alone had this mystery of shame aud 
crime been revealed 1 They suspect who the guilty 
man is in their hearts— tbey even accuse and 
judge him— although, in my presence, they have 
not dared to call my father a murderer 1 

Eu»eh4. Eh? Is it possible? 

Prior. The miserable daughter accuses her own 
father 1 

Marg, {Haftily.) "Who dare to accuse him ?— the 
benefsu;tor of the whole country round. Who has 
<lared utter sucJh a blasphemy? Do you— whom 
he has loaded with beneats? EusebeNoel, you 
were poor, without shelter, when he welcomed 
you here, gave you the house in which we now 
stand, with it safety— repose— happiness I And 
you, reverend father, have you forgotten the ready 
succour, the goM always granted when you de- 
manded it? Ungrateful menl Forgive me — 
pardon me, friends. I accuse you wrongfully. You 
cannot suspect as I do. You have not heard what 
1 have heard -you know not what I know. Tell 
me that I am mad* unjust— wicked, to hare con- 
ceived such thoughts. I am here, father to accuse 
myself of having, for one moment, believed that 
he, to whom I owe my being, had committed such 
a crime— he, so good, so gentle, so affectionate! 
You are old men, wise, and prudent— I, a young 
girl, guilty of a great sin ; punish me, make me 
feel my weakness— tell me I am mad. 

Euseb^ Compose yourself, Margaret, my sweet 
pupil. He is not— cannot be guilty of the crime 
you impute. 

A/arg. I will tell you all, that yon may judge 
fairly. .There is an important secret, on which 
depends his security— his fortune. One individual 
had penetrated this secret, or, at least, part of it— 
Babisson. I haTe seen my father— so noble, so 

groud — crouch, and turn pale, before a ragged 
eggar. 1 have seen him, with a shudder, tolerate 
the insolent familiarity that this despicable old 
man gave full scope to In my father's house. Once, 
losing all patience, I heard him threaten death to 
tills drunkard. The day following that on which 
these threats were uttered, a man was found dead 
lu the Gulf of Le Grev«, exactly as my father had 
menaced in his transport of passion. Tell— tell 
me, am I warranted in my suspicions now ? (With 
sob*.) (MatxeUin is seen watching at window.) 

Prior. Daughter, I affirm before heaven that I 
believe him guiltless. 

Marg. (Kissing his hand.) You are good and wise 
^ yon cannot dissemble your thoughts. I offer you 
a chalice of pure gold for the senrice of your 
chapel at the Lantanet Noel, you say nothing. 
For pity's sake, give me some assurance that you 
think him Innocent also. 

Etmbi. Can you doubt it ? 

Marg. It is enough. X was mad— a cmel, sus- 



plciouB daughter. If yon knew what I have suP 
fered. But now it is over. I ask not who the guilty 
man is, so long as my father is free. I owe you 
more than life. (Going.) 

Priop. Whither are you going, child? 

Marg. To confess my fault, and implore forgive- 
ness at my father s knees. 

Prior. Stay, Margaret. It is not enough that he 
is innocent in your eyes : others, also, must believe 
him so. 

Marg. Can any one else suspect him ? 

Eusebi. Mistrust that lawyer, Michelot; I have 
reasons for thinking that he knew the grinder 
much better than he chooses to confess. Purchase 
his silence at any price. He knows your secret 

Marg. (Starting.) Our secret I 

Prior. My child, dissimulation is no longer of any 
avail, for your secret is known to the whole coun- 
try. The mine I 

Marg. Is the fact really ascertained ? Sas the 
appointed time arrived at last? Well, then, should 
it be so, should the source of our wealth be as you 
describe, can any one living reproach us with haT* 
ing employed unworthily the gold which heaven 
has blessed us with ? Has it not always assisted 
the poor and miserable? 

Prior. It is true, but will it always be thus? May 
not the gold become to you and to others the origin 
of all sorts of evils? Employ this fortune in doing 
good. Let your father leave it to our holy house. 
We are poor. The wandering traveller finds not 
with us the comforts that we desire he should 
enjoy. Bestow on us the precious treasure. 

Eusebi. Believe him not, Margaret— believe him 
not His convent is overwheloted with riches. 
Few travellers stop at the Lantaret No, no; if 
your father gives 'up the possession, he had better 
far hand it over to some upright honest man to do 
good, than give to greedy monks, who have taken 
the vows of poverty. Would it not be better to 
make an old friend happy? Make me rich, and I 
irlU prove myself worthy. I have suffered so 
much myself, that I shall know how to compas- 
sionate others. I will be as generous as your 
father. 

Marg. Why did such sordid ideas rise to trouble 
the joy imparted by your good opinion of my 
father ? Receive my thanks for your comfort and 
advice. I leave this house calmer than I entered 
it although I have not confessed all the sorrow 
that crushes my heart 

Prior. You have other sorrows ? 

Marg. Yes, yes. But no matter, bo long as I can 
dissemble through the day. 

lYior. Nevertheless, this day should be devoted 
to joyous feelinga Dees it not celebrate the union 
of a friend with a restive, both dear to yon? 

Marg. He, my relative— she, my friend. 

(Going.) 

Prior. Promise this gold mice shall be ours, and 
should your father's position prove desperate, I 
will save him. 

(Aside. Taking Ittr hand.) 

Euseb4. What are you saying to her? {To her.) 
Trust me— make me rich. 

{Taking her Mitrhtmd.) 

Marg. (Sighs.) Birs, it would not he beooming In 
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ine to penetrate my father's present or future de- 
bi^ns. AddresByourBeWestohim. 

[Exits, Evs€b4 <md Prior follomng 



SCENE llL^Samt as the first of the Act. 

tin'er MABOELLIN, hurriedly. 

ifar. What did Margaret mean when Rho spoke 
of a secret sorrow, and when she expressed her 
fears of not being able to command herself during 
tboday? These words struck me more than the 
strange mysteries I have penetrated. It is now 
certain Martin Simon does possess a mine. 
Before^ I only suspected it Yes, and it appears 
that others more alert are already in the field to 
claim it, Michelot at their head. I was certain 
that that cursed, pettifogging attorney had some 
interest in it all. How the drivelling school-master, 
and hypocritical monk, sought to profit by the be- 
wilderment of the poor girl Her father's sup- 
posed guilt gives them all a good handle to work 
with. But let me see. What share have I in all 
this— his own relative f {SiU.) If this little Mar- 
garet did not regard me with an indifferent eye — 
me, Marceliin de Peyras. Yes, in spite of her 

?aeenly airs, such a thing may not be impossible. 
f such were the case, I hold a capital chance to 
silence these ambitious spirits that seek the trea- 
sure. Marry Margaret It would then be mine. 
{Pause.) Ayv butjEmestine— how the devil did the 
idea p^jssess me with running away with that little 
idiot? The contract is already signed; then, con- 
tracts can always be broken. But does she love 
me, that's the question ? 

(MARGARET teen descending the rood vent 
thouahtfuify. She enters^ casts aside her 
doak-^not seeing Marcellin'-then ttands 
absorbedin thought. Be riseSf and takes her 
hand.) 

Afar, You look ill, Margsiet 

Mmy. (Disengaging her hand.) I am ilL 

Afar. Since yesterday yon appear to be the prey 
of violent grief. Cannot yon trust me— your rela- 
tive and friend ? 

Jfarg. I cannot 

Afar. Do you doubt my zeal to serve you ?— -my 
devotion? Perhaps, Margaret, you may be ig- 
norant how much I would do to gain your affec- 
tion? 

Aiarg. I have no cause to doubt the truth of your 
words; but there are circumstances, sir, when the 
greatest sacriBco— even that of existence— cannot 
help the sufferer. Let us drop the subject I wish 
not to sadden you on a day that ought to be un- 
clouded—a day on which yon marry her whom you 
Jove so well. In a few hours you will quit these 
mountains, and return to that life of luxury and 
plc'.snre for which yon were bom. What presmit 
or future interest can either of you take in those 
inhabitants of this obscure valley, whom yon have 
only met by chance? 

Afarcel. And who has asserted that all this will 
take place ? Who says I can so easily forget those 
denr persons who have shewn so mach zeal for my 



happiness? Who says tiiat I can now find charms 
in the brilliant life that you describe ? Who tells 
you that I am resolved to marry Mademoiselle De 
Blanchfort ? 

Afarg. (In a trending voice.) Is not all ready tor 
the ceremony ? Is not our honse decked out as if 
for a fete, when sorrow is on the eve of entering it 
perhaps for ever. You forget that at this moment 
—this moment, your intended bride selects her 
wedding ornaments. The priest prepares to ascend 
the steps of the altar. 

Mar. Look at me, Haiigaret \ am I read^ ? ' Is 
this the dress of a happy bridegroom, anxious to 
conduct the beloved of his choice to the oltar? 

Afarg. I do not understand you. 

Afar. This marriage will never take place. 

Marg. {Much agitated.) And why? 

Wared. Because I no longer love her— because I 
never truly loved her— because I love another more 
worthy of my love. Listen, Margaret— until now I 
have deceived myself; the strong, ardent attach- 
ment that I am capable of forming ought not to be 
bestowed on such weak, frivolous, and imperfect 
beings as those with whom I had mingled, before 
visiting this peaceful valley. Would there not be 
some danger in uniting my fate to that of a woman, 
whose past errors would for ever make me distrust 
her after conduct? I no longer think as I thought 
a few days since— a new sentiment has arisen in 
my breast for one, whose life would be passed in 
the observance of duties ; one whose stolid virtue 
would be a guarantee for the futurOi Such a one 
I have found, Margaret, andloyewitiiallthe strong 
energy of my soul ! 

Marg. Marceliin— 

Marcel. My whole life should be' devoted to her. 
For her I would renounce all that 1 had hitherto 
sought; all my pride would be to please her; all 
my hapfdness bounded by that one thought Do 
you comprehend me, Margaret? Can it be neces- 
sary for me to say that the woman of whom I speak 
is yourself? 

(Sinks on 7tis knees.) 

Marg. Chevalier de Peyras— neither your hand 
nor your name is any longer your own. You 
cannot, without infamy, offer them to another; 
another could not accept them without shame and 
remorse. As to myself, I will candidly tell you the 
impression that you have made upon me. The day 
that I flrstsaw yon I felt for you, what I had never 
felt before for another; it was like an old and a 
long-past friendship revived once again ; 1 felt a 
wish to devote and sacrifice myself, and my dearest 
wishes to you 1 Pride not yourself upon these im- 
pressions ; for they only took me by surprise, and 
have combatted with all my reason's strength. 
Who can toll if they would have been entirely era- 
dieatedf had sentiments and recollections of 
hononr, and unblemished truth been alone asse- 
datod with your remembrance. Now that I see 
yon in your natural baseness, — listen to what I say. 
(Points to mountain.) See you that immense rock, 
which shoots up like an eagle, by the side of 
Pelvouz? Margaret de Peyras would precipitate 
herself from its heights, into the valley beneath, 
sooner than become your wife. 

Mar. I see that you hate me ; recollect at least 
there is one person on whom I might let fall the 
weight of my displeasure. 

Marg. If yon allude to that unhappy girl whom 
you have so shamefully deceived, remember that 
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yon incvr qnita u moeh danger as Bhame in r»- 
faiiiug her the reparation that you bare promised, 
and irhieh is Joatly her doe. 

Mar. I am prepared to confroDt both t^e 
ahdmeaDd peril; hot you have not understood me. 
An important secret tveighA upon your own aud 
father's existence; this I will know, now that your 
acorn has releiised me from all scruples and obli- 
gations. I will know where the gold mine can bo 
found ; for, from it springs your immeuso fortune 
and proud disdain. 

JJai'ff. 'ihos, then, eren the lore yon feign for 
me was not siueere. It was not I whom you loved, 
it was my father's gold. Marcellin, MarcellinI 
ivhy not have left me a little longer in the belief 
tUat it was your passion for me, which made you 
traniplo under foot such saared dutiea 1 

Mar. Hargaret ; you have betrayed yourself. 
You loTe mo I I know it. 

Marg. l! II I despise yon I 

iExiti^ rajyidfy 

J/ar:e7. Dceplaci! Ma— Fol! Ee it so! This 
removes all family considerations, feelings of grati- 
tude, &c., that I might be supposed to entertain. I 
am now decided ; 1 break off this marriaije, unless 
ehe reveals \vherc this golden treasuie is to bo 
found. 

(Ascends tJu stairs.) 

Enter MARTIN, throws himself into a chair, appth 
rentlt/ vficon erned; Michelot arranges papers,vfliich 
he caiTies. 

Mich. You must permit me to speak further of 
your own affairs, now all is so satisfactorily settled 
for your proteges. 

Martin. What are you driving at, Monsieur Law- 
yer ? It appears to mo, that I am the best Judge of 
bow mucb, or how little care is required for my 
own affairs. 

Mich. A little patience. I allude to that imhappy 
Btory about Rabisson the grinder. 

Martin. Well, how can that event affect me? I 
have drawn up a statement, related all the clreum- 
B'anccs which carao within my knowledge, about 
the accident. You will place tho document before 
the Parliament of Grenoble. What remains more 
for mo to do? 

Mick. You forpct, sir, that yon have yourself 
said, In Ibis document, that it was possible this 
vagabond mipht either have been murdered or 
arcidentally killed. An inquest will be ordered by 
the parliament on the spof. 

ifartiju It was pou who insisted on the possibility 
of the murder, and I let you insert it in tho prccp, 
»nd there's an end of it 

Mich. I much fear, my generous friend,' thnt it 
floes not end there with j/ott. I regret that a m«n 
whom I esteem, almost* love— for \t spite of our 
ahort acqnalntvanpe I love you as much as any ms»o 
m the world— (.V'V^/ii)— I regret, 1 say, that my 
conRcionce forces me to suspect—— 

M(trfin. Go on; I am waiting for you to explain 
yourself. 

Mich. Well, then,^aUhongh it costs me much to 
afflict you, my good and worthy host,— I fear tliut 
I And myself bound to prosecute you bofon the 
rarJiainent as guilty of this murder. 

Mnri'.n. {Sinrfino 1/p.) Are you mod? Prosecute 
me, man? 



Mick Not so mad u yoa fMiCT. Pray alt down. 

(Thep sit close to each oth^.) My dear friend, be not 
angry with me if I make known yonr danger. I 
know that there is no actual proof of an act of 
violence ; but suppose it could be proved that the 
dead man was maater of a secret of the highest 
importance to the very person that, the evening 
before the murder, threatened to have him throwu 
dov/n a procipicei, exactly where hia body was 
found? 

Martin. Who oonld boar witness thatl had ever 
threatened him? You would not accuse me of 
this abominable murder? 

Mich. Jth? Why— no; not direeOy. I shaU 
endeavour to make it appear that yon are only an 
accomplice, instead of being the actual peipetrator. 
This will alter the question and save your life ; tho 
galleys you cannot pos^bly escape. 

Martin. Bascal! 

Mich. Dear friend, pray be patient The kind 
reception I have met with in your house makes m« 
lovo you so much. {Takes a paper ^m his pocket- 
book.) This paper I drew up by the roadside at tho 
request of the murdered man. on the morning ba 
quitted the village. It states, as yon may read, 
(gives paper,) that he, Babisson, being in posst^a- 
sion of a secret, which touches you personally, 
and you, being the only person interested in bis 
death, must be responsible for that death, if it 
should be either sudden or violent; !n which case, 
ho delegated me, your dear friend, to prosoouto 
you. I, as in duty bound, accepted the olflce. A 
few hours after the miserable creature had signed 
tho paper he was killed. 

Martin. It has no witness, nor is It even signed. 

Mich. Pardon me. {Taking up the faper.) This 
cross at the bottom of ♦he paper he marked before 
my eyes. I am the witness. My testimony 

Martin. (Pacing the stage hurriedly.) It Is all a 
horrible plot, yet everything conspires to over- 
whelm me. {Looking Michelot in the face.) Well, 
what course has my dear benevokM friend decided 
on? 

Mic?L Sir, my duty -•my eonsoieBce,»('<««tYa/tf?0r.) 

Martin. Thy consoieaoe, wretch ? Thine? Would 
you dare persuade me that you believe a word of 
this absurd tale? No, you have some sordid 
interest in threatening- me whieb, if yon were not 
as weak as cowardly, you would speak out at 
once! 

Mich. Ck)mpose yourself; I am your friend; my 
heurt bleeds to alilict you thus, but what am I to 
do ? Vv'liat can feeling have to do wUk Law or 
Justice? 

Martin. What must yon do? Tear np tlioso 
pieces of paper immadiately. 

Mich. And the recompense? Remember your lif< 
and honovr depend npoa it. Even supposing yout 
Ife be saved, your reputation is for ever tarniabed. 
Tho sliifhteBt exertion on the part of justice will 
soon bring to light the secret discovered by Babiis- 
son; then, are you not iuterested in not calling 
attention to that qmurter— a gold mine; of whicii 
yon ^vill soon be dispossessed in the King's name. 
It is your interest to hush up the affair ; doa*t sh^ke 
your head, we can do it. I give you this paper, i< 
we can come to a inroper understanding. 

Martin, Now I begin, to see tiie matter mora 
clearly, and congratulate Monsieur Michelot ou 
having renoonoed the lidgh noanding words, Duty 
and Consoience. I liks, When I spesk to the Devil, 
to toe his chkws aud «takb Uutt, W^e}4) air, wha« 
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price do 70a ask for your paper, and your integrity, 
(iom your dear friend ? 

Mich, Your words are barslL Tbe point, yon eee, 
fs to consult oar mutual interests ; certainly there 
are sacrifices required. In order, then, to come to 
the point, I would remind you that I am a bachelor, 
and that I am willing to continue so no longer. I 
have a pretty little fortune, a good reputation at 
court, and am, perhaps, not the ugliest of men. A 
son-in-law of this description would be very useful 
to you, Monsieur Simon. 

Martin. Am I to understand that you ask the 
hand of my daughter as the price of your silence ? 

Mich. As the price of your fortune— of your 
honour— of your life I You are completely in my 
power. If I say the word, yon are imprisoned, 
judged, condemned to an infamous death. 

Martin:. Is that all? 

Mich. I will only add, that with respect to the 
marriage portion you would give your child, we 
should easily come to terms. We could share the 
mine in a fraternal manner, and I would simply be 
your partner. 

Martin, (Seizing Michelot by the throat.) My 
daughter to tbeel My beautiful, my proud, my 
generous Margaret to an old villain! to a base 
miser— to an infamous plotter, like thee! Ill shake 
yon to atoms! (Shakes him.) Avenge with one blow, 
all the miserable creatures from whom you have 
wrung life drops, in the course of your execrable 
career. 

{Raiies hit MncL) 

Mich. Help I will yon murder me as you murdered 
Babisson? 
Martin, What care 1 1 

(Shaking him.) 

Mich. Leave me; I am suffocated !— I will pro- 
elain>aIoud the crime you committed. 

Martin. Do so— I'll help thee. (Calls J Here, help, 
help! (Villagers^ Beatrice, OldJohn, d'C, appear at 
vindow anddoor.) Come in all, and hear this wretch 
denounce me as an assassin! Let him bring the 
officers to drag me to prison— I am ready ! 

(Casting Michelot off.) 

Peasant. Knock him down !— 

Old John. Throw him into the guisanne ! 

(They surround Michelot.) 

Mich, Good people,— yon will be answerable for 
this. Help, help I 

Jie-fnter MAECELLIIT on stairs. MABGABET 
and ERNESTINE enter. 

MicTi, Save me from this barbarity I 

{Breaking atcay.) 

Marg. Fatherl what is this? 

Martin, lly child, leave us to ti*eat this miserable 
Bconndrel as he deserves— he has dared accuse me 
of a horrible crime. 

JPeasante. To the river with him. 

(Advancing.) 

Marg, Pather, if this accnsation be false, ought 
^ou to act as if it were titie, by sanctioning violence 
against yonr accuser? 

Martin. If ft be falsa Is this the way yon receive 
this calumny ? 

Marg, In order to defeat calumny, it is wiser to 



destroy the basis on which it Is founded, than to 
insult the calumniator. 

MKlt. Bead, read young lady. (Oices papers.) It is 
easier to deny than to discuss facta 

(Ernestine, Marcelling and Margaret read 
papers.) 

Ernest. There Is some fatal mistake here. Take 
heed, Mens. Michelot, lest the judge, my father, 
demand from you a severe account of the manner 
in which you have treated friends who have wel- 
comed me so kindly. We all know M. Martin's 
strong integrity, unblemished virtue, and nobility 
01 mind. 

Martin. Thanks, my dear child; it is thus my 
daughter BhovHA have spoken in your place. 

Mar, (Aside to Margaret.) These proofs are over- 
whelming. Promise me your hand, and the gold 
mine, and I will get rid of Michelot ; obtain these 
papers; and save your father. 

Marg. Never I 

Mich. (Aside to her.) The mine, and I will destroy 
the papers. 

Marg. Neither one nor the other. 

Mar. These proofs about which you talk so loudly, 
are evidently fabrications, and falsehood. And 
were you a man of honour, my sword should— 

Mich. Heaven is my witness, that I endeavoured 
to conceal the terrible event. Now the secret no 
longer rests with me. The only advice that I can 
give Mens. Martin Simon, is to pass the frontiers 
as quickly as he can, before a warrant is issued 
against him. 

Martin. I will not fly, I am innocent— 

(EUSEBE and the PBIOB make their way 
through the crowd) 

Eusebd. And I am guilty! 

(All appear astonisheJ.) 

Marg. Yon? 

Eusebi. Yes, I— it was I who cast the miserable 
old man into the abyss, on the morning that the 
fatal accident happened, I was rambling on the 
mountains, reading. In the distance perceiving 
Babisson consulting with the lawyer, I hastenad 
towards the spot; I saw them write something 
which Mons. Michelot carefully put up. Before I 
could reach them, the lawyer had disappeared. I 
well knew the grinder was master of a secret which 
would immensely benefit the person to whom he 
chose to confide it in. I therefore, pressed him to 
reveal it to me. He became savage ; a quarrel took 
place; he struck me; 1 thrust him back; he stag- 
gered on the edge of the precipice, and disap- 
peared. 

M'ch. It is false— a lie invented to save the real 
criminal ! 

Prior. (Advancing.) It is true. I saw the struggle 
between the two men ; I also saw Eusebe, weeping 
over the body of his inanimate enemy. His deep 
grief and penitence disarmed my anger: it was 
agreed, that unless another was accused, unbroken 
silence on the subject should be kep^ hoping his 
death might be attributed to accident. Buthearing 
a man, whose reputation is without blemish, had 
been suspected of the crime, I then forced Eusebe 
to declare the truth. 

Marg, Is this true? 

Susebd, I swear it. The beggar possessed the 
■eoret I had coveted for fifteen yeara I saw him 
about to snatch the golden prize from my grasps 
aadi— - 
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i/iarjf. Pardon, father 1 pardon for unjaat 
•nspiciona. {faking his hand.) Let me implore 
yon to reveal the existence of this much sought 
treasure. Give up the fatal secret to those fit and 
worthy to inherit it, not to an unprincipled lawyer, 
s hypocritical monk, or spendthrift libertine. When 
your own child suspects you, your friend betrays, 
when snares multiply beneath your feet, passions 
racing like tempests, eyen murder! All this for 
hidden gold; for, deceive not yourself, father, 
this Eusebe Noel, fought and slew Babisson for 
this hated metal, which poisons and taints all 
within its reach. Give up the mi ne, restore it to 
tUe King of Fra:ise, and defeat their sordid hopes. 



Martin. Yon have but spoken my wishe!^, 
Margaret Dispute no longer, most worthy, coii-> 
siderate friends, for unattainable riches. They 
are lost to you for ever I When my father first 
discovered this mine, he swore for himself and 
his descendants, that the day on wh: ^ H might 
become the source of woe and crime, it Ruould be 
placed far beyond the reach of man. I, bis son, 
the Miller of Grenoble, now fulfil that promise, 
and make known to all, that I restore the gold 
mine to our sovereign lord, the king of France ! 

Ommt, Long live the king I 

(^Shouts, Pictwn. ifuiic.) 



FAZIO ; OE, THE ITALIAN WIFE. 

A TRAGEDY, IN FIVE ACTS.— BY THE REV. H. H. MILMAN. 




Bianco.^'' Nay, tqutb:, oh ! rmmK," &a— Ae< Ir, 
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FALSgTTO. 


GONSALTO. 


Philario. 


AUKIO. 


Theodore. 


GiRALDi Fazio. 


Aktonio. 


Babtolo. 


PiEEO. 



ACT I. 

SOESEL^-^ARoomtritheruciMei and apparatus of 

Alehymy. 

Bntfr FAZIO and BIANOA. 

Fax. "Why, what a peeyish, enTiotiB f ahnlist 
Waa he, that rowed cold wedlock's atmosphere 
Wearies the thin and dainty plnmes of love ; 
That a fond hnshand'e holy appetite, 
Like the gross surfeit of intemperate joy, 
Grows riokly and fastidious at the sweets 
Of his own chosen flower ! My own Bianca, 
With what delicious scorn we laugh away 
Such sorry satire I 

Bum. Which of thy smooth hoolcs 
Teaches this harmony of hland deceit ? 
Oh, my own Fazio ! if a serpent told me 
That it was stingless in a tone like thine, 
I shooid hett0ve it Oh, thou sweetly false ! 
That at cold midnight quitt'st my side to poro 

No. 24.— Thb British Duama. 



(GgKTLlMEjr. 
BlANGA. 
Ck>nKTK8s Ali>abblla. 
Olara. 
Senators, Guards, fta 

O'er musty tomes, dark slgn'd and charaoter*d, 
O'er boiling skellets, crucibles and stills, 
Drugs and elixirs. 

Faz. Ay, chide on, my lore. 
The nightingale's complaining is more Sweet 
Than half the dull unvarying birds that pipe 
Perpetual amorous joy.— Tell me, Bianca, 
How long is't since we wedded? 

Bian, Would'st thou know 
The right and title to thy weariness ?— 
Beyond two years. 

Faz. Days, days, Bianca 1 Lore 
Hath in its calendar no tedious time. 
So long as what cold lifeless souls call yeara 
Oh, with my books, my sage philosophy, 
My hiffbnts, and their mother, time slides on 
So smoothly, as 'twere fall'n asleep, forgetting 
Its heaven-ordained motion. We are poor ; 
But in the wealth of love, in that, Bianca, 
In that we are eastern sultans. I have thought 
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If that my wondrotu alchymy Bfaonld win 

M6.Tt6iihti tT&ekitOTi start forth l)illIIfCllt^6ld, 
Were it not wise to cast it back again 
Into it native darkness ? 

jBtan. Out upon it!— i 
Oh, leave it there, my Fazio ! leave H there!— 
I hate it! Tis my rival, 'tis thy mistresW . ., ; - - 
Ay, this it is that makes thee strange and i^stTesB, 
A truant to thine own Bianca's arms, 
This wondrous secret, 

Feu. Dost thou know. Bianco, 
Our neighbour, old Baitolo? 

Bian. O yes, yes I xj , , 

That yellow wretch, that TooKS Its be werb stain'61. 
With watching his own gold; every one knowfej 

him. 
Enough to loathe him. Not a frieoid hath he, 
Not, kindred nor familiar ^ notji ah^r^, 
Not ft lean serving wench ^o^ug ^er entered 
But his spare self within ma jealous aoo^ 

Exoepta wandering rat; And t|at--ttoar4«36a»a%. tr* 
Was famine-struclr, and died thll%.— WnSt of 
him? ..,. , . . 

Fizz. Yet he, BiancSi tiajis of our rlcn ^es : 
There's not a ^alliojt on the sea^ hut beiit^ 
A venture of BartoIo^i-iQOt an acre, 
Nay^ not a villa of our proudest princes, ^ ^ 
But he hath cramp'd JjL trith a mortgage ; oe. 
He pnly stocks our p^ons with his debtors, v , 
I sa^ hira creeping h9me las't night: he shuddered 
As ae.ttnlock'd his door, and looked around 
As if ^e thought that every breath of wind 
Were some keen ifhicf : and when he lock'd him 



Almost to madness with her rosy Mnilddi 
, JVjid tii^a my Mrf ui^put-Dii hpr jMtt 
And ftoze thee tlU Oion trett a tery iCKA6, 
Had not the lowly and despised Bianca 
Shone on it with the summer of her pity I 

Faz, Nay, taunt not her, Bianca, taunt not her I 
Thy Fazio Ipved her once. Who, who would 

- .^laiae ,, , 

Seven's mooil ecca'nBe a maniac hath adored it. 
And died in nlB dotalge? E'en a saint might 

i.^. wear ,, . 

PrSnd AldabeUAVcQ^lS'ot iPpk Iom heavenly. 
Oh, tt di . ']j;Mi ^1^^ LJJ iipijn tljp ^'^f^Eiclq It gave ; 



I heard the grt^^nglrey turn twenty times, 
To try if fl^ were safe. I look'd again 
From our^ljjb window by mere chdnce, and saw 
The motlop of his scanty moping lantern; 
And, whareliis wind-rent lattice was ill stuffeid 
With tattered renmants of a money-bag. 
Through cobwebs and thick dust I spied "his face. 
Like some dry wither4}one4 anatomy, 
'Through a huge chest-lid, jealously and scantily 
Uplifted, peering upon coin and jewels, 
Ingots and wedges, and broad bars of gold, 
Opon whose lustre the wan light shone muddily, 
As though the New World had outran the 

Spaniard, 
And empUed all its mines in that coarse hovel. 
His ferret eyes gloated as wanton o'er them, 
As a gross Satyr on a sleeping j^ymph ! 
And then, as he heard something like a sound, 
He clapp'd the lid to, and blew out the lantern. 
And I, Bi,anca, harried to thy f^ms. 
And thanked my Qod that I had braver riches, 
£ian. Oh, then, let that black furnace burst 1 
dash down 
Those ugly and mis-shapen jacs and vialf. 
Nay, nay, most sage philosopher* to-night, 
At least to-night, be only thy Blanoa'a.; ^ 

Fag. {Looking fynHn on her.\ W^, e'en the prince 
of bards was false and slanderous,. 

Who girt Jove's bride in that voluptuous zone. 

Ere she could win her weary lord to love; 

While my earth-born Bianca beara by nature 

And ever-blooming cestos of delight! 
^1071, So courtly and so fanciful, my Faaio ; 

Which of our dukes hath lent thee his dast 
poesies ? 

Why, such a musical and learned phrase 

Had Boften'd the marcbesa, Aldabtlla, 

That high siguoi'a, who once pampcr'dthee 
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iuzy.cioiici8,^BUij 
ttaT|hrine where 1 
I all her skill. , 
oud loose wan]bn { 
nj^iflantonl Aldabeltal 
lilies black as spot v . , 
virgin snow is ^ot an 
-.:■■.. ;■ may be.inli^, 
"i 1 ! 1? moon is wild an 
1 ..'(, unholihess. 
I '■"'.■■\ :rj gellcatehrllM 
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: ■ 1 1 V .■■■ V-Hitl 3|^th-y3w^idbr«Miird 
; iiidto%^ FM^^Farfo! 

[ut ISatT f&r1;au^ ibark W^Td i^JO&lain 
The qui 3t^fi^eam whereon we glide &o smooth, 
I should be fearful of ye. 

Faz. 'i^ei.y, unjust! 
Ungenerous Bianca ! who foregoes, 
For the gay revel of a golden harp. 
Its ecstacies and rich enchanting falls. 
His own domestic lute's familiar pleasing ? 
But thou, thou vain and wanton in thy power, 
Thoa know'st canst make e'Mi jealooty look 

lovel^ , . » 

And all thy punishment for that bad passiisn 
Be this— (£M«e« her.) Good night 1— I wUl but 

snatch a look 
How the great crucible doth its slow work. 
And be with thee; unless thou fanciest, sweet, 
That Aldabella lurks behind the furnace : 
And then, Heaven kuovn how long I faiaynbie traattt, 

{Exit Biaa^cL 
Faz. Oh, .-what aMBlr o \ Tiie firet m$^\ \ tude 
Werf poor young Ffz^,. il hlg.j^kill sbuutd work 
This i^ond'rous secret' yv^ur <ic:i{^pM^l^i:p^ctQd Raf ca 
Grow 'grey in dreaming of t ^ ^y^^ ouf ^ordneo 
Would be too ^rrow fei his brinqnJiiij^iJoriQs : 
It would «;erleap the AZpi^i ^a4 ^iL^b^,^^^ 
Troop here to see the gre^iip^IIpaan^ 
He would be wealtlnr too^wiWtit3f\ 
And that's more golden tlitLUi ilie t^^ 




Holy St FranolB I wha t a ^ ro&n wsCa hmtf^ \, 
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Bar. (WWutut.) W\iUn th^^ - mi \lShka. 
there, neighbour 1 .peathl 
Murder, and nierciless robbei^l , ^i^^^ ^ 

Fazio dpms the dohr^Snt&BiMOBO, 

Pat. What I Bartolol 



FAZIO. 
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Bar. Tbank ye, my friend! Ha, ha, ha I my old 
' ttmbsl 
1 4Miio^ tbioJi tbei» h4lf wo toueh and sinewy. 
8t Dominio I but their pins prick'd ckMse and keen. 
Six of 'em, strong and stordy, with their d^iggec^t 
Ticldingthe old man to let loose his dacats ) 

Fax, Who, noigbbonr, w.ho? - 

Bar. Bobbers, black crape-f^e4 robbers, 
Your only blood-suckers, that drain your vjbIa^ 
And jet their meagre bodies ayft grow sparer* 
They knew that I had moneys from the Duke 
Bat I o'erreach'd them, neighbovr : not 9, dacsi.t, 
Kay, nota doit» \o cross tbemseWes withal, 

Got they ffom Qld Bartolo. Oh; I bleed I 

And my old hcMtrt b««ts minntos like a olocj^ 

Feu. A smrgeon, f dend 1 

Bar. Ay, one of your kind botchers, 
"Who cut and slash your flesh for tl^eir own 

pastimSt 
And then,'.Qod Uess the mark! they most have 

mpney! 
Gold, gold, or nothing 1 Silver is grow9 QO»ivei 
And rings nnhandeomely. ilav^ 1 'scs.ped robbing, 
Only to glTS? Oh ther^ thors, ^erel Gold, 

QOW.! 

Gold as December. 

Fat. Nay. then, a confessort 

Bar. A confessor! one of your blsfik nkootti 
. talkers. 
That drone the name of Qod incessantly, 
liike the drear burthen of a dolef nl balM 
That sing to one of bounteous cordials 
To the Franciscans of some hospital! 
Oh, there's a shooting !— Oozing here !— >Ah ma. 
Hy ducats and my ingots scarcely cold 
From the hot IncUes 1 Oh I and I forgot 
To seal those jewels from the Milan Didtel 
Oh! misery, noisery ! Just this very day, 
And th*t mad spend-thrift Angelo hath nQt s'gn'd 
The mortgage on those meadows by the Amo. 
Oh, misery, misezy ! Tet I 'scaped them bravely 
And brought my ducats off I 

Faz. VHiy, e'en lie there, as foul a mass of earth 
As ever loaded it Twere sin to charity 
To wring one drop of brine upon thy corpssL 
la sooth. Death's not nice-stomaoh'd, to be 

cramm'd 
With snch unsavoury offal. What a god 
'Jlong men might this dead wither'd thing tove 

been, 
That now most rot beneatii the earth, as oaco 
He rotted on it! why, his wealth had won 
In better hands an atmosphere around him, 
Musical ever With the voice of blessing,— ^ 
Nations around his tomb, like marble mourners, 
Vied for flieir pedestals. In better hands ? 
ICethlidts these fingers are nor coarse nor dumsy. 
Fliilsoophy! Philosophy! thou'rtlame' 
And tortoise-paeed to my fleet desireal 
I scent a ihorter paUi to fame andciches 
Tlie Besperian trees nod their ridl clnsftem at 

me. 
Tickling my l&moroiie and vrithdnwing grasp ;-4. 
I vronlo, yet dars not ;— that's a oowsrd's reckcm- 



ing. 
iie sins I 



Balf of the sins lies in " I would." To-morrow, 
n tluKt it find me poor, will vrrite me fooi, 
And myself be a mock unto myself. 
Ay, and the body morder'd in my house I 
T-eoreanion breeds most strange and loftthsomt 

insects- 
Suspicion's of the (laiokest and the keenest^ 
4Bo, seigbbQkir, hy yoov leftve^ yoar keys! In 

sooth, 

ad 



Thou hadst no desperate love for holy church ; 
Long-knolled beU were no sweet mu^c to thee. 
A " Qod be with thee " shoU be all ^y ibass; 
Thou never loved'st those dry and droning priests. 
Thou'lt rot most cool and quiet in my garden ; 
Tour gay and gilded vault would l>e too coeHy. 

\^Exit with the body of Bartoln, 

SOENS IL-^A Sired. 

Enter FAZIO, icUh <} darl lanUrn. 

Faz. I, wont to rove like a household doe, 
Oaress'd by every hand, and fearing none. 
Mow prowl e'en like a gray and treq.sonous wolf. 
*Tl8 a bad deed to rob, and I'll ha^'e none on't : 
'Tis a bad dee(^ to roti -and whom : the d^? 
Ay, of tbelr winding-sheets and cofBn nails. 
"ii& bat a quit-rent for the land I sold him. 
Almost two yards to house him and his worms ; 
Somewhat usurious in the main, but that 
Is honest thrift to your keen usurer. 
^jbA he h lunsman, nay a friend, HwQre devfiish. 
But now whom rob I? why the state: In sootb, 
Ifarvellous little owe I this same state. 
That I should be so dainty of its welfare. 
Methiixks our Duke hath pomp enough; our 

Senate, - 
Sit in their scarlet robes and ermine tippets, 
And live in proud and pillared palaces, 
Where their Greek wines flow plentiftlL Besides, 
To scatter it abroad amid so many, 
It wef e to cut the sun out into spangles, 
And mar its brilliancy by dispersing it 
Away! away! Ws burying is my Eiibicou ! 
CcBsar or nothing! Zfoiv, yo dosq-Iock'd ti-ea- 

sures, 
Put on your gaudiest hoes, outshihe yourselves ! . 
With a deTIveter's, not a tyrant's han(!, 
Invade I thus your dull and peaceful Biumhers, 
And give you light and liberty. Te shall not 
Moulder and rust in pale and pitiful darkness, 
But front the sun with light bright as his own. 

iExit. 

80ENE llL^Tke Strut tua^ Fagkft Ooor, 

Banter FA^IO, vUh a^tfftf:; \trutsM, 

Faz. Hy cteps were ever to this dppr, as though 
They trod on beds of perfume and of down. 
The winged birds were not by half so light. 
When through the lazy twflisht air they w^el 
Home to their brooding mates. But now, ma- 
thinks, ■'^ - 
The heavy earth dpth d(nc atoumI my l^pt. 
I move as every separate nfn"b were'gyVed 
With its particular weight ot manacle. 
The moonlijg;ht tlu^t w^s wont tq seem so sp^t^ 
So balmy to the slow reared breatb/- 
lolly, shiveringly coM f atlis on vbe. ' 
The marble pillars, that soared stately up, 
As though to prop the assure vault of h^i^ven, 
Hang o'er mo with e. dull and diazy wei^t 
The stones whereon I tread do grimly speak* 
Forbidding echoes, ay, with human voices : 
Unbodied arms pluck at me as I pass, 
And socketless pale eyes look glaring on me. 
But I have passed them : and methinks this weight 
Might strain more stvirdy sinews than mine own. 
Howbeit^ thank God, 'tis safe ! Thank God I— for 

what? 
That a poor honest man's grown a rich villain. 

HS9tt. 
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SCENE IV.'^Faiio's House. 
Snttr FAZIO, with his sack^ wMch he opens and 
surveys. 
Fag. I thank ye, bounteous thieTW I most liberal 
thieves ! 
Tour daggers are my worship. Have ye leap'd 
The broad and sbarp-stak'd trenches of the law, 
Mock'd at the deep damnation that attaints 
The souls of murderers, for my hands unbloodied. 
As delicately, purely white as ever. 
To pluck the golden fruitage ? Oh, I thank ye, 
WiU chronicle ye my good friends and true. 
Knter BIAKOA. £azio conceal* the treasure. 
Btan, Nur, Fazio, nay; this is too much; nay, 
Fazio, 
ril not be humoured like a froward child, 
Trick'd Into sleep with pretty tuneful tales. 

Fax. We feast the Duke to-morrow: shall it bo 
In the Adomi or Vitelli palace? 
They're both on sale, and each is fair and lofty, 
Biam. Why, Fazios art thou frantic? Nay, look 
not 
So strangely^BO unmeaningly, I had rather 
That thou wonld'st weep, than look so wildly joy- 
ful 
Fat. Ay, and a glorious banquet it shall be : 
Gtey servants in as proud caparisons. 
As though they served immortal gods with nectar. 
Ay, ay, Bianca! there shall be a princess ; 
Hue OuXl be lady of the feast Let's see 
Your geld and crimson for your f alr-hair*d bean- 
ties:— 
It«ha11 be gold and csrtmson. Dost thon know 
The prinsess that I mean T^-Dost thou, Bianca ? 
Bian. Nay, if thou still wilt flout mo, I'll not 
weep: 
Thou Shalt not have the pitiful bad pleasure 
Of wringing me to misery, I'll be cold 
And patient as a statue of my wrongs. '' 
Fat. I have just thought, Bianca, these blacK 
stills ' 

An ugly and ill-fltting furniture: 
We'll try an they are brittle. (Dashing them inpiices.) 

I'll have gilding. 
Nothing but gildJDg^ nothing but what looks glit- 
tering: 
I'm sick of black and dingy darkness. Here, 

(Uncoveriny the sack.) 
Look here, Bianca, here's a light! Take core ; 
Thine eyesight is too weak for such a blaze. 
It is not daylight; nay, is not mom— 
And everv one is worth a thousand florins. 
Who shall be princess of the feast to-morrow? 

(She bursts into tears.) 
Within, within, TU teU tiiee all.within. lExeunt. 

ACT ir. 
SCENE 1 ^A HdU in the Palace of Fazio. 
Enur FALSETTO, DANDOLO, PfllLABlO, and 
a Gentleman. 
FaL Serve ye lord Fasio? 
Gent. Ay, sir, he honours me 
With his committids. 

Fal. 'Tis a biftve gentleman ! 
Tell him Bignicj.' Falsetto, and Fhilario 
The most renowned Improvisatore. 
And Signior Dandolo. the court lashioqlst, 
Present tl^ir duty to mn^ 

Oent. Ay, good sirs. 
(Aside.) My master hath 9 Midi^s touchy the^o fel- 
lows 
^ttl try if bo bftth ^ars like tb»t gr^i^t king. 
' •■ ' ' " ' [SitU. 



Enter FAZIO, splendidly dressed. 
Fdl. Most noble lord, most wonderful philo* 
Bopher, 
We come to thank thee, sir, that thou dost honous 
Our Florence with the sunlight of your fam& 
Thou that hast ravish'd nature of a secret 
That maketh thee her very paragon : 
She can but create gold, and so canst thont 
But she doth bury it in mire and mnrk. 
Within the unsnnn'd bowels of the earth ; 
But thon dost set it on the face of the world, 
Makhig it shame its old and sullen darkness. 

Fat. Fair sir, this cataract of courtesy 
O'erwhelms my weak and unhabitnate ear& 
If I may venture such uncivil ignorance, 
Your quality ? 

FuL I, my good lord, am one 
Have such keen eyesight for my neighbour b vir- 
tues, 
And such a doting love for excellence, 
That when I see a wise man,, or a noble. 
Or wealthy, as I ever hold it pity 
Man should be blind to his own merits, words 
Slide from my lips; and I do mirror faim 
In the clear glass of my poor eloquence. 
Faz. In coarse and honest phraseology, 
A flatterer. 

Fal. Flatterer! Nay, the word's grown gross. 
An apt discourser upon things c^ honour. 
Professor of art panegyrioal. 
'Twere ill, were I a hawk, to see such bravery, 
And not a thrush to sing of it Wealth, sir, 
Wealth is the robe and outward garb of man, 
The setting to the rarer jewelry, 
The sours unseen and inner qualities. 
And then, my lord, philosophy! 'tis that, 
The stamp and impress of our divine nature. 
By which we know that we are gods, and arc 

so. 
But^ealth and wisdom in one spacious breoetl 
Who would not hymn so rare and rich a wed- 
ding? 
Who would not serve within the ^rgeous palooe, 
GHoriflod by such strange and admired inmates? 
Fat. (Aside.) Now the poor honest Fazio had dia- 
dain'd 
Such scurvy fellowahip; howboit, Lorifl Fasio 
Must lacquey his new state with these base jack- 

alls. 
Fair sir, you'll honour me with your company. 

(To him.) 
May I make bold, sir, with your state and title? 

(To Daik.) 
Dan. Oh, my lord, by the falling of yonr robe. 
Your cloth of gold one whole hair s-breadth too 

low, 
'Tis manifest you know not Signior Dandolo. 
Faz. A pitiable lack of knowledge, sir. 
Dan. My lord, thou hast before thee in Cby pit>- 
scnce 
The mirror of the couvt^'the mgvj calendar. 
That rules the awift revolviog round of fashion : 
Doth tell what hues do suit what height o' the 

sun; ' 

When your spring pinks should banish frcmi the 

court 
You so>ier winter browns ; when July heat 
DoUi autliorise the gay and tlauntJng yeltovs ;•-•« 
The court thermometer, that doth command 
Yourthree-piled velvet abdioctsito state , • , 
For the airy fiatiaa Oh, .my lord, youai'ctciQ 

late, 
At l^ftet three days, wjtlj your Vegetiaij y^6«9, 
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Fax. I sorrow, sir, to merit your rebuke 
On point so weighty. 

Dan, Ay, signior, I'm paramount 
In all affairs of boot, and spur, and hose ; 
la matters of the robe and eap, supreme ; 
In ruff disputes, my lord, there's no appeal 
From my irrefragibility. 

Faz. Sweet sir, 
I fear me, such despotic rule and sway 
Orer the persons of our citizens 
Must be of danger to our state of Florence. 

Ikm. Good sooth, my lord, I am a yery ty- 
rant 
"Why, if a senator should presume to wear 
A cloak of fur in June, I snonld indict him 
Guilty of leze-majeste against my kingship: 
Tliey 0x11 me Dandolo, the King of Fashions^ . 
The whole empire of dress is my dominion. 
Why, if our doko should wear on iU<gnin*d 

colour 
Against my positive enactment, though 
His state might shield him from the palpable 

shame 
Of a rebuke, yet, my good lord, opinion. 
Public opinion, would hold signior Dandolo 
Merciful in his silence. 

Fax, A Lycurgua ! 

Dan, Good, my lord ! dignity must bo up- 
held 
On the strong pillars of severity. 
Your ca|), my lord, a little to the north-east, ^ 
Andyour sword— thus, my lord^poiuted out this 
way, 

[Aijjtutmg him.. 
In an equilateral triangle. Nay, 
Nay, on my credit, my good lord, this hose 
Is a fair woof. The ladies, air, the ladies^ 
(For I foresee you'll be a ruling planet,) 
Must not be taught auy hercticalfancies, 
fantastical infringooients of my codes— 
Your lordship must give place to Signer Dandolo ' 
About their persons. 

Faz. Gentle sirs, the ladies 
Must be too deeply, irresistibly yours. 

Dan. No, signior, no ; I'm not one of the gallants. 
That pine for a fair Up, or eye, or cheek. 
Or that poetical treasure, a true heart. 
Bnt, my lord, a fair-ordered head-dress makes me 
As love-sick as a dove at matiog-time ; 
A tKsteful slipper is my soul's delight: 
Oh, I adore a robe that drops emd floats 
As it were lighter than the air around it; 
I doat upon a stomacher to distraction. 
When the gay jewels, gracefully dispos'd, 
Make it a zone of stars: and then a fan, 
The elegant motion of a fan is murder. 
Positive murder to mv poor weak senses. , 

Faz, \TAming to Phuario.) But here's a third: 
t^e imt^ovisatore. 
Gentle Pbilario, lurks, methinka, behind. 

jPfti7. Most nol)Io lord I it' were his loftiest boast 
To wred your honours to his harp. Tq hymn 
The finder of the philosophic stone, 
The sovereign prince of alchymists ; 'twould make 
The cdld verse-mechanist, the nice bain near 
Of curious words and fair compacted phrases, 
Burst to k liquid and melodious flow, 
Baptnroua and ravishing but in praise of th^^ \ 
But I, my lord, that have U»e Huent vein 
The rannt niPh-- 

J'iff, TK'Bir r Ob fle : *tia fulsome, 
ftfr, there*! » eoll lit for th»^ rf^nk weed flatterj' 
To trftil Ifa polfloaouB and ohacene cluaters ; 
^ yotV^ BCttI iDouia bear a rwher frnitage^ 



The aconite grew not in Eden. Thou, 

That thou, with lips tipt with the fire of heaven, 

Th' excursive eye, that hi its «arth-wide range 

Drinka in the grandeur and the loveHnest, 

That breathes along this high-wrought world of 

man; 
That hast within thee apprehensions strong 
Of aU that'ff pure and passionless and heavenly^* 
That thou, a vapid and a mawki^ parasite, 
Should'stpipe to that witch Fortune's favourites I 
'TIb coarse'— 'tis slokly— <'tiB as though the eagle 
Should spread his sail-broad wings to flap« dung- 
As though a pale and withering pestilenoe 
Should ride the golden chariot of the sun ; 
As one should use the language of the gods 
To chatter loose and ribald brothelry. 
Fhil. My lord, X thank thee for that noble chid- 
ing— 
Oh, my lord, 'tis the curse and brand of poesy, 
That it mnst trim Ite fetterless free plumes 
To the gross fancies of the humouraome age ; 
That it mnst stoop from Its boki heights to court 
Liquorish opinion, whose aye wavering breath 
Is to it as the precious air of life. 
Cttil in a capering, chambering, wanton land, 
The lozel's song alone gains audience. 
Fine loving ditties, sweet to aickllness; 
The languishing and luscious touch alone 
Of all the full harpts ecstades, can detain 
The palled and pamp«^ ear of Italy. 
But, my lord, we have deeper mysteries 
For the initiate— Hark! ~it bursts !— it flows ! 

SONG.-PHILABIO. 

Jiieh and Royal ItaHy t 

DomisiiQn'i lofty bride 1 

Earth dtem'd no loa of pride 
To be entkivei. by thee. . 
Fronn broad EuphraUe' bank, 

fVhen the ntn looked through the gtootit 

Thy eagle's golden plume 
Hi* orient eplendour drank ; 
And when <U€oehe ut 

Far •» the chamber' d weet, • 

Thai bird of brilliance yet 
bathed ia his gorgwue rest. 

Sad and sunken Italy t r 

Thepltmdtrer's common fTifil 

Whtn saw the eye of day 
SoveryasUtveastheel 
Long^ long a bloody stage 
' For petty kingHngt tam^ 

Their mi*erable geuns. 
Ofp^ny war to wage, 
Orf^om the northern star 

Come haaghty despots down, 

With iron hand to share 
Thy bruised and broken crowni 

Fair and fervid Italy / 

Lady of each gentler art. 

Yet couldst thou lead the heart 
In mild captivity. 
Warm RapJiaeTs Virgin sprung 

To worMp and to love ; 

The enamoured air above 
Jiich clouds of mwie hung, J . 

Thy poets bold andfrea , 

Did noble wrong to time^ 
/» their fiigh rhymed fM^eUu 

RQVHnin^ tl)y cHm$* 
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Loose ana languid ItaJy I 
Where ««« the iM0r<f jWWOi^ 

Ua^Q queen <^thu\ 
fhependi eoM emd 4mit 

VfhoH lightest towh kos ^ft; 

Thi old immortal strife 
0/tftyhighpoeUJkil 
jfrotn h$r itngionaus um 

WOiiiaitat^iaet 
Wiil aoiden dam mum 

'Jfem the agwre n/iierskiett 

ThiM is done, ohf ^h is done, 
When the broken land is one: 
This shall he, ok J tfiis shall he^ 
When theslapifh land isjfeef 

SO?NE H— 39le Ptiblic Walts qfFlorwa. 
Enter FAZIO, FALSETTO, DAHDOLO, and 

PBILABia 
Fat. YoMbr, wi iQvd, is tiie lady AldabeUa, 
The 4t«r of ftdmixfttton to ali FloreoM. . 

i^oM. *Sk%ttk my lonl, then ia • fair dmodbg 



Would that I vreraa. bnaih of wind to float it t 

Fas^ CtobtlomeQi ^gr ycnit Itev^ I wonU salnta 
her. 
Ye'll meet 19a anon in. tba Piaaca. 

[Bxennt ott hui Feuio, 

Fax. Now, lofty wqaoav, wo are equal now, 
And I will front thee ia thy pitch of ^JdJ9. v 
Enter ALDA6ELLA. She speaks^ after a satutaticm 
on each aide. 

Aid. Oh, fhoti and I, sir, when we met of old, 
Were not bo distant, nor eo chill. My lord— 
I had forgot, my lord t Yon dawning signiors 
Are jealous of your state: you great philosonlierB 
Walk not on earth ; and we poor groT^Ung oeingB, 
If we would win your eminent regards. 
Mast meet ye i' the air. Oh I it sits we)l 
This scorn, it looks so grsxyo and referesd. 

Fax. Is scorn,- in lady Aldabella'B cMed, 
So monstrous and heretical ? 

Aid. Again, 
Treason again, a most irreverent laogh, 
A traitorous jest before so leam'd a sage! 
Bat I may joy in thy good fortune, Fana 

Faz. In sooth, good fortanet if *tiB wortli the 
joy. 
The haughty Lady Aldahella*8 joy ! 

Aid. Nay, an {hon hadst not dash'd bo oareleaa 
ofr 
My bounteous offering, I had said— > 

Fat. What, lady? 

Aid. Oh, naught -^mere eound— meiv air!— 
Thou'rt married, Fazfo : 
And Ib thy bride a jewel of the flret water! 
I know thou wilt say, ay ; His a« old tale. 
Thy fond lip-revel on a lady*s beauties: 
Methinks I've heard thee descant upon loveliness. 
Till the full ears were drunken with sweet aonnda 
Bat never let me see her, Fazio : never! 

Faz. And why not, lady? She i? exquisite— 
Bashfully, humbly exquisite; yet Florence 
May be as proud of her, as of the richest 
That fire her with the luatre of their state. 
And why not, lady ? 

Aid. Whyl I know not why 1 
Oh, your philosophy! *tis ever cuilons. 
Poor lady Nature must tell all, and clearly, 
To its inquisitorship. Well not think on't: 
It fell from me unawares; words will start forth 
*"h<^ the mind waadeHk Oh, no, not because 



6ha*B merely lovely:— but we'll think no mora 

DidBt hear the aet? 

Faz. Lady, what aet f 

AH. The act 
Of the great Duke of FlorenoeaBd his Sepafe, 
Entitled a«a(nBt turtledoves in poeoy. 
Hencefor^ that useful bird is interdict, 
As the mild emblem of true constancy. 
There's a new word found ; *tiB pore ToaoaiL too • 
Fazio's to mi the blank up, tf it ^ime : ^ -^ 
If not, heaven help the rhymster. 

Fof. (Jjioct) With what an afay and a BparkHna 
grace 
The langaage alaaeaBfrara heraflk^n Um! 
Her onae*loved voioo how exquisite it eoondB > 
E'en lika a genfle mnaid bea«d In chiMhood !" 

-*»• Why yes, my lord, & these d^^enare^to 

OcMtaaey la eo lare a vfrtne, angels 

Come down to gaze on't: it makes'tte world piroud. 

Who would be one 0' the many f Why, our Flo* 

Fence ' ' ' 

Wm blaze with the piirwxle. 'Tis true, 'tis Vme : 
The odour of the rose grows faint and sickly, " ' 
And joys are finest by comparisoto. 
But what is that to the majestic pride 
Of being the sole true phcemx ? 

Fas. Gentle lady, 
ThoQ speak'st as if ttiat smooth i^ord constancy 
Were harsh and brassy sounding in tliy earaT^^ 

Aid, No, no, Bigcior; your good oltf-fangled 
vlrtaeB '^ 

Have gloss enough for me, had it been my tot 
To be a miser'a treasure : if his eyes 
Ne'er open'd but on me, I ne'er had wept 
At BQch a pleasant faithful avarice. 

Faz. Lady, there was a time when I did divsm 
Of playing the miser to another treasiire. 
One notleae precious than thy stately self. 

Aid. Oh, yes, my lord, oh, yes ; the tale did rpa 
That thou and I did love : so ran the tale, * 
That thou and I should have been wed>~the tala< 
Ban 80, my lord— oh, memory, memory, memoryl 
It is a bitter pleasure, but 'tis pleasure. 

Faz. A pleasure, lady! Why, then, cast me off 
Like an indifferent weed?— with icy scorn' 
Why choke the blossom that but woo'd thy $«©-» 
Bhlne? 

Aid Ah, what an easy robe is Bcom to WQurl 
•Tis but to wrinkle up the level brow, 
To arch the pliant eyelash, and freeze up 
The passionless and placid orb within— 
CasteUi! oh,Oastelli! 

Faz. Who was he, lady? 

Aid. One, my good lord, I loved pvppj fojidlyu 
fatally. 

Faz. Then thou didst love? love, AldaUaUa, 
truly, * 

Fervently, fondly? But what's that to ma* 

AU. Oh, yes, my lord, he was a nobU g^atle- 
man; 
Thou know'st him by his title, Oonde d*Qn|aa: 
My nearest kinsman, my good u&cIq :— t. 
Knowing our passionate and fanciful natui^ 
To his sage counsels fettei'd my wild wiD, 
Proud was he of me, deem'd me ^ fit ma$ 
For highest princes ; and his honest ilatt«t)9l 
So pamper'd me, the fatal duteousnesa ' 
So grew upon me— Fazio, dost thou ^liQk 
My colour wither'd since we.parte^? . G^mr 
Mine eyes i^t they were wont ?-^0r doth l£e oitf^^ 
Still wear a lying smooth Indifference, ^'^'*^ 
While the onsoeji heart Is haggfird wap wJ^i w^e ? 



i^oM. Uh ^ndbte^ Xiid '^dst iboid loVe ur« 

llioogh it be ]6j Vain kdh, aqproJQtable 
As i8 Ike fODamiiie to » doad man-'s eyefi, 
FlAMnriass froin bu impoteoce of pleasore $ 
Tttll me and triuyr* 

AML My grave air coiuesaor, 
Ob with tiasf bood and cowl So tbon wonldst 

hfigX 

Of pining dikys and dleconiented sigbtB; 
Ah me'B and QfiiifituX airs to my ^ad lute. 
Fazio, they avffer most w^o atter least. 
HeaTen, wh^ ^ t^bblingtri^tor la the tongue 1 
Would not ^e air freeze op aitoh sinful sound ? 
Olino^ lh99 b^M^rid'^ U not. Ah me! and^ou, 
I know, wilt surfeit the coarse common ear 
With the provd AldabeUa'« faa Betray bm 

Be charier of her sliame that! Aldabelfa, 

{FatifCfaUson hit knuf.to A<r.) 
My ford, my lord! 'tis public here^no more— 
IWvwm. i«y .lordt farew^ ! Betray me not:— 
Bat neTer let me vee htr, Fazio, never. 

..... - t -1 . . i^^^ 

Fat, (Softih) JiOve^e !— to eolrering lore mel— 
^ jrhy, her.loYe 
Might dfriiW a briufen ^inrtne.frpm itp .nedfBstal, 
And make its yellow v^s leap pp yrV^ Uf^i 
Fair Ghfiii$tlTk wou hf^t two juggling fiends 
GabalUacior Ifey »W9J ; one witbii^, , , 
Aad^lMil*B jk ^%. and T^ehww deTiLXo^e; . , 
Th' other .wjtiu>a^ and thaVs a fair nch genUo> 
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Giraldl Fa«o: they're knU 19 a _ , . .. 
MkAibtn, ihon fl«owy «nd nneocia^e yirtae, . . 
May'st foae no lew « yotareos from thy nunnery 
9hg|»theinoftl he»nttf«l prj^ndiAldabella. 
Had I been honest, 'twere indeed to fall; 
Bat vom *tto hot a-ttep down the decllTl^. 
BlMMiki bnt'BiaQiBat b^armoopf 
Bear me up, in the trammels d[my fondness 
BliidlhOaii^ylhm^ZsopiL^ Wspagthee,Bl||»ca? 
Nay, nay, that's aeep indeed: ffithomless deep 
In the Imok 'pi%jaf iaf tvny Aac| sin :, 
1-Mn no^ so We»i7 yet of th^ ppper 4^r. , , . 
Wrong thee, BUiaca t No, not for the earUi: 
'" - -- - "Sbelk 



Notfor^Mth'B htighteot, sot for Aldab^ 



BGEKE in.'^Palaee ^ForfA 
Xnter FAZIO md BIANOA. . 

jPirtL Oopt «hoi»k>To in«^ BJmu»? 

B&ni. Xbe9e'ft».qai#t|on , ,, .„. ^r 
For«t»hapsophec. Why, I'ye a^^w^rUjlfe . 
For tsub loniryeiira; and, oh, for maf^^.mpra^ 
It will notaUck ppon my llps.to answ^r«bee. 

Fat, Shoa'rt in the fashion, then. The coarf, 



Tke Ihdife* x>C the court, find me a fair gentle* 

mua; „^.. .^ ,.. , ., 

Ay, and a dangerous wit, too,.th«it dmltes amart^. 

Biwk ^ad thoiik^U9ve9t it aU 1 

Bm. VRiy^Jf $h9Kall«iit«, 
The lordly and frank ^rfrits of. the ^e, 
Troop mvwH Mf^ with gay rhymes on Vbj 

TinkUng th^inapoft M)d ^oipos flaHerllo^ 
Shalt HiffO ho ilw»» sotenap iftfldel I „ .,m. ot ,i. , 

Biaik I shall not heed them; 4BBy ^loor iMaa^ 
seedfit 
Only one flatterer. 

fag. Ay, but they'll presi on thae, 



And f orpo their xnnsic into tSiy dehf e*hi. 
TbtoK ye, ye shonld be coy, and cttilzb, and coldt 

Btah. On, no. I fear me a discourteous 
.laugb 
Mifll^t he their guerdon for their laTitah lyfn^. 

Fat. Bflt if one trip upon jrour lip, ofr wind 
7oar fingers in his sportiTe hand, think ye , 

7e could endure it ? 
^JBiaa. Fazio, thou wrong*6t me 
With such dishonest questionings. My lord, 
Hiere's such an awe in virtue, it can make 
Tbe anger of a sleek smooth brow like mine 
Strike the hot libertine to dust before me. 
He'd dare to dally with ft Are in tils hand. 
Kiss rotted briars with his unholy lips, 
£re wfcnhis rash assault attaint my honotli*. 

Fat, But if ye see me by a noble lady, 
Whispering as though she were iny shrtne ^6ro> 

. o» . . .. ^ 

I lay my odorous Incense, «ttd h0^ ottuty 
Grow riper, richer at my cher|6hiiig prat^e; 
If she lean on me with a foiid totmd arm. 
If her eye drink the light f roni out mine eves, 
And tf her lips drop bounds for my ear only: 
Thou*lt arch thy moody brow, look at me gravely, 
With a pale anger on thy silent cheek. , 
'Tisont of keeping, 'tis not the court fashloxL 
We must forego this clloging ahd this clashing ; 
Be cold, and strange, and courteous to eaca other; 
And say, ''HoV doth my lord?" "How slept my 

lady?" 
As thoagb we dwelt at (^positoends o* the city, 

Bian. Whatlh&th distem^fll'thee ? ^is is un- 
natural; . . . 
ThoacpMld'st not talk thus in thy steadfagtsensea 
Fazio, tbon hast seen Aldabellai 

Fat. Well, 
She is so basilisk; there> no fl^ath Ih h'er cJro6. 

Bian, Ay, Fazio, but th^re Is; and more than 



A death heyond the grave— a death of sin— 

A howlidg, hideous,, and eternal death— ^ . 

Death the flesh shrinks from, 27o, thon must 

hot see her! 
Nay, I 'am imperative— thontt mln'e, and ihalt 
not 
Fat, Shalt notl l>o£it thlhk me athlck-bToMsd 
slave» , . 
To say " Amen " xmXo thy p<)sltiv6 " shalt hot r 
The hand upon the dial, only to point 
Just as your htoiourous ladyship choOKe to s/hlnet 

Bic(n. Fazio, thou sett'st a fever in my brain ; 
My very lips burn, t'azio, at the tholi|gh^; 
I had rather thou wer't in tby windtn|;-^M*t 
Than that bad womian's arms; I had ntther gV&ve- 

worins 
Were on thy lips than that bad woman*? kissea ■ 
Fat. Howbei^ thero Is no blisteiing ia their 
taste: 
Xtoe isjDo Buffoeatton in those arms. ^ ^. 

Bian, Take heed! we are passlonatdV'dtitir mill 

both tan. to worinwood, "iind that's bitter drinkfhg. 
Jhe fondest are most phrenetic : whOre the fire 
Bumeth^mtensest, there the inmate pale 
Doth dread the broad ahd beacoUtng oonflaigra- 

. tion. . 
D that ye cast us to the winds, the winds 
Will ^ve us thew". unruly; restless nituro ; , 
JFe whfrl 30?^ whirl; and where we Se|3tl*,Tfea^ 
But he (hat ruleth the mad wmas can^iidw. 
If ye do drive the love out. of my ftoul. 
That is Its motion, being, and its life. 
There'll be a conflict strange and horrlbld^ 
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Among all tearful and lIl-vlBf oned ilendii. 

For the blank void ; and their mad revel there 

Will make me~oh« I know not what— hate thee I— 

Oh, no ! I could not hate thee, Fazio ; 

Kay, naT. my Fazio, 'tis not come to that; 

Mine arms, mine arms aball say the next *' shall 

not ;" 
111 never startle more thy peevish ears, 
Bat I'll speak to thee with my positive llpa 

(Kis»ing and clinging to him,) 
Fax. Oh, what a wild and wayward child am 

I!- 
Like the hungry fool, that In his moody fit 
Dash'd from his lips his last delicious morseL 
I'll see her once, Bianca, and but once : 
And then a rich and breathing tale Til tell her 
Of oar full happiness. If she be angel, 
'TwiU be a gleam of Paradise to her, 
A nd she'll smile at it one of those soft smiles. 
That make the air seem sanny. blithe, and balmy. 
If she be devil— Nay, but that's too ugly ; 
The fancy doth rebel at it, and shrink 
As from a serpent In a knot of flowers. 
Devil and Aldabella !— Fie I— They sound 
Like nightingales and screech-owls heard together. 
What! most I still have tears to kiss away? 
1 will return— Good-night 1 It is but once. 
See thou'st the taste o' my lips now at our parting; 
And when we.meet again, if they be tainted, ' 
Thou Shalt— oh ! no, thou shalt not^ canst not hate 

me. {Exeunt. 

BOtXf^ rr. ^Palace of Alddbella. 

Enter ALDABELLA. 

Aid. My dainty bird doth hover round the Inte, 
And I must hood him with a skilful hand: 
Bich and renown'd he must be in my train, 
Or Florence will turn rebel to my beauty. 

Enter CLABA, FAZIO behind. 

Oh, Clara, have you been to the TJrsulines? 
What says my cousin, the kind Lady Abbess? 

Cla. She says, my lady, that to-morrow 
Noviciates are admitted; but she wonders^ 
My Lady iyjobess wonders, and I too 
Wonder, my lady, what can make ye fancv 
Those damp and dingy cloisters. Oh, my lady x 
They'll make yon cat oft all this fine dark hair— 
Why, an the signiors in the conrt would quarrel. 
And cut each other's throats for a loose hair of it. 

Aid. Ah, me ! what heeds it where I linger but 
The remnant of my dark and despised life?— 
Clara, thou weariest ma 

Cla. Oh, butt my lady, 
I saw their dress: it was so coarse and hard- 

grain'd, 
I'm sure 'twould fret your ladyship's soft skin 
Like thorns and brambles; and besides, the make 

on'tl— 
A Tine-dresser's wife at market looks more 
dainty. 

Aid, Then my tears will not stain it Ob, 'tis 
rich enough 
For lean and haggjard sorrow. (Appearing to per- 
ceive FaztOf exit Clara.) Oh, my lord! 
You're timely come to take a long farewell. 
Our convent gates are rude, and black, and close : 
Onr Ursuline veils of such a jealous woof. 
There must be piercing in those curious eyes, 
would know if the skin beneath be swarth or 
snowy. 

Fat A convent for the brilliant Aldabella? 
The mirrpi of all rival loveliness, 



Th9 han> to wliioh all gay thonghts lightly dabde, 
Mew*<9 m the drowsy nlence of a cloister t 

Aid. Oh, what regards 1^ lf% blind man lie 
On a green lawn or on a steamy moor I 
What heeds it to the dead and withered heart, 
Whose faculty 9t rapture is grown sere. 
Hath lost distinction between foul and fair, 
Whether it house in gorgeous palaces, 
Or mid wan graves and dismal signs of care! 
Oh, there's a grief, so with the threads of being 
Bavelled and twined, it sickens every sense : 
Then is the swinging and monotonous bell 
Musical as the rich harp heard by moonlight ; 
Then are the limbs insensible if they rest 
On the coarse pallet or the pulpy down. 

Fax. What mean ye, lady?— thou bewllderest 
me. 
What grief so wanton and Inxnrlons 
Would choose the lady Aldabella's bosom 
To pillow on? 

Aid. Oh, my lord, untold love- 
Nay, Fazio, gaze not on me so : my tongne 
Can scarcely move for the fire within my obeeks— 
It cankeretb, it consumeth, untold love. 
But if it burst its secret prison-house, 
And venture on the broad and pa1>lio air. 
It leagueth with a busy fiend call'd Shame ;— i 
And they both dog their game, till Misery 
Fastens npon it with a viper's fang. 
And rings its being with its venomous ooll. 

Faz. Misery and thee!— oh. *tls unnatural! 
Oh, yoke thee to that thing of darkness, misery I— 
That Sthiop, that grim Moor !— It were to couple 
The dove and kite within one loving leash. 
It must not be ; nay, ye must be divorced. 

Aid. Ah no, my lord! we are too deeply pledg*d. 
Dost thou remember our old poet's* legend 
Over Hell gates—'' Hope comes not here ?" WlMr« 

hope 
Comes not, is hell ; and what have T to hope ? 

Faz. What hast to hope ?— Thou'rt strangely 
beautiful. 

Aid. Wonld'st thou leave flattery thy last ravish- 
ing sound 
Upon mine ears ? 'TIs kind, 'tis fatally kind. 

Faz. Oh, no! we must not part, we must not 
• i)art 
I came to tell thee something: what, I knowoot 
I only know one word that should have been ; 

And that Oh! if thy skin were seam'd with 

wrinkles. 
If on thy cneek sat sallow hoUowness, 
If thy warm voice spake Shrieking, harsh, and 

shrill; 
But to that breathing form, those ripe r<nuid Upk, 
Like a fuU parted cherry, those daric e^es, 

Blch in such dewy languors ^ITl not say i^ 

Nay, nay, 'tis on me now I— Poison's at woAcl 
Now listen to me,'lady— We most lov*. 

Aid. Love !— Ay, my lord, as far as honesty. , 

Faz. Honesty I— 'Tis a stale and musty phrase; 
At least at eourt : and why should we brtndton 
To the strong tyrant, Custom ? 

Aid MylordTazio— 
Oh, said I my lord Fa2io?—thoii*lt betray me t 
The bride— the wife— she that I mean— My Icord, 
I am not splenetic nor envious; 
But 'tis a name I dare not trust my lips with. 

Faz. 9ianca, oh, Bianca is her name; 
The nknd Bianca, the soft fond Bianoa. 
Ob, to that name, e'en in the Church of Ood, 
I pledged jBb solemn faith. 
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Aid WitbinthAtOhurdb, 
Barren and solitary my sad name 
Shall Bound, when the pale nun profeas*d doth 

wed 
That her cold bridegroom Solitude: and yet— 
Her right— ere she had seen yon, we had loY*d. 

Faz. {Frantkanp.) Why shooldwe dash the goblet 
from our lipe, 
Because the dregs may have a smack of bitter? 
Why should that pale and dinging consequence 
Thrust itself ever'twixt us and our joya? 

AlcL My lord, 'tis well our coavent walla are 
high, 
And oar gates massy; else ye raging tigers 
Might rush upon us simple maids unveird. 

Faz. A yeill a veil I wby, Florence will be dark 
At noon-^y: or thy beauty will fire up, 
By the contagion of its own bright lustre, 
llie doll dead flax to so intense a brilliance, 
Twill look like one of those rich purple olouds 
Ob ihe pavihon of the setting sun. 

Aid, My lord, Vve a poor banquet here within ; , 
Wiirt please you taste it? 

F€tg. Ay, wine, wine! ay, wine! 
I'll drown thee, thou ofBcious preacher, hero* 

{Ciasping hit /oreJufld.} 
Wine, wine 1 [iforewn'. 

ACT IL 

SCENE I^Palaee of Fazio, 

Enter BIANOA. 

Bian. Not all the night, not all the long, long 

night, 
Notoome to. me! not send to me! not think on 

me! 
Like an unrighteous and onboried ghost, 
I wander up and dowa these long arcades. 
Oh, in our old poor narrow home, if haply 
Be lingered late abroad, domestic things 
Close and familiar crowded all around me ; 
The ticking of the dock, the flapping motion 
Of the green Uttice, the grey curtain's folds. 
The hajogingB of the bed myself had wrought 
Yea, e'en his black and iron crncibleH, 
Were to me as my friends. But here, oh, here, 
Were all is coldly, comfortlessly costly, 
AH strange, all new in uncouth gorgeousness,' 
Lofty and long, a wider epace for misery— 
£*en my own footsteps on these marble floors 
Are unaccustom'd, unfamiliar sounds. — 
Oh, I am here so wearily miserable, 
That I should welcome my apostate Fazio, 
Though he were fresh from Aldabella's arms. 
Her aims !— her viper coil I-^I had forsworn 
That thought, lest he should come again and find 

me mad, 
And 80 go back again, and I not knaw it 
Oh that I were a child to play with toy«^ 
Fix my whole soul upon a cup and ball— 
Oh. any pitiful poor subterfuge, 
A moment to dlstraet my busy spirit 
From its dark dalliance wilh that cursed fanoge I 
I have tried ail: all vainly—Now, but now 
I went in to my children. The first sounds 
They murmur'd in their evil-dreaming sleep 
Was a faJtnt mimicry of the name of father. 
I could not kigs them, my lips were so hot. 
The Very-househdd slaves are leagued against me, 
And do beset me with their wicked floutiugs, 
•«Com^ my lord hun^^ tp-ni^ht ^'*— and when I 

Bay, 
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"I know not," fhelr cdkrse pity makes my bearu 

strings 
Throb with the agony. 

Enter ^lERO, 
Well, what of my lord? 
Nay, tell it with thy lips, not with thy visagew 
Thou raven, croak it out if it be evil : 
If it be good, I'll fall and worship thee; 
'Tis the office and the ministry of gods 
To speak good tidings to astracted spirits. 
Pitro. Last night my lord did feast— 
Bian. Speak it at once— 
Where? where? I'll wring it from thy Upa 
Whe»e? where? 
Fiero. Lady, at the Marchesa Aldabella'a 
Bian. Thou Uett, tftlse slave! 'twas at the DnCal 
Palace, 
*Twas at th6 arsenal vritb the officers ; 
'Twaa with the old rich senator— him— him— 

him— 
The man with a brief name; 'twas gaming, dicing, 
Blotously drinking. Oh, it was not there; 
•Twaa anywhere but there— or If it was, 
Why like a sly and creeping adder sting me 
With thy black tidings? Nay, nay; good, my 

friend ; 
Here's money for those harsh, intemperate woMs. 
But he's not there : 'twas some one of the gallants. 
With dt'ess and stature like my Fazio 
Thou wert mistaken :— no, no ; 'twas not Fazio. 
Fiero. It grlftves me much; but^ lady, 'tis my 
fear 
Thonlt find It but too true. • • • 

Bian. Hence I hence I Avaunt, 
With thy cold courteous face 1 Thou seest I'm 

wretched 
Doth it content thee? Gaze-gaze— gaze!— per- 
chance 
X9 would behold the bare and bleeding heart, 
With' all Its throbs, its agonies. O Fazio ! 

Fazio I I« her smile more sweet than mine \ 
Or her soul Fonder ? - Fazio, my lord Fazio ! 
Before the factf of man, mine own, mine only • 
before the face of heaven, Bianca's Fazio, 
Not Aldabella'sl Ah, that I should live 
To question it t Now henceforth all our joys. 
Our delicate endearments, all are poison'd. 
Ay, if he speak my name with his fond voice. 
It will be with the same tone that to her 
He murmured hers :-it will be, or 'twill seem so, 
If he embrace me, 'twill be with those arms 
In which he folded her : and if he kias me, 
He'll pause, and think which of the two is sweeter. 

Fiero. Nay, good my lady, give not entertain- 
ment 
To stKsh iick fancies : think on lighter matters. 

1 heard strange news abroad; the Duke's in 
council. 

Debating on the death of old Bartolo, 

The grey, lean usurer. He's been long abroad, 

And died, they think. 

Bian. Wgitl, sir, and what of that? 
And have 1 not the privilege of sorrow, 
Without a menial's staring eye upon me ? 
Who sent thee thus to charter my free thoughts. 
And tell them where to shrink, and where to 

pause? 
OfQcious slave, away I {.Exit.} Hal what saidst 

thou? 
Bartolo's death! and the Duke In his council ! 
I'll rend him from her, though she wind around 

him, 
Uke the vine rgond the elm. I'll pluck him o^- 
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oagh tbQ 1^9. cnck at pftrtlni;. Ha no pan^ ; 
r ffiihere IM, I shall De tame and ttmorons t 
That milk-f&x;ed merey will come wb!tc4periD|; to 

me. 
And I Bfaall sit, and meekljt mlbierably 
Weep o*er my wrongs. ]pa ! that bar S9nl WOE0 

fond ' ' •» «^ » 

And fervent as mine own I X would gire worlds 
To see her as he's vent and torn from her. 
Oh, but she's cold ; she cannot, will not feel 
1 It is but half revenge -her whole of sorrow 
"Will bea drop to my cohfiummate agony. 
Away, away : oh, had I wings to waft me t 

[ExU. 

SCENB IL—Council atarnber, 
Tkt DU££ and hit eomdl ducovectd, 

Dukt. 'Tis passing atrAOge, a man gl quqIi le^ux 
habits, 
Wealth flowing to him In a steady current, 
Winds WAfting it unto, him frow all quart 
Through all his seventy toilsome years oi 
And yet his treasury so spar^ and meagre* 
Bignior Gonsalvo, were the vofce that told ns. 
Less tiled and trusty than thixi« owtf, o^t UiX^ 
Would be a rebel to Such marvellous fact. 
6^00. Well may yo^iir. bighi^ misdoubt m^ v^^ 
self " ' ' ' - 

Almost misdoubting mine ownpositiYe se;(V9^ 
No s^ was there of outward violence, 
All in a state of orderly miserj', 
No trace of secret inroad ; yet, my lieg©, 
The mountains of his wealth wece jpunj; mokh 

hills, 
A ^w strjiy ducats ; piles indeed o< pavoh- 
'ments, ' ' ' 

KortgB^^^ deeds, and lawsuits beajp94 tQ tbe 

roof, 
Enoogh to serve the armifts of all Tuscaqy \ 

At least for half a century i^ith new drum-' 
head& 
Awria, Haply, my Ikg^ bA mi^ hAye, gOD^Q 
abroad. 
And borne his rich^ with him* 

Dttitc' Signior Aurio, 
That 9Qrniise flavovira npt of yonr ]»dwn wifti 

dom. 
His aj*cB08ies encu^ibej! all our points, 
His unsold bcdes rot on the crowded wbai^ ; 
The interest of a hundred usuries 
liieth unclaimU— Besides, ho hath not left 
Our city for this twenty years :— a flfebt 
So unprepared and wanton suits not well 
Yoi(r slow and heavy-laden usurer. 
£/»<«• ANTONIO. 
Anto, My If egd, a lady in the antechamber 
Boftsts knowledge that eoncerns your tiiis day's 
council. 
Duke. iVdmither. 

Snttr BIANCA. 
How I what knQw'st thoa of the deaf|( 
Of Old Bartolo ?^be he ^v^ in sooth I 
Or of hia riches ? 

^tan. The east side o* the fountain, 
In the miall garden of a lowly house 
By the Franciscan convent, the green hcrbe 
QrQW boon and f reel V. the manure is rich 
Around meir roots : d«g there, and you'll bsj 
wiser, 
J>vU. Who tenanted i^isbouseT 
Bian. Giraldi Fazio. 
^«, WhatQlbifiweiatl)!: 
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Bkuk There's one In Florenoe kooira 

More secrets than beseeiiis MhblWM U 

I^it^t. Aii^d who Is'he 1 

Jtoff. OiraldiFada 



G<m. My^ liege, I k^o.^him: '^ptt^enew fprani; 

This gt^at poilosopher. I eyer doubled 
His Vaunted mantrratetory of gold, ' 
Work'dby some strange mecfalnery. 
Dvie. Theodore; '' * 

Search thou the garden that this wopiaa B|ieii|u 

Captain Antonio, be't thy cfaarfe to attaoh * 
With speed the person of this Fazio. 

Biam. {Rushing fontard to Anto.) Tou'B iittd Vim 
at the Marchesa Aldi^bella'K : ' '" *' ^ 
Bring him away- no mercy— no delaj^— 
Nay, not an instant— not time for a kiss, 
A parting kiss. (Aside,) Now come what wflL 
Their curst entwining arms are riven asuiratK, 

Duke. And thou, thou peremptory sumnidnw! 
Most thirsty after justice ! speak I^--:-Thf W^ot- 

Duke. Thy estate, wedded or sbigle? 
i?tan,Mylord-^ ^ 

Duke. Give answer to the eonrt. 
Bian. Oh, wedded, but most miserablv single ?. 
Duke. Woman, then palterest wita our Otg- 
nity. 
Thx, husband's name ^nd dvality?— Why shakest 

thOD, 

And draw'st the Tail ak>ng tby ipoody brow. 

And thou too wert a murderess?— Speak, and 

quicklyi 
Bian. (FaHmng.) Giraldi Fazio. 
Duke. 'Tisiihy husband, then- 
Woman, take heed, if, petulant and rash, 
Thou wonldW '-abase- the ri^iMpue BtMfd - •£ 

law« 
That brightest in th^ armoniT ef man, 
To a perish losirumejit of thy light passtone, 
Or furtherance of some clOse and secret )ML\^\ 
Take heed, *tis in ti^e heaTen-stanip'd Mil of 

Shis. 
To bear f(ilse witness— Ob, but 'gainst Iky Ims. 

band, ■ '*'" '^ " ^- '«: ^ 
Thy bosom's lord, llesk of thy flesh I — T* sok 
The blopd-bounds ot the law unon his tt«ekf 
If thon speak'st tme, stem jusnce win biyt blush 
To be so cheer*d upon her guilty prey. " "^^ ' 
If it be false, thou girest to flagrant sin 
A heinous immortality. This deed' ' ' 
Will chronicle thee, woman, to aU ages, 
In human guilt a portend and an era:' ' 
'Tis of those crimes, whose eminent fiune H^ f(ff» 

And the celestial angels, that look on it| 
Wish their keen airy vision dim and narrow. 
Enter THEODOEE, 

Theo. My liege^ e'en wkece qhe said, aaoo^^ipg'd 
corpse 
Lay careless!^ iaearth'd $ old weeds bang q^ i^ 
Like those that old Bartolo wont to weiM^i 
And under the left rib a small stiletto, 
Blufced within the pale and creeping flesh. 
Enter ANTONIO, wUh FAZia 

Ant My liege, the prisoner. 

Duke. ThoUTt Giraldi Fazio. 
Giraldi Ffiaio, tfcou stand'slTiere arrMgtfd. 
That, with presumption impious aud'seOofft 
Thou hast uBurp'd God's high prerogative;" 
Making thy fellow mortal's life afid death 
Wait op thy moody and Oieeaeed jMwdoiifj • 



tiiki wft^ i tiblont and nntimdly steel 

Hut set abroach the Uood, «At ahoold liaw«1»b'A 

In calm and natural onrrbnt; to 9am att 

In one wild name—* name the pale air freeses %% 
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And every cheek of man sinks m. with horror-- 
ThoQ ftrt a eold aha midnighit morderer. 

Jhu. lly liese, I do beseech thee, argae noi. 
From the thick dogginc of my clammy hreath, 
Aught bat a natural and liastinctiVe dread 
Of nclk a bloody and iU-soonding titles 
iSty liege, t do beseech thee, whatever reptile 
Hath cast this flhhv sUxne of slander on met 
Set him before me race to face : the^e 
Of pgr just anger shall bom up his heart, 



9 ir&f Qp droix, and powerless ihudderiitf; 
Creep o^er nis noisome and corrupted UmbSt 
Till me gross lie ehoke In his wretched throat 
Jkitt, T^yri DQld.— Bat know ye vught of old 

Iffekhi^kiy for innocence,' thoa'rt pale and tremo* 

_ ■ . J0U8-«- 

That name la to thee as a thunderclap ; 

JkDt tbou Shalt have thy wiah-^— woman, etenA 

forth: 
Nay, cast away thy Teil— ->Look on her, Fftakx 

Fax, Bianeal— No, it is a horrid vision I 
And. if IfftrMglei I shaUwake. and find it 
A miscreatedmockery of the bram. 
It tlMu'ita fiend,, what heUlsh right hast Hion 
To shroud ihy leprous and fire- seamed visage 
In lovely ^neamee^ like my Bianca's ? 
If thoa'rt indeed fiian'ca, thou wilt wear 
A ring I gave thee at our weddiqg-timeL 
In 0od*f name do X lud ^ee hold it op^ 
And, if thou dost, Til oe a murderer, 
Aslavi^^rer of whole iiataoombB of meSk 
6e ye will rid mo of the hideous fiight 

Ztadk $lraldiFazioi bisar the court's award: 
rirsl, dn thy 6viI-gottea wealth the State 
Settekb her so^n seal of confisoatton ; 
And for thyself—- 



She loved thee^ Hhat proud woiQap, for tidy riches; 
Bnt tbon caaet tell why 1 love razio. 

Duke, And for thyself^'Tie in the code of 
heaven, 
Blood will have bloed-*-4iie riayer for theelefai. 
Death ie thy doom •> the public, daylight death: 
Thy boity do .we give unto the wheel : 
Tlie f^ordt li^ve mercy on thy ainf nl soiil I 

Bkm. Death !*l!)eath !— I meaninot that!-*— Ye 
, mean not tii»t! , . 

'Whafs all this waste and idle talk of mnrder t 
He slaj a m^— with tender bands like nis ?— 

With d^icato mild soul? Why, bis own blopd 

Had startled nixb 1 I've seen him pale and shad" 

At the sad writhing Qf & trampled worm.; 
I've seen hiip bn^ off with a dainty hand . 
A bee that stung him. Oh, why wear ye thus 
The garb and outward saactity of law ? 
What means that snoW upon your reverend 

brows, 
If that ye have no, subtler apprehension 
Qf some inherent harinony in the nature . 
Of bloody criminal and bloody cringe ? 
•Twere wise t' arraign the soft and silly lamb 
Of slaughtering his butcher; ye might make it 
Aji propatJa, morderer as my Fazia 
J>iAe. Vjfxxfxmit tk' irrevooabie breath of |as- 

tice 
WaTersnot: he most die. 



Bian. Die! Fmlo die!-4«* 

Ye grey and solemn mardevees biy elierierl^ 
Te^ermined manslayersl when the tale is rife 
With blood and guilty and deep Md^duaolng, ok, 
Te sock it in with oohi insatiate thintt 
But to the plea of mercy 90 .eire stones. 
As deaf and hollow ae the nnbowell'd winds. 
Ohi ve smooth Chitstians in your tones amd leoko, 
But in your hearts as savsge ee the tawB^ 
And misbelieving African I jtveoivoe. 
Who say, '*God blesehtoil God deliver Idm!** 
While ye are beckoning for ttie bloody ««e, 
To smite the a^eCteadivg liead 1 Bi^ head! . . . 
1^ FwiQ'B he«d I th^ ^eod tUe boEom clMiishfld 
With its first virgin fondness. 

DuJte. FeziOi hear.*, . . , . 
To-morrow's worviag am vhril dawn apoft thee : 



But when he set^th in 1^ 

He flads tiby place in tfiia t 

Bian. To-morroW moti 



worid void and Taeanl 
'o-morrow ffiatntaigt Kot to-Mbm># 
morning, 

The damning devilff fH» « foiled f^t panto. 
If the bad sovd bat.feebly oafeeh «t hOKf en. 
But ye, but ye, unshriTen, nnreecotAled, 
With all its ponderooB neeB of siiis» fauH down . 
The bece and shiveriBg e|>irit Oh, not to-moi^ 
vTewi , .. . 

Duie. Woman, thou dost outstep all modesty: 
Bnt for strong oifeattBtaDoe, that leagnea wttll 

thee. 
We should ooBtemn thee for a wild m&d woman, 
Baving her wayward and unsettled fancfes. 

Bim, Mad, ivadi—ay, that it is 1 ay« Chat it is ! 
Is't to be pnad to speak, to move^ to gaae, 
But not to know hoYr, or why, br whenee, or 

where? 
to see that there are CKoekall anftoid me, 
Floating within a dim discoloured hkse,. 
Yet ha^ diatinetSoB^ viBton hot for one f 
To speak wiCh .rapid end CDBtinaons^ow, 
Yet know not how the unttioiigbt words ftCart'fnm 

. me? 
Oh, 1 am mad, wOdly, faftenlsel^ mnd. 
'Twas bat teet night she moon was at the ftili ; 
And ye, and ye, the sovereigtx and the sag^ 
The wisdoQi and the rererence of all Flortece^ 
E'en from a maniac's dim, disfointed taie, 
Do calmly judge away the innocent lite; 
The holy human life, the Ute €od gave Uifiu 

DuJte. Oiraldi Fazio, hast thoa oc^^ht teplead 
Against the law, that With ittperiou hana 
Oiusps %t thy fortfiit life? 

Fqz. My liege, t^is SQUl 
Bebels not, nay, repines not at thy eebteoev^ 
Yet, oh 1 by all on earth, bjall herecftei^ 
All that hath cogniaanoe o'er nnaeen deeds^ 
Blood is a colour straqgor to tttese hapds. 
But >here are crimes within me, deep and black, 
That with their clamorous and tumultuous voices 
Shout at me, " Thoa ttionld'et die, thy shis are 

deadly," 
Nor dare my opprwsred heart return, "TIs 
false." 

Bian. Btit I, I say, 'tiS tatse : he Is hot guilty : 
Not guilty anto death.: I. say ho is no*. 
God gave ye hearing, but ye will not hear; 
God gave ye feeling, but ye will not feel; 
God gave ye jadg^lentk but ye falsely iudge. 

Duke. Captain Antonio, guard thy pritfoner. 
If it be true, blood is not on thy soul. 
Yet thoa objectest pot to the charge of robbery f 

(:Fmii>bom.) 
Thoa dost 9p^. Bobbery, bj the lnw« of 
Florence, 
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is siernly coded as a deadly crime : 
Therefore, I say agalo, Giraldl Fado, 
Tbe Lord have mercy on thy sinfal soul I 

{Thty follow the DuU.) 

Bian. (Seiting and detaining Avrio.) 
My lord I my lord I yire have two babes at home — 
They cannot speak yet; but yoar nflme, my lord, 
Ax^d they shall lisp it, ere they lisp mine own— 
Ere that {joor culprit's yonder, their own father's 
Befriend as, oh 1 befriend us ! 'Tis a title 
Heaven joys at, and tiie hard and savage earth 
' Doth bveak its sullen nature to delight in-« 

The destitute's sole friend And thou pass tool 

Why, what a common liar was thy face. 

That said the milk of mercy flowed within 

thee! 

Te're all alike.— Off ! Offl-Ye're all alike. 

{Exeunt all but Fatio, the Officer, and Bianco. 

Bian. {Creeping to Fazio.) 
Thou wilt not spurn me, wilt not trample on me, 
Wilt let me touch thee— I, whose lips have slain 

thee? 
Oh, look not on me thus with that fond look- 
Pamper me not, for long and living grief 
To prey upon— 0, curse me, Fazio — 
Kill me with cursing : I am thin and feeble— 
A word will crush me— any thing but kindness. 

Faz. Mine own Biancal I shall need too much 
mercy 
Or ere to-morrow, to be merolless. 
It was not well, Bianca, in my guilt 
To cut me off— thus early— thus unripe: 
It will be bitter when the axe falls on me, 
To think whose voice did summon it to its office. 
No more— no more of that: we all must die. 
Bianca, thou wilt love me when I'm dead : 
I wroDg'd thee, but thou'lt love me when I'm dead. 

Bian. What, kiss me, kiss me, Fazio !— 'tis too 
much 
And these warm lips must be cold day to-morrow. 

Anto. Signior, we must part henoe. 
if Bian. Whatl tear me from him ; 
When he has but a few short hours to give me. 
Bob me of them I— He hath lain delicately: 
Thou wilt not esvy me the wretched ofBce 
Of strewing the last pillow he shall lie on-^ 
Thou wilt not— nay, there's moisture in thine 

eye— 
Thou wilt not 

Anto. Lady, far as is tiie warrant 
Of my stem orders— 

Bian. Excellent youth ! Heaven thank thee ! 
There's not another heart like thine in Florence. 
We shall not part, we shall not part, my Fazio! 
Oh, never, never, never— till to-morrow. 

Faz. (As he leads her out.) 
It was not with this cold and shaking hand 
1 led thee virgin to the bridal altar. 

^ lExeunt, 



ACT IV. 

SC£N£ It— ^ prison. 

FAZIO and BIANCA, discovered. 

Paz. Let's talk* of Joy, Bianca : we'll deceive 
This present and this future, whose grim faces 
Stare at us with such deep and hideous blackness: 
We'll fly to the past. Dost thou remember, love, 
Those gentle moonlights, when my fond guitar 
Was regular, as convent vesper hymn. 
Beneath thy lattice, sometimes the light dawn 
Game stesling on our voiceless intercourse, 
Soft in Its grey and filmy atmosphere ? 



£ian. Oh yes, oh yest— Therell be a dawn to- 
morrow ' 
Will steal upon us.— Then, oh then— 

Faz. Oh, think not on't !— 
And thou remember'st too, that beauteous evening 
Upon the Arno; how we sail'd along, 
And laugh'd to see the stately towers of Florence 
Waver and dance in the blue depth beneath us. ' 
How carelessly thy unretiring hand 
Abandon'dits soft whiteness to my pressure? 
Bian. Oh, yes! To-morrow evening, if thota 

close 
Thy clasping hand, mine will not meet it 

then— 
Thou'lt only grasp the chill and senseless earllL 
Fat. Thou busy, sad remembrancer of evill— 
How exqaisitely happy have we two 
Sate in the dusky and discoloured Ilj^t, 
That flickered through our shaking lattice bars ! 
Our children at our feet, or on our laps, 
Warm in theb^ breathing slumbers, or at play 
With rosy laughter on their cheeks ! — Oh> 

God!— 
Blaoea, Buch a flash 'of - thought crosB*d o*er 

me. 
I dare not speak it 

Bian. Quick, my Fazio t 
Quick, let me have't— to-7norrotr thod'H not speak- 

it 
Faz. Oh, what a life must theirs ■ be, those poor 

innocents 1 
When they have grown up to a sense of soi^ 

row— ^ 

Oh what a feast will there be for ru'de misery! ' 
Honest men's boys and girls, whene'er they 

mingle, 
Will spum them with the black and branded Htle^ 
" The murderer's children :" Infamy will pin 
That pestilent label on their backs; the pls^e- 

spot 
Will bloat and blister on them till their death- 
beds; 
And if ihey beg— for beggars they must be— . 
They'll drive them from their doors with cruel 

jeers 
Upon my. liches, villanonsly style them 
"The children of Lord Fazio, the philosopher." 
Bian. To-morrow will the cry begin,— to-nwr- 

row — 
It milBt not be, and I s!t idle here! 
Fazto, there must be in this wide, wide city, 
Piercing and penetrating eyes for truth, 
Souls not too proud, too cold, too stem for 

mercy. 
I'll hunt them out, and swear them to our spr- 

vice. 
I'll raise up something — oh, I know not what— 
Shall boldly startle the rank air of Flprence 
With proclamation of thy innocence. 
I'll raise the dead! I'll conjure up the ghost 
Of that old rotten thing, Bartolo; make it 
Ory out I' the marketplace, "Thou didst not slay 

him." 
Farewell, farewell 1 If in the walls of Florence 
Be anything like hope or comfort, Fazio, 
I'll clasp it with such strong and steadfast arms, 
I'll drag it to thy dungeon, and make laugh 
This silence with strange uncouth sounds of 

joy. 

SCENE IL^A Street. 
Enter FALSETTO, DANDOLO, PHILABIO.. 
Fal. Good Signior DandoH here's a prodigal 

waste 
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6f my fair speeches tb the eage philosopher. 
I counted on &t least a two months* diet, 
Besides stray boon&ot harses, rings, and jewela 

Dan. Oh, my Falsetto, a coat of my fashion 
Gome to the wheel !— It wrhigs my -yery heart, 
To fancy how the seams will crack, or haply 
The hangman will be seen in't ! —That I should 

live 
To he purveyor of the modes to a hangman ! 

JSnter BIANGA. 

.Blum. They pass me by on the other side of the 
street; 
They Bpttm me from their doors ; they load the 

air 
With curses that are flung on me; the Palace, 
The Ducal Palace, that should aye be open 
. To Toice of the distress'd, as is God's heaven, 
Is ring'd around with grim and armed savages. 
That with their angry weapons smite me back, 
As though I came with fire in my hand, to 

bum 
The royal walls : the children in the streets 
Break off their noisy gajnes to hoot at me ; 
And the dogs from the porches howl me on. 
Bat here's a snccour. {To Falsetto.J Oh, good sir, 

thy friend. 
The man thou feastedst with but yesterday, 
He to whose motion thou wast a true shadow. 
Whose hand rain'd gifts upon thee— he, I mean, 
' Fazio, the bounteous, free, and liberal Fazio- 
He's wrongfully accused, wrongfully doom'd : 
I swearto thee 'tis wrongfully —Oh, sir, 
An eloquent honey-droppiog tongue like thine. 
How would ft garnish up his innocence, 
Tin jnstloe would grow amorous, and embraee it! 
FcU. Sweet lady, thou o'ervahiest iny poor 
powers :— 
Any thing in reason to win so much loveliness 
TO smile on me. — But this were wild and futile. 
Bkm. In reason P—'Tis to save a human life— 
Is not that in the spacious realm of reason?— 
Kind sir, there's not a prayer will mount hereafter 
Heavenward from us or our poor children's Bpe, 
But in it thy dear name will lise embalm'd : 
And prayers have power to cancel many a sin, 
That clogs and flaws our base and corrupt nature. 
Foi. Hethinks, good Dandolo, 'tis the hour we 
owe 
* Attendance at the lady Portia's toilette.— 
Any 'coinmision in our way, fair lady ? 

Am. Oh, yes ! I'm ever indispensable there 
As is her looking glass.— 
- Bian. Biotous madness! 

To waste a breath (Detaining them.) upon such thin- 
blown bubbles 1 
Why thou didst cling to him but yesterday, 
As 'twere a danger of thy life to part from him ; 
Didst swear it was a sin in Providence 
He was not bom a prince.— (?b Dan.) And thou, 

slr.thoa— ^ 

Chains, sir. In May— it is a heavy wear ; 
Hard and nnseemingly, a rud% weight of iron.— 
Faugh ! cast ye off this shape and skin of men ; 
Te st«in it, ye pollute it— be the reptiles 
Ye are. — (To PhU.) And thou, sir— t know in whose 

porch 
He hired thee to troll out thy^Isome ditties: 
I know whose dainty ears were last night ban- 
queted 
With the false harlotry of thy riclvalrs. 

PhO. I do beseech thee, lady, judge me not 
80 harshly. In the state, Heaven knows I'm 
powerless— 



.lOOd 
I could remove yon palace walls, as soon 
As alter his sad doom. But if to visit htan* 
To tend him with a soft, crfBcions zeal, 
Waft the wild magic of mine art around him, 
Making the chill and lazy dungeon air 
More smooth, more gentle to the trammell'd breath- 
ing:— 
All that I can I will, to make his misery 
Slide from him light and airily. 

Bian. Wilt thou? 
Why then there's hope thedevU hath not all Flo- 
rence. 
Go— go I— I oannot pohit thee ont the way : , 
Mine eyes are cloudy; it is the first rain 
Hath dew'd them, since— since when I cannot tell 

thee. 
Oo— go!— 

[Exeunt Philario and DandMo, 

One effort more— and if I fail / 

But by the inbred and instinctive tenderness 
That mingles with the life of womanhood, 
I cannot fail— a^d then, thoa grim to-morrow, 
ril meet thee with a bold and unblench'd front 

iEzit. 
SOENE in.—Palaee of Aldabella. 
Enter ALDABELLA. 

Aid. Fazio in prison I Fazio doom'd to die I— 
I was too hasty ; should have fled, and bashfully 
Beckoned him after ; lured him, not seized on hln^ 
Proud Aldabella a poor robber's paramour I 
Oh, it sounds dismal! Florence must not hear it<^ 
And sooth, bis thne is brief to descant on it— 

Entmr BIANOA. 
And who art thon, thus usherless and unbidden 
Scarest my privacy ? 

Bian. (Aside.) I must not spea'k yet ; 
For if I do, a curse will clog my ntteraiice. 

Aid. Nay, stand not with thy pale lips quivering 
nothings- 
Speak out, and freely. 

Bian. There is one— 
Fie, fie upon this choking in my throat- 
One thou didst love,— Gh-aldi Fazio ;— 
One who loved thee,— Giraldi Fazio.— 
He's doom'd to die, to die to^morroW morning ; 
And lo, 'tis eve already!— 

Aid. He is doom'd?— 
Why, then, tiie man must die. 

Bian. Nay, gentle lady, 
Thou'rthigh-bom, rich, andbeantirnh the prince, 
The prime of Florence wait upon thy smiles, 
Like sunflowers on the golden light they love ; 
Thv lips have such sweet melody, 'tis hung upon 
Till silence is an agony. Did it plead 
For one condemn'd, but oh, most Innocent, 
'Twould be a music th' air would fall in love with, 
And never let it die till it had won 
Its honest purpose. 

Aid. What a wanton waste 
Of idle praise is here ! 

Bian. Nay, think, oh, Alnk, 
What *tis to give again a forfeit life ; 
Ay, such a life as Fazio's! Frown not en me t 
Thou think'st that he's a murderer— 'tis all false ; 
A trick of Fortune, fancifully cruel. 
To cheat the world of such a life as Fazio's. 

Aid Frivolous and weak : I could not if I would. 

Bian. Nay, but I'll lure thee with so rich a 
boon— 
Heai>»hear, and thon art won. If thoa dost save 

. him. 
It is but just ho should be saved for thee. 
I give him thee— Bianca— I, his wife— 
I pardon all that has been, all that maybe— 
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Oh, I will fM tby htmdmald; he bq fiatieat— 

Calmly, contentedly, and sadly patient-* 

And if ye see a pale or envions motion 

Upon my cheek, a quivering on my lips. 

Like to complaint* then strike him dead before 

me. 
Thou Bhalt enjoy all— all that I enjoy'd:— 
His love, bis life, his sense, hia soul be thine ; 
And I wiU bless thee, in my misery bless thee. 
Aid. What aaist Is on thy wild and wandering 

eyop? 
Enow*st thoa to whom and where thon play'st the 

raver? 
T, Aldabello, whom thft amorous homSfge 
or rival lords and princes stir no more* 
Than the light passing of the common air— 
I, Aldftbella, when my Toice night make 
Thrones render up their statetet to my eervfoe— 
Stoop to the sordM sweepings of a prison ? 

Bicui. Froud>lipp6d woman, ear^i's inost gor- 
geous sovereignB 
Were worthless of my Fazio I Foolish woman, 
Thou cast* St a jewel off I The proudost lord 
That ever rerell'd in thy unchsste arms 
Was a swarth gaUey-sktve to Fazio. 
Ah, me! ah, met e'en I, his lawful wife. 
Eiiow't itot more truly, certa&ily than tibon.. 
Hadstthou loved him, I had pardon'd, pitied thee ; 
We two had sat, all cold, palely sad ; 
Dropping, like statues on a fountain side, 
A pure, a silent, and eternal dew. 
Hadst thou oirtwept me, I had lovsd Ibee forV- 
And that were easy, for l*m stony here. 

(Putting htr hand to her tffts.) 

Aid. Ho, there I to th' hospital for the lunatics ! * 
Fetch succour for this poor distradght— 

Bian. What said I? 
Oh, pardon me, I name not to .upbraid thee** 
Think, think— 1*11 whisper it, I'll not betray thee 
The air's a tell-tale, and the walls ate li8tenp>rs; 
Think what a change 1 Last night within thy 

chamber, 
(I'll not say in thy arms; for that displeases thee, 
And sickens me to utter,) and to-night 
Upcn a prison pallet^ straw, hard straw ; 
For eastern perfumes, the rank, noisome air; 
For gentle harpings, shrilly clanking chalAs; 
Nay, turn not off : the worst is yet to come. 
To-morrow at his waking, for thy face 
Languidly, lovingly down drooping o'er him. 
The scarr'd and haggard executioner I . 

Ald» {Turning away.) There is a dizzy trembling 
in mine ^e; t 

Bat I must dry the foolish dew for shame. 
Well, what is it to me? I slew him Hot; 
Nay, nor denounbed him to the judgment-seat 
I but de^)ase myself to Jnid free hearing 
To such coarse fancies. I must hence to-nigbl^ 
I feast the lords of FloEroiee. 

'[EtiL 

Bian. 0%ey're all lies: 
Things done with in some far and distant plane^ 
Or offscum of some dreamy poet's brain, . . 

All tales of hubian goodness I Or they're legends 
Left us of some good old forgotten time, 
£ro harlotry became a qneenly sin. 
And housed in palaces. Oh, earth's so crowded 
With Vice, that If strange Vhrtue stray abroad, 
They hoot it from them like a thing accurst 
Fazio, my Fazio I bat weHl laugh at them : 
We will not stay upon their wiekied soil. 
E'en thovgh they sue ns not to die and leavB thepi. 

fExit. 



SCENE it.— IWtb'i ffouk 

Enter BIANOA. 

Bian. Ah, what a fierce and frantic coll is here. 
Because the sun must shine on one man less! 
rm sick and weary ; my feet drag along, 
why must I trail, like a scotch'd serpent hither ? 
Here to this house, where all things l^eatbe <fi 

Fazio? 
The air tastes of him; Hie walls Whisper of him. 
Oh, I'Utobedl tobedl-r^Whi^tftDd ItfaMe? 
Fazio, my fond, my gentle, fervent Fazio ? 
No }-*-^Cold stones are his eonch, haxshlroa hats 
Curtain his slumbers— oh, no, no,— I have it^ 

Be is in Aldabella's arms. Out on't4 . 

Fie, fle I— that's rank, that's noisomel— I remeot- 

ber— ^. , 

Our children— av, my children— Fazio's c)iildre«. 
^Twas my thoughts' burthen as I came along. 
Were it not wise to bear them off with us ^ 

Away from this cold world I Why should fre ttreea 

up 
iMore sinners for the Devil to prey npon ? . . 

There's one a boy— some strumpet will exiiac« 

him. 
And make him wear her loathsome Mwtw* 
The other a girl: if she be ill, she'll ^nk 
Spotted to death ; she'll be ah Aldabella : 
If she be chaste, she'll be a wretch like mo, 
A jealous wretch, a frantic guUty wretch.— 
No, no : they must not live, they must notUv^I. . 
[Exit into a bad chamber. After « pause <A« 

returns. 
It will not bo, it will not be— they woke ^ 

As though e'en in their sleep ikey telt nj 

■ presence; 
And then they smiled ui>on me fondly, playfully. 
And stretch'd their rosy fingers to sport with me : 
The boy did arcn his eyebrows, so like Fazio, 
Though my soul wish'd that God would take ttiein 

to him, 
Th»t they were 'scaped this misetabkwortdK. 
I could but kiss them ; and, when I had jkisMd 
• them. 

J could as soon have leaped op to the moon, 
(As speok'd or soil'd their alabaster skinjp. 
AVild Oiat I ami Take them t' another ^rorld-^ 
As though I, I, my husband's murderess, 
In the dread separation of &e dead, 
■Should meet again those spotless innocents 1 
Oh, htwJ ^^7 l-*they wi(l hut know jto-morrow 
'By the renewal of the soft, warm ^ylight 

ACT V. 

SCENE L'-A Street. Morning l^UighL 

Enter BIANOA. 

Bian. Where have 1 been ?— I Wve not been at 
rest; 



There's yet the stir of motion In my lim)^ 
Oh, I remember, twJ^B a hideous strife 
Within my brain: I felt that all was hopeleML • 
Tet would not credit it« aod X set forth . , . 
To tell my Fazio so, and dared not front him 
With tmSbL cold comfort Then a mist eaioe o*er 

me, 
And something drove me on, and on, and on. 
Street after street each blacker than the otilifir, 
And a bine. axe did sbhnmer through the glooms 
Its fleiy edg)B did waver to and fro ; 
And there were Infants* voices, faint and. wailing: 
That panted after me. I knew, I fled them : 
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Tot oonld not ohoose bat fly. And fh«n, oh, then, 
I fpBia»tk4'8«atfa>ttwilb^««arMEii «i^n«M, 
jamMf«1n InjiriMii^'fi&lr ft 1M« 4MpIy - 
And beftntifnlly black— no speck ofiUitht I 
Ai^ lWkSf€fMdli t6Amom\H6 hopM 
TgktXit ^tiKClftpt for 0vei*, rajfglf^ plftce 
f q fh'horHhle to-monvw.'— Ha^ las ther^! 
rrm ilM grey morning light aches in mine eyes- 
It is that morrow I Hot—Took out! look out! 

With what a hateful and unwonted swiftness ' 
Xi scares n&y comfortalile flarkness from me^f- 
Fool tljiat I am I Tve lost the few brief hours 
Yet left me ortny Fazio !— Oh, away I 
Away to Mm f— a way r 

^ • ' {Exit. 

80BNS If^.—TIte, Prison— toiaXl'^ dark^ exc^ a 
' dcrmp. ' ' ' 

Fm. I thank thee : Hwas a melancholy hymn, 
Bat [Soft and toothing as the gale of eVe, 
The gide whose flowcr-sweefhreathnomore 8h%U 

pasBo'^rme. ' ^ - 

Oh, what a gentle ministrant is mu^lo 
To piety— to tocAW, to penifent piety !♦ 
Oh. itglTQis iffiWtfage to the tardy prayer 
TOM Mifes ili^tiJlaay earthly air, • 
And melts with it to heaven. ~—Tb die; 'tis 

' 'dreary; • • ' 

To die a Tillaha's death, that'9 yet a pang. 
Bat It iijnst down :' thare so isteep'd my soul 

I the biftet* ashes of true penitehce, 



"^^ 



X they have put on a delicious sayonr, 
id'aff fa halcyon quiet, all within. 



Bianoft I where^s-she ? Why^ comes she not ^ 
Yet I do almcst wish her notto conie,' 
L^t sli» again enamour me of life. 
Phil Hast thou iio ohar|;« to' her, no fond be- 
• 'qn«M9 ■,..'. ' 

iftahAmofle iittie by w^ hearing i^ 

Feu. Oh, yea! obt yesl I.b«v,» bar pifitnre here: 
Tha* I bad seen it ^ on^ hoi^r of qiy lifo^ 
Ik 4ldabeUa'8 arms had it loolfea 6n me, 
l8nou4.bav6 had one sin less to repent of; 
rm loth the eoarse and vulgar e:[^ecutloner 
it witu' his foul gripe, or pasa 
^_,j upon it— Give It her- 
jr«^ the piciurz he draws ouf <on^ gol4^ on 
vhvMMhoUwi/Jk great o^^rl^ym^an^ 
choly. 

I, tonS^. it. noM— •t^ v^pmopa^ 'tjf ylj?©- 
fouB r 

In e£^||E^b{«fe)l!; ijFomb-oh, plunge % J)l>"^«9 H 

. q»P. 
Deep, darkl or if a devil be abroad, 
Giroijij to him, to bear it whence ii came^ 
To its own native helL 'Oh ! no, no, no ! 
He must not l^e it : (or with it hell betray 
Hore men, mor^ noble spirits than Lucifer 
Drew ^wn from heaven. This yellow pestilence 
liftic^ WAJsIa VKj J^en ; made a gaudy bird of me, 
Wig WQfi temptation's silken nets to snare. 
JlH^reBt'in to us—Sin cajiQe with it -Misery 
Dogg^ its' foul footsteps— ever-deep'uing Sin, 
And^i^fff-dark'ning Misery. Fhilario, 

Aw&j wi(h itl^wayl (.TaJta the fkture.) Here's 

fairer gazing. 
^on wouldst not think these /smooth and smiling 



fS?t*T?Sl 



^ . I away a life— a husband^s Hfa. 

^ 9^ I X tecl ^ way Ip sin— I wronged b^rs 



Yet Heaven be witness, though I wronged her 

loved>'hcr, 
E*eai in iny beart of hearts 

iirf«r BIANCA. 

Bkm. WboTathfttBtenca, 
That's loved so deeply ? Fazio, Fazio, Fazio, 
ItisthatfHorroir/ 

Fag, Nay, look cheeringly : 
It may be God doth punish in this world 
T6 spare hereafter. 

iSian. Fazio, set me loose ! • - 

Thou clasp*st thy mardereas. 

Fat. No, it is my love. 
My wife, my children's mother I Pardon me, 

Bianca; but thy children III not see them: 

For on the wax of a soft infant's memory 
Things horribltf sink deep, and ate^niy setUe. 
I would not have them, in their after-days, 
Oheriflh the imige of their wretehed tatheir 
In fh« eold dftrktMOB of a prison-house. 
Oh, if they ask thee of their father, tell them 
That be l» dead; but say not how. 

Stan. No, no— ' 
Not t^ them, liAt their mother murdered him. 

Faz. But are tttey well, my love? 

Aten. What, had I freed them 
From this drear villains' earth, sent them before 

ttS, 

Leat wa should miss them in another WQrId» 

And so be fetter'd by a egld regret 

Of this sad sunshine ? ^i 

Faz. Oh, thou hast not be«n ' 

So wild a rebel to the will of God I 
If that thou haat^ ' 'twill maka< my passionate 

arms, 
lliat ring theet' round so fondly, drop off from 

. tbee 
Like sere and withered ivyt make my farewell 
Spoken in such shffOcate and distempered tone. 
'Twillsound more like— * ' 

Bian. They live, thank God, they live I 
I should not ratfl^ thee with such ianta^ies : 
BttV there have be^h auoli 'hideous thingl^ around 

me. 
Some whispering met, soi^e dragging me ; I've 

Nqt half a moment's cabn tfaice last we parted, 
^O exqnirite, so gentle, tm thfs noWw 
I could sleep on thy bosom, Fazio. ' 

Be-€nter ANTONIO. 

Ant. Prisoner, 
'Thine hour is come. 

Bian. It is not morning yet— 
Where is the twilieht tftat 'should ush^r Itf 
Where is the sun. that should com6 golden 01^? 
Unfavoured liar, to come prate of morning, 
With tMr(^light in thy hand to scare the dark- 
ness. 

Ant. Thou dost forget; day's li^l^t np'er pie^Qeth 
here; 
The sun hath kindled up the open air. 

Bian* I say, 'ti^ but an hour gince it was even- 
ing, 
A dreary, measureless and mourijful hour, 
Yet bat an hour. 

Faz. I will obey thee, oflQcor! 
Yet but a word— Bianca, 'tis a strange one-^ 
Oans't thoi) endure it, dearest ? Aldabella— 

BiatL Ourseher! 

Faz. Peace, peace! — 'tis dangerous; sinners* 
curses ' ••-»■■ 

piuck them *>T^n tenfpldfroiR tb« {wgry heavena 
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Upon the oaner*8 head. Beseech thee, peftoe ! 
Forgive her<*for thy Fado's aolce, foislTe her. 
Man, Any thing not to think on her— Not 

They ehaU not kiU thee— by my faith they ahaU 

not! 
1*11 olasp mine arms so closely ronnd thy neck, 
That the red axe shall hew them off, ere shred 
A hair of thee : I will so mingle with thee. 
That they shall strike at random, and perchance 
Set me free lirst— 

(79k« bOl ioundiy A«r gratp relaxes, and she 
itands torpid. Fazio kisses her, which she 
does fM>< seem to be conscious of.) 

Feu* Farewell, farewell, farewell!— 
She does not feel, she does not feel! Thank 

hearen. 
She does not feel her Fazio's last, last kiss 1— 
One other l-i-oold as stone— sweet, sweet as rosea, 

[Exit 
Bkm. (Stofoly reentering.) Gone, gonel— he is not 
air yet, nor thin spirit I— 
He should not glide away— he is not goilty«- 
Te murder and not execute. Not guilty 1 

iExitj followed by FhUano- 



FAZIO. 

I know it->'twa« his favoorlte phrase of lore— 
Ttc heard it many a time myself— 'twas raptu- 
rous; 
That mild, that musical voice is frozen now : 
The neck whereon thy arms did hang so tenderly^ 
There's blood upon it, blood— I tell thee, blood. 
Dost thou hear that ? is thy brain fire to hear it ? 
Mine is, mine is, mine is. 

J>uif, 'Tis Fazio's wife ? 

Bian. It is not Fazio's wife. Haye the dead 
wives? 



SCENE UL^A magni/keta €tpartment 4n thepataee 
of AldabeU€t''e9enf appearance of a ball prolonged 
till morning. 

JDUKE, LOBDS, FALSETTO, DANDOLO, and 
ALDABELLA, discovered. 

IMce. *Tis late, 'tis late; the yellow morning 

light 
Streams in upon our sick and waning lamps. 
it was a Joouid night : but good my f dends, 
The sun reproves our lingering revelry; 
And, angiy at our scorning of his state, 
Will shine the slumber from our heavy eyes. 
Ckm, There's one, my liege, will sleep more calm 

than we: 
But now I heard the be^ with iron tongue 
Speak out unto the still and common air 
The death-stroke of the murderer, Fazio, 
Zhite. So, lady, fare thee well : our gentlest 

thanks 
For thy fair entertaining.— Ha ! what's that? 

EnUr BIANOA, followed by PHIL ABIO. 

Bian. Ha! ye've been dancing^ dancing— so have 
I: 
But mine was heavy music, slow and solemn— 
A bell, a bell : my thick blood roU'd to it. 
If y heart swung to and fro, a dull, deep motion. 

(Seeing Arabella.) 
'TIS thou, 'tis thou!— I came to tell thee something 

Aid. {Alarmed and shrieking.) Ah, me! ah, me! 

Bian. Nay, shrink not— I'll not kill thee : 
For if I do, I know, in the other world, 
Thou'lt shoot between me and my richest joys.— 
Thou Shalt stay here— I'U have him there— all— all 
of ^^"*- 

Duke. "What means the wild-hair'd maniac? 

Bian. {Moving him aside.) By and by— 

(To Aldabella.) 
I tell thee, that warm cheek thy lips did stray on 
But yesternight^ 'tis cold and colourless: 
The breath, that stirred among the jetty locks, 
"niat was such incense to thee* it is fled : 
The Toice, that c»U'd thee then hlQ soul of egcd— 



Ay, ay, my liege; and I know thee, and welI-« 
Thou art the rich-robed minister of the laws. 
Fine laws! rare laws! most equitable laws ! 
Who robs his neighbour of his yellow dust, 
Or his bright sparkling stones, or such gay tnuih. 
Oh, he must die, die for the public good. 
And if one steal a husband from his vrife. 
Do dive into her heart for its best treasure. 
Do rend asunder whom heaven link'd in one-- 
Oh. they are meek, and merciful, and milky— 
'Tis a trick of human frailty— Oh, fine laws I 
Bare laws! most equitable laws 1 

Duke. Poor wretch. 
Who is it thus hath wrong'd thee ? 

Bian. (To the Duke.) Come thou here. 

(The others crowd (wound her. JShe sayi (• 
^Usetlot 
Get back, get back : the god that thou ador'st, 
Thy god is dead, thou pUif ul idolator I 

(To Dandolo^sheunng her dress.) 
I know they are coarse and tatter'd— Get thee 
back. 

(To the Duke.) 
I tell thee, that rich woman— she-— My liege, 
I'U speak anon— my lips do cling together. 
There's dust about my tongue— I oannot move it. 

2)uke. H<^ there ! some wine ! 

Bian. Thank thee, 'tis moist-I thank thee! 

(As she raises the goblet to her ;^, the stes 
Aldab^la, and dashes it away.) 
Her lips have been upon it— 111 have none on't 

Aid. My liege, thou wilt not hearken to the. tale 
Of a mad woman, venting her sick fancies 
Upon a lady of my state and honour I 

Duke. Lady, there is one state alone, that holds 
Above the range of plumed and restless justice * 
Her throned majesty— the state of virtue. 
Poor sad distraught, speak on. 

Bian. I am not mad. 
Thou smooth-lipp'd slanderer I I have been mad. 
And then my words come vague^ and looser Md 

broken; 
But now, there's mode and measure in my speech. 
I'll hold my brain ; and then I'll tell nliy tale 
Simply and clearly, Fazio, my poor Fazio- 
He murdered not— he found Bartolo dead ; 
The wealth did shine in his eyes— and he wa^ 

dazzled. 
And when that he was gaily gilded up^ 
She, she, I say— nay, keep away from her. 
For she hath witchcraft all-round her— she 
Did take him to her chamber. Fie, my liege ! 
What should my husband in her chamber? then. 
Ay— then, 1 madden'd.— Hark I hark! hark!<»> 

the bell. 
The bell that I set knolllng— hark— Here, her^ 
Massy and cold it strikes— Here, hera 

(Cloi^g her forehead^ 

Gon. Sad woman! 
Tear me not bo piteously thy disorder'd hair! 

liian, I do uo^ tear my hair: t)iere Bhoold t)0 
pain 
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If tiiftt I did; bat all my pain's within. 

(With her hand to fur batom.) 

It win not break, it will not break-^*tl8 iron. 

Jhtte. If ttaia be true— 

FhiL My liege, it is the tale 
That Faado told me ere he died. 

Bian. Ay, sir. 
The dying lie not— he, a dying man, 
Lied not- and I, a dying woman, lie noti 
For I Bhall die, spite of this iron here. 

Duke. (ToAldabela.) There is confession in thy 
gnilty cheeks. 
Thou high-bom baseness! beantifal deformity! 
Dishonoured honour !— How hast thou discredited 
All that doth fetter admiration's eye, 
And made us out of love with loyeliuess! 
I do condemn thee, woman, by the warrant 
Of this my ducal dtodem, to put on thee 
The rigid convent YOWB : there bleach anew 
Thy snlUed breast; there temper thy rank blood ; 
Lagr ashes to thy sonl $ swathe thy hot skin 



In sackcloth ; and God give thee length of days, 
T''atona» by this world's misery, this world's sin. 

lExU Aldabflta. 

Bian. Bless thee, Heaven bless theel—Yet it 
must not be. 
My Fazio said we must forgive her— Fazio 
Said so: and all he said Is best and wisest. 
Duke. She shall have her desert: aught more to 

ask of us ? 
ilAw. Mychildren-thou'lt protect them— Oh, my 
liege; 
Make them not rich : let them be poor and honest. 
Duke. I will, I wUl. 
iRon. Why, then. 'Us time, 'tis time: 
And thou belle v'st ne is no murderer? 

{Duke botu aueuL) 

Thon^lt lay me near him, and keep her away from 

as. 
It breaks, it breaks, it breakJi»^it is not iron. 

IDies 
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Enter LOUISE. 

Lou, My good Balph 

{Rum to him. MeUi and sailors draw bdek to 
their post.) 

BaL Have you passed a good night, dear wife ? 

Lou. No, I haye had frightful dreams. 

Ral How pale you look! 

Lou. Look at me, dear Balph^have yon not some 
bad news to communicate ? 

Rdl. On the contrary, we are almost at the end 
of this long YOj^ge. 

Zoti. Thank ProTidence! 

Ral. And in a few days you will embraoe year 
mother and your brother. You will corer your 
Diana with kisses, and our two children will sleep 
near ns in the same cradle. 

Lou. How could I leave my child— confide her to 
ftiiQth«r'8 oir«--roip»Mi aepaf«te4 (f r thfve fMwi 
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AOTL 
SCENE I.— The deck of a ship of tkt time of Louis 

XIV. 
BALPH DE LASCOUBS, Chi^ Mate, and Sailors 
discovered, 
RdL What sail have we made in the night ? 
Mate. But UtUe, captain. 

E4a. The wind seems good this morning, increase 
the sail 

Mate. {Commanding.) Hoist the small sails. {After 
a pause.) All on deck. 

. (Quartermaster's VBhixde^manmuiort of saOe.) 
Hal The course is fine, and before the end of the 
week we shall be in Mexico. {Raising his voice.) 
Sailon of the TTrani% to morrow, if the weather 
does not change, we shall sight Acapol^o. ^Oj nay 
tf»yo f ^irs, eoors^ 194 lnof^ 
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i am V6t7 gnlliy, ftnd I fear Heaven will ponish met if snoli be tM ease^ did jcn beofXae a ttflor. Wtay 



as a bad molliet*. 

Shi. Teiiatiadfiibtiiif,inyLoa{Ml 

Lou. Tea, I ought not to have t^ Diana la 
Mexico^ WMft We aatred for Franoe. 

Rat Lodiae, yon are onieasocKtbre, cod yen 
griete tte. ^ 

Lou. Wbatwonld you have? I re^eatr I fear. 
Oli» If I IkadVettr ^e on -diis terrible ooean vll I 
loved in Chel(rorid, I should not fees either tem- 
pest&orMb^piwi^ckk; death itself would have had 
no ^ower ov<»r Inev/for wotOA it not strike oe aU to- 
g^tk&. diit it bi-ettka my beart to thtok tt we found 
a gtKvb in meee waterb. we ebould leave npon 
eartb, Hitliotat KbeHer, wltbevt enstenioiae, * poor 
little eiff^ Wko would tiot even remdmtwr ne. 
Thie tha«Mtt drfVni tte mad. 

R»L %}& yaimiia, I entiyit^ wifb. 

L^. 1^ <BlSfi4 i my child t 

Rdil mH» #Mp then, de«eil^ bot let tt be «pon 

LoitJiSiajfti, t (im earn ybu mwrn/tk j^<nufielf air 
well for not taking our child to France. 

Ral, Oonldt'ffoea B^ect-idioiild ire hbt have 
been jgiiiKy V> es^e so delicate a child to the fk- 
tlgne at ^ 1<^ aToyagei It waa wiser to leave her 
totfaeeM'«rjrob1* ta<$lihl9r, Madame de Theriilge, 
aawebil.'ybaAe.,. ^ , 

Zofr. Ah! weiit(ehtiiotloha*vei<KrttfeiIea 

R^f. T<A^ fi^et llhftt the futui% Welfarb of «w 
dbtldteft depetidpd on this voyage. 

Lov. Pkrada me, dear, noble hittbkid: yon have 
acted i|S a Ifood father and an honeiA man. My 
fooliA fbttn ttrai;otie— and when your lovtng arm is 
thus round me, 1 hope and believe in a hapjiy future. 

Ral. Then yok lAre no longer kileving^ 

Lou. No. no ; I love yon and I am hap{^. 

Ral. That is right. But Where ia Martto ? 

Loii. I do not know. 

XShe goix ioicardi a ffroup of $ctffors 'o^ iWc 
"btak, (MS i-etums Tiurrtedry to Jt^fj^A.) 

Rat. Sbei8doifl>|lesswitkherifrien4^araba&, 

Lou. ifMpertnfflm' voice.) Toll m<e, if yon are sure 
oi the Meaty of y^ux crew. 

jua. why do you ask? . , 

LoM. Because several time& ji;nt now even, i| 
seemed to me there was an evil look in Che ucea of, 
some of the ipen. 

Ral Why. this is childish, love. 

Lou. On, I am not wrong. Yesterday the |if aster 
Caipenter pneh^ me on one aide aa he passed witli- 
out DiQWing or oegging me to excuse, wlu^t seemed 
at flnt his harry. It was an intentional insult. 

Ral ilj dear wife, you are dreaming, surely. 
finflgr BAAABAS, ipUh MARTHA. 
Oome^ lie doee'ndt look very terrible. 

Bar. Teur servant) eaptaln-^ood momin?, ma- 
dam. (Sits andpla^s with Martha.) 

Ral Ton denH seemto shudder at his appearance. 

Lou. (Laitphing.) V,OGt Barabas. 

Rak Oeme%ere4 Barabas. 

Rar. iStttnck and^tntet.) Present, csMaiiL 

Rat wrebas, do you lovfe that chfldf 

Bar. Ix>ve her, captain— do I love herl She who 

rslls my nose and pinches my eara (Rubs his ears.) 
shoublfhinkldid. 

Lou. And if she was in danger, yob would d^e&d 
her, would yon not? — 

Bar. (With vehemence.) Wlttt my heaTt*tt blood. 
(ffetitatetj But, but— 
Lou. But what? 

Bar. It is that I am afraid of being afnid. 
Rat Ton, yoo fear ! You must be joking. Why, 



not have remained on dtore ? 

Bar. I was afraid of the oarriagee. 

Rat And why did not those whd ^piew you to be 
.BUoh a ooward, try to prevent ydu otaoosing such a 
hazardous career? 

Bar. SO they did ; mf xmole BdRaineaat a famoer 
at Nanterre, from whence I caon, WifiMed;«> keep 
!me away, and tried to do so byforqsL The day 
before I left for Dvnkirk he %6t«ame'netghhoiin 
and eight of bis mte to atop asedb; the crond. Siifty 
were Armed With grebt stioka I wta. ariadfitti|r 
afraid when I taw tbem, and wanted io Ufeeetad 
scratch them. I am not myseif^ciiptain, whenl 
get frigfttened; I beoove a loAl tiger^ adJ thrflor 
myself Intp the midst of .*tham. I hit on. the t^» 
hand, kicked on the lbft«.I fHivw twiO.oA Ibe 
gromid-^I bniAe'!ih& nose «f a tfaird-«»hiiddKed «at 
tWo of my hncle's&etk, the eeet oaiL awam.and S 
walked qoietfy to Ddnkiric BdtlwasdraadAiily 
atnUdth&tmoratog. . 

MeU.^-aa1lotnr»^§M8n 

Ral Tbe crew's breakfhat belL 

Mtdr. I shall stay with Barabaa 

Rat Attd yon, Louise, ^1 preside at ttieUrnkfaM 
of the crew. 

Lou. No, let«sve^)eruie those predidtas letters in 
which !mygeod mother has sent m aocomatft of onr 
Diana. (To Barabas.) Do not leave her an falrtaal. 

Air. Sely%tpbn m^, madam. 

Ral. (To the Sditm.) Before a WeA fane'paesed 
tbe jCrnmiawiU be anchomd oC Aoapnleo, 4o gebd 
appetite and double rations to each nuEn: 

Some Saitors. Long live tiM captain 1 

Lou. (Low to Raljph.) Did you notlee Onl^ k few 
oheendyott. 

Ral. Come, come, my darling. [Thty txeunt 

Ut JSat This is not longer biscuit, It is ll£at. . 

2nd Sai. The rats won't eat It. It 1e thde w 
weremport. 

Med. Qottble lutloils. (Looks tonttimtuduai^ at 
Stjkv^uThe (Captain's generosity xsosts hfan Httie. 

Bar. Don't make siaeh a fuss, ^eiytbin^ls good 
to an hhttgiy miin. When I'm- hmigry I ooaSI eat» 
a ootmoh, eantaie knd aU. Pass me your Ibavbags, 
Mr. Facomie. Qet less dainty against yobr nesS* 
Tfiiyagk iSaffors nitTmWJ 

iu Sm. I will eat no more of this stair. 

2iN(/6rft<. NorL 

(Theg throw ttwry thiir MmmY, stvertHSaa^rs 
imUatethtniL) 

Med. Patience, comrades, and onr deltveMr will 
fliiircompllsh all I have promised ia his ttome. 

let Sai. When wfU this finish ? 

MM. Let lAie master act- watt for the signal 

Some Sailers. We are 'ready. 

Med. I count npon them. We shall havb the 
gl«ater force. 

9rd Sai. Llsidh, Medoe. That tale you told us 
yeBferday about the fields and rivers at goid, 
though it walb not trae, was very pleateit ; my ears 
tingle with the recollection of it 

Med. And if it were tnie ? 

9rd 8lti. It's not possible. 

Med. Look before yoa->look eamestly. Do ybti 
see tbe land? 

Brd Sai. No. 

Med. Suppose, then, that yon saw it- 

SrdSitu Well 

Med. Suppose Still more—that upon that shofrb 
there are mountains of sovereigns. 

9rdSaL Well! 

Med. Whatwooldyolidof 

3rd Sat I would go and fill my pockets with them 
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' 3f6i. That's natoral enough, hnt if MonsteTxr de 
lascoim ol^eoted to lt» and commanded Uiat the 
▼easel should be steered in an opposite coarse to 
that shore, what would you do f iSaxlon he*italtt.) 

Bar. {IrUerrvpting quietly.) You would obey, 
sailors— yon would remain at yc^ur post, and not 
turn deserters and traitors. 

S€oeral SaUon. Yes, yes, Barabas is right 

M*± {AtUU,) I am resolved^twenty-fonr against 
six must conqner. 
- MaU, iWithoutO AH hands to work. 

Bear. To work. {Sailors go offmakingtignM to Medoc 
Medoc I don't understand all this plotting, bat it 
will end in my putting the os4;>tain on his guard. 

Mod. Wretch, if you dare. 

Bar, It's verylncky tpr yon. Father Medoc, that 
I am a coward, or I should tell yon what yon are. 

Mtd, What would you tell mef 

Bar, M I were courageous— I Baralxas, bom in 
Nanterre, and a sailor of the Urania-~I would tell 
yon that you tnm the brains of our ship-matee with 
your treacherous histories ; that yon are decoying 
the crew into tixe devil's senrice ; that you are a 
rascal, a robber, a blackguard, a good-f oT'nothing 
—but I am a coward, and I dare not tell you this. 
{Aiifk.^ If s all the same, I have said it. {Bwu off.) 

Mid. Oh, you shall pay dearly for this. 
BfUer GABLuS /ivm Gabin. 

Car. Whatis the matter <*you were quarrelling, I 
thought? 

Med. It was only with that brute, Baraba& 

Car. BarahM, is he on our side ? 

M4d. No, thank goodness; iBhiXL be able to pay 
him off better. 

Car. There are still some averse to our scheme? 

Med. But Ox, B\r. 

Car- Not more. Have yon included Monsieur de 
Lasooors ? He counts for two, I promise yon. 

Med. Well that wUl make eight only, and we 
have f onr-and-twenty on our side. 

Car. That will be sufficient to ensure suceeiB. 

MtS. 1 hope yon are satisfied with my efforts, 
Montfeur Carlos, for I have worked hard, and I 
have had a great deal of trouble, for these devils 
of siUiors haTe dall beads and tender consciences. 
. Car. Ton sfaaU be rewaxded as yon deserve, 
Master Medo& 

Mod. I don't presume to advise. Monsieur Carlos, 
but yon know we are jaear our destination, and the 
crew are impatient to put into practice your project 

Car. Qo and aak if the Captain, Balph de Las- 
oonrs, will honour his passenger, Monsieur Car- 
hw, with an interview. 

Med. I wiU do so. (Cfoing.y 

Car. (Recalling him.) By*the-by, Medoc 

Med. Yes, Monslenr. {captain's child. 

Car. When vou come back, keep your eye on the 
• Med. AgftML iAtidt) What a man, he thinks of 
everything. (Ooei Mote.) 

' Car, What a deUdons picture. The sea is like a 
mirror; the win^^aresses the sails, the sun gilds 
the ropes, and the child playing yonder, forms an 
assemblage of repose, light and sweet hannony. I 
too have taken extra pafaas: I have on my new 
coat, my clean shirt, good boots, and have shaved. 
Who could see in me, and around me, the prelude 
of a terrible event? Human life and Hs contrasts 
form one eternal sarcasm— a flash of Ughtning and 
the waves will roar— a word and blood will flow. 
Be my model, perfidious ocean, yon who hide under 
your laughing surface your monsters and your 
depths. It's curious enough, too, I scarcely know fiis 
Mons'.eur de Lascotirs, yet it dcponds upon him 
whether I become a criminal, or remain merely a 
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clever man. Faith, let chance decide, Tm ready fof 
alL 

Enter RALPH DE LASCOURS. 

Rat You widied to speak to me, sir ; I tmst you 
have to complain of no one. 

Car. Your vessel is too^well conmanded to 
leave room for the slightest complaint (Ralph 
botes.) It was of myself I wished to speak to yon. 

Bat. Ofyonrself! 

Car. I was bom in Mexico; my parents were 
poor country people, who believed seriously ia the 
devil, passed a wretched life between prayers and 
work ; between a barren land and a village ceme- 
tery ; persuaded in their simplicity that misery led 
to happiness. How this monotonous and servile 
existence inspired me, while still very young, with 
disgust; how I tore off with my bo^h hands the 
chrysalis in which I was stifled, to enable me to 
breathe the fresh air, I know not sir. I go my way 
without fear, troubling myself little to know whe- 
ther the wind that makes me advance, oomes from 
good or eviL Acknowledge, Monsieur de Las- 
conrs, yon little thought what a f ataUst yon had on 
board. 

Bal. (Aside.) What is he coming to? 

Car. I had every ambitloa at once, luxniy, power, 
pleasures. I^ter in life, what had been an instinct 
beeame a calculation, and the man began to be able 
to give form to the fugitive schemes of theohikU I 
sold my licUe patrimony, and sailed for France; 
once arrived in this fine country, I gave myself up 
to hard study. I concentrated on a single po^ntali 
the energy of my inteUigence and mv education ; 
all the resources of trickery and endurance that 
are in me. 1 had but one aim, to gain gold, and I 
will do so. 

Ral. (Aside.) Let me restrahi, myself, I wUl sec 
how far his audacity will carry him. 

Car. I interast yon against your will, Monslenr 
de Lasconrs; and to you, a loyal ofBcer, a man 
given to self-denial, it must seem curious, this like- 
ness of a daring adventurer, who is no doubt the 
basurd of Cortez ahd PIzarro. 

Ral. I do not accuse you, I pity you. 

Car. You are very good, but to contimra. You 
are a sailor, sir, and must know that one of the 
constant efforts of Peter the Great was to attain 
America by the Eamschatcan sea. After several 
f raitless voyages and insignificant discoveries, a 
Russian captain at length landed on the coast of 
California, and. disembarked six men. What be- 
came of them ? 

Ral They were never found. Soft water fhiled, 
scrofula decimated the crew, and they were forced 
to sail without them. It is not known what beeame 
of the six men. 

Car. 1 know, and will tell yon. Full of daring 
and curiosity they penetrated through a thoosMHl 
dangers. In the interior of the country there they 
discovered mhies, plains, rivers, filled with gold, 
and no method of exploring these almost fabulous 
riche& Oh, I can understand their tortures ; it was 
enough to send them mad. Five died from ex- 
treme misen^ One alone reached France, as if by 
a miracle. Would ypu believe that when this man 
related all he had seen, and displayed the plans he 
brought back, the ppor laughed and shrugged their 
shoulders, the rich treated him as a visionary and 
a fool ; in the midst of the crowd he gained but ono 
believer, myself. One morning, the poor devil waa 
found dead in the streeta 

Ral. Dead! 

Car. Yea 

Ral Assassinated? . , 
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Car. Tt was said bo. 

iSd/. Sir! 

Cwr .1 inherited his plans, >and to4sy I have in 
my hands Bure proofs of the eziBtenoe and where- 
abouts of this certain treasare. I was wrong to 
Irive Pizarro and Fernandez Cortez for ancestors— 
I should blush to have their biood flowing in my 
veiua They had California, and they stooped to 
conqaer Peru, like hungry Tultures. Listen to me, 
sir, I have not lost my reason. I repeat that 1 have 
complete proofs, and that I could find this gold 
blindfold. 

licA. Enoughf enough! 

Car. I met soma desperadoes on the Boulevards, 
and converted ftp my belief some vagabonds like 
myself. But I had no money to enrol the Argo- 
nantSy no vessel to take them to the golden land. 
Then I was Ineky enough to meet with Captain de 
Loscoors and the Urania. 

Rfd, What do you mean? 

Car. Captain, yon are exiled from France, and 
yon owe nothing to your ungrateful country. Your 
hair it turning grey, and twenty year* of service 
have barely gained you a competency; accept my 
offer and I will make you a millionaire four times 
over. 

jSo/. You propose— 

Car. I simply propose to appropriate to our own 
use the vessel of the Dunkirk shipowneri and to 
sail together to the promised land. 

Ra\ This is too much ! 

Car. But think, when one has gold, OQO has 
everything t It is more than the pan and genius ; 
it is passion, sensuality, real lifa Before gold, 
obstacles vanish ; conBciencos cease to admonish. 
And then what pride, what triumph— we left poor, 
unknown, wretched < we return rich enough to 
dazzle the richest, and shower gold over them. 

RcH. Betire, wretched man, and try to deserve 
my mercy! 

Car. So you refuse to accept my offer? 

Ral. I order you to withdraw. 

Car. One word. 

Bal, Not one. 

Car, I entreat; 

RaL Ka 

Car. I WILLI 

Ral. Yon wiUl Be carefuL or I will have yon 
chained, and put in the hold. 

Car. And by whom, if you please ? 

Ral. By my sailors. 

Car. (Laughs.) Monsieur deLasconrs, at Dunkirk, 
the day your departure was fixed, a man presented 
himself to yon, and as you wished to complete 
your crew, you engaged him. He was called, I 
think, Pierre Pacomie. (Ccdlt.^ Pierre Pacomie. 
A Sailer enters. 

RaK Who gavo you permission to come? Betire. 

Car. Bemainhere. iffe reinains. 

Ral. (Aside.) Louise's fears were fight. 

Car. Next day you met two other sailors and en- 
gaged them. (Calls.) Oastuille, Buffard. 
Two Sailors enter. 

Ral. Betire, I command. 

Car. Bemain. (i hey remain.) So in the same way 
you engaged four, six, ten others. These you en- 
rolled on my account; for, invisible and spreading 
my snares in the dark, I was at the bottom of all, 
and now I am the only master on board. 

Ral. Yon lie! 

Car. If you do not yield, you are lost. 

Ral. No, no, such an infamous plot can never 
encceed. iCalls.) All hands on deck. 
BtUei' all the Sailors. 
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Are alfof you bandits and mutineers? Help me» 
all who bear a French name and respeet its flag* 
Help me,«mybmve men t 

Car. Help me, all who wish for gold. (79k« greattr 
part 0/ the Sailors pau behind Carlos. Sonfe enlff 
behind Ralph.) Count out forc^ Monsieur deLaa- 
cours. 
Ral What matters the numbers -forward. 
Car. Be It so. 

Ral. (Draws his steord) Your death first 
Car. (Seizing a poignard and bounds on Raiph.) We 
shall see. ^ 

iFight. The six . Sailors against Uunty-four 
Mutineers. Barabas defends the child. They 
snatch her froiii him. Ralph and. Carlos 
fight infrmit, 
Ral. The assassin's weapon against tha gentle- 
man's sword. Yield, yon are lost 
Car. Not yet 

IRalph throws him down, assd essaUhn hie 
poiffnanL 
Car. Help. 

lllis partisans run towards him. RaXphplaees 
his sword at his throat. 
Ral. One step, and I kill him. 
Car. Medoo, the child! the child! 
Med, Is here. 

iStuUches and holds her over the wavet. 
Ral. Ah! . 
Car. Gtood exchange^ ia it not? Her life for 



Louise rushes i»^ 

Lou. Great heaven; what is the matter, Balph? 
Ah, (Stesthe child.) my chiM. 

Mar. Mother! 

Lou, Qive me my chUd. 

Med, Na 

Lou. But what are you going to do with it ? 

Med. Throw it into the water, if your husband 
does not release onr chief. 

Lo^ Do you hear, Balph ? Do you hear ? Grant 
them what they ask. 

Ral It is impossible! He would steal my vessel, 
my honour. 

Lou. But they will kUl our chUd, 

Car. Monsieur de Lascours, although the position 
in which lam placed la not a pleasant one for ar- 
guing, I will propose one course— let me go, and 
your lives shall be spared. 

Leu. Life, Bidph, they give us our Uvea Tarn 
away your sword, it is our child It is pointed 
againat (Snatdus the sword away /torn Ralphs hand. 
To Carlos.) Bise, sfa*. . ' 

Car. (Rising.) At last! 

Lou, (Taking the child from Medoc) My child, my 
child! 

Ral. Yon have lost ns, Louise; our death is ne- 
cessary to efface all traces of their guilt 

Car. You are wrong, sir ; between honoorablo 
people there is no necessity for stamped paper or 
lawyer. Now, comrades, put the captain's yawl to 
sea. 

Ral. What are you going to do. 

Car. I have promised you your life, and you shall 
have it, but yon understand we ean no longer remain 
together. The yawl is in good repair, and furnished 
with a month's provision. I have even had the 
];)recaution to place your gun in it so that you can 
amuse yourself by shooting » few bhrds; by tho 
way, you will have to dispense with a compass. 
Pleasant voyapre to you, and as your kings say to 
each other. Heaven preserve yon in its holy 
.keeping ! 

Ral. And 1 did not kill him, Loniae 1 TiOnisOk we 
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•hall be sbftudoxied on tiie ooraa, and for yon, for ' 
Marthft, it will not only be death, bat the most 
horrible agony. 

£011: I know nothing, I will know nothing; I 
haTe my child I 1 hacre my child t 

Car. Lead them away. 

RaL YlllalnB I TlllalnB ! (TVy tunrmkd them.) 
EUl me, bat spare my wife and child. 

All. To seal toaeal 

RaL Do not toaeh me. If I ttnat lose thbm, I do 
not fear death, bat treason and assassination will 
not remain nnponished. I leaye revenge to 
Heaven. 

Car. Medoc, see to fheir embarkatloD. (7^ 9rit, 
with Medoc and some Sailors.) Now, my Iftds, you can , 
ciy" Victory.*' 

All. (Loud cheers.) Victory 1 

1st Sai. (2b Carlos.) Are yon not afTafd they^ wm 
-eacape death? 

Car. Ho ; look at the sky and the colour of the 
water; a gale is coming up from the Sonth-east 
If the yawl be not engolphed a thonsand times 
before, she will be drivtm into 40 degrees of lati- 
tude, and be lost among the icebergs. 

1st Sal They'll booked then. 

(Barabas appears in the r<'(fgktg. 
UEDOO f-enttrs. 

Med. That's done. 

Car, Now we have no k»gef an enetny among 
ns. 

Bar. Yes, you have, only he's a coward. 

AU, Barabas 1 

Bar. {To Carlos.) Nevertheless hell manage to 
muster up courage enough to send a bullet through 
you. [Fires a pistol at <tnd wounds Carlos. 

Med. Fire on him ! {They fire : he jumps overboard. 
To Carlos ) Yon are wounded? 

Car. Nothing, it is nothing. Forward, comrades, 
forward to the gold nhnes ! Wealth and h&jjcpiness 
Is ours I Ferward t 

All. To the gold mines! to the gold mines! 
Hurrah { 

iWdving their weapons and Jiatt, TabUtHk 
Music. 

ACT It 

SdtNife t— 1 Frozen Ot-ean. A vHd desolaU ncene. 

Mere and thtre blocks of snow and piUar* of ice. A 

small snow hul. 

BABABAfi ami RALPH discotm^ apart. 

Ral Nothing, good Heaven? Nothiilg to be 
seen to-day as yesterday; silenciB and despair. Jl'o 
road to fbtlo^ ; nt siiGeo«r to nope for; no ray of 
sunshine on these eterQal icebergs— always this 
■epulchrb of IM uhSit a Windin|: sheet of shotv. I 
am a man, * father, -a husband, and yet I oan do 
aothlhg 10 save those I love— nothing to diminish 
thehr snfferhlgs— no possible sacrifice. I may not 
even die for thetn, or buy their lives at the price of 
the blood that flows in my veins. No, no. Heaven 
vrill take my life with theirs; we are a€ three 
Jadged-— all three condemned. The only prayer 
that I darb make is, that I may die the last, that I 
may at least tBax for them the longest and most 
cruel agony. 

Bar. (Shivering.) Oh-Ti-h ! This country bears 
little Resemblance to Nanterre. Oh, my native 
village, how wilKn^y would I eat some of your 
produce, pig pies. 

Rfil. Sailor. iBarOds fiOes no notke.) Friend. 

Bar. Captain. 

Xol. Tok liave been* away iui hotir, have yon 
-^«ide no fresh discovery ? 
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Bar. Not an ounce of wood, not a blaA« of grasl 
80 1 have settled here In despair to dli. 

Ral. Oome, do not lose eourage. 

Bar. There is no danger of my losing nrhat I 
never had, captain. But you are tooogh to eat the 
provisions without the help of a glutton like myself. 

Ral. Poor boy ! You fast more than we do ; you 
pretend to devour yonr share each day, tod you 
secretly give it to Martha. 

Bar. Indeed, yon are thlstaken, captain. 

Ral. But I know it to be the case. 

Bar. But, captain, I swear to you— > 

Ral. Isawybndoit 

Bar. Oh, then, that's differ^ tmt I am good for 
nothing nevertheless, and waort tb oie. 

Ral. Vfithovit you I could not leave ih«m a 
moment to go and explore this desert^ wKhout 
you Martha would not be alive, for play, to tL child^ 
is its life ; and she would haVe long perlhbed had 
you not amused her by your fraw axid open 
gaiety. 

Bar. You tell tar this, captafai, and I -kid toward 
enough to whine and Whin^r just now. Cflh, now 
I am no longer eold ; give me sohie eomiiifosion to 
execute, I have a good eye and a quick foot 

Ral. There is a vision sometimes coines over me 
fn spite of all my sufferings and the terrors that 
threaten ns. We are in Mexico, under Hie verandah 
of my villa. The sky is blue, the air fresh, the 
birds are singing, the bees humming; yon are play- 
ing on the grass with my children, and Louise, her 
head leaning on my breast, is watching yon with 
looks of joy and gratitude. My little Diana will 
love you, and if Heaven preserves our lives, instead 
6t one child you will have two. 

Bar. Well, I have an ear for each, but ks to tb^ 
nose, I ha^-e but one, and if they both idshed to 
ptiUitat Once, it ain*tlong enough; but we must 
manage to make some arrangement about the 
nose. 

Ral. See, it is the Urst time I have smiled since 
those wretches abandoned us. It is a good sign. 

Bar. An order, captain, an order, and if there foe 
danger to encounter, so much the better, yba have 
made me so happy, that I have almost conrkge t 

Ral It is mostly from the cold the ehlld^qfrers, 
and we have no mdre wood— you mnkt find soma 

Bar. I will find some. 

Ral. Qo, quick. 

JBar. I run, 

Ral. Tkke my gun with yon. 

Bar. What for? 

Ral. You might mieet some game. 

Air. Tm so awkward; however, When 1 slinttaj^ 
eyes and don't aim, 1 am generally successfhl. 

Ral Theiii welfare! % speak to ^ein of happi- 
ness, and force myself to hope with them, btit aloiie, 
I feel too wen that there Is no escape. Atotmd us 
an immensa unknown Sea— over our head ava- 
lanches always on the fall; under our f^et a 
fathomless abyss, that will engulph us when the 
waves swell, and break this icy mass on which ire 
are. Everywhere de&th and despair. 

Lou. (Calls within.) Husband! 

Ral. Louise ! Oh, let her remain ignorant '6t my 
sufferings and my fears. 

Bnier LOUISE. 

Lou. Ealph! 

Ral Well, wife, bur Aeir littlO one— 

Lou. She sleeps; at least 1 b^evb Tt'to^sTeoiL 
but when I seu her poor little limbs bine aM 
stiffened by the cold, there are fUhes when I ask 
myself if she be not dead. 
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Sal Deadl 

£o«L But tben a tear eioapea firom ber eyes, ^d 
I tliixUb **8]^]b ftUv^^ Biiioe shii weepa. 'Teja, the 
grief of my dbud; th^ groaAs her suffef Ian torce' 
CrPR ^If^ VQ mj haopiQesa, I hless ProVtdence 
-vTiien iMc^her weep; tta^aak lioateA when I fese) 
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liieen ^ ,. _ _ 

BouTQes are always at hand, bo we t^te potjalog to 
fear on that account I know, bas^desi, that t^anisl^ 
yee^c^ £i»4nent these shores, and we may h0 dla- 
OOYered and delivered by theta, ' 

£ou. Shall we Uve till then? 

BaL Tour strength has not failed, yon, my Louise. 

Lou. Pq OQt^ BpG%k of me I la it in myself t}iat 
loy 6^i9^^g% CQnsM^? Is it in iQyBelf that my ex- 
istejdp^^'dgUfind? ? A^ loo^ as my child lives. I shaU 
hat hat we l^aTe r^(l Ihave nothing 
rwitB." 

'JSii^^Bfrabas wia soon bring ns, I trua|, some 
WQQ^ f^0 remains of gome wreck. I^ou see, tiooise, 
we %tfi^ |fiU permitted to hope. 
■ Zoo. 4 «^e that your courage is alssfays r^dy to 
ftreog^aen iwnej deajr Ba^hl yon have been the 
moat «p]M^hn#a>Qd, liie best father, aind the most 
conrag(BOU8 fnieDa; Tliefe isnof a blot on your life, 
«nd cpmmpn tvi^Jag^ hav^ fi<|^M ^^^^^^^ y<^^ P^^^ 
and rfbl^Ie. AearV iiiiave tpJed to become worthy of 
ilfkern, bnjfltihaite not aacce<^<Ied, pardon me, and 
l^t yonr Mving looV '^^^ on me aa a me^ihg. 

i?al JfowfTe. 

Lou. We have loved each Qtl^ep purely and faith- 
fully, and I swear to you, we shaU meet In a better 
world, that Qoaven, where our. daughters will be 
angels 1 Noi^, iny ^jiusbanci, let us CU> ou; dut^f con- 
rageonaly. 

jfco', (In the hut.) Mamma! MaB^mal 

Lou. Jtia Martha who calhi mei Adiea, Balph, 
we shall soon meet again. I am here, my child 

- t&citituohut. 

Rca. She h#B nnderstood all* felt aU, i^id my. 
misery has become hers. 

iSe-enter BA:^AS. 
9 found nothing, Ci^p^ata* 
ng? 

Bar. WQifft^ 1 ^ay nothinr, % vaalkQ a mistake ; all 
at once, a6 1 was walldng, I b^w something moving 
behind *. lilQ^k; of snow, I mounted my gun and wem 
nearer yi t|09 if it ndgl^^ not b^ something good 
to eat, but Ihad Bcarcely got two atelps before it got 
upon the blocli^ of «now» and th9n upon its hind legs ; 
it was a b^ar. A great white bear, who opened his 
large eyes atvce andsmelt me with his great nostrils. 
She did as I did, looked to see if JL was good to eat 
and I suppose she concluded, I was so, for she got 
down i|nd came towar48 me growlingi hpwl hewi 
You know I am not brave, Captain, and at sight of 
her, fear took possesBion of my senses. I trembled 
aU over. 

Bar. Ban away I T was too much afraid for that; 
besidea, i sai^ %o nayee^, if Xrqn a^sj> ^s animal 
will foUow zn(P>; sbs will catch and eat me. That in- 

RtO. WbatfoUowsdi quick. ' 

Bar. X aU at once perceived in the distance more 
Uxan ft ^iuadr<»d b^axs. I was afraid to fire, lest I 
should bring them upon me. My bear kept advanc- 
lu^ fear stMiftm&Jn^ X dropp^ my gun, tool^ mv 
Mi»9k %9^ «d>i»^n(}ea aisQ; WQ were nose to no8«, 
the beast opened Its enormous jaws, bs stretched his 



Ihifi bsUy ; Uie ferocious monster fell.howUliig. with 
patn, and nad t not seen the ollhers wanoing 
quickly on me, I should have dragged hfixi her4; 
his Bkin w^uld have kept our dear lltile Martha 
warm. I say (mr dear little Marfiia, but you xnast 
not be angry with me. I know I am' but a poor fel: 
low, yet as long as we are In danger, I lop^ upon 
her as If she belonged to me, as if I were her iqotBer. 

BaL B|*V9 feUow. 

Lou, (TromTtut.) IHelp! help! 

Bal* W^t is the matter ?. 

B£-mter LOUISE. 

Lou. Our child is dying— if I haye Qqilre to warm 
her, life win be extinct. ^ ' 

Ral Heaven have mercy on her. 
« Bar. (Taits off his coat.j Thid' is not madft of 
toatherB, but it is better than nothing. 

lExil into hvt. 

Lou. Balph, make haste, he has briought back 
wood, has he not ? 

Mal.JSo. 

Lou. No I but I must bav9 some, paj chad shall 
not die ! Tou do not understand' n\e ; T tell ^on she 
has but an hour to liviB, if I cannot Warm her blood, 
which has oeaBed to circulate— her hands have no 
longer the Btrax^gth tqr^i^Be towards me; her eyes 
are but balf opened! 

Ral. Add I have no meanp to save ber life. 

Lou. Oh! do not say that It Is of our child I 
speak, of our Martha, whom I have tried to warm 
by my kisses In my bosom, but Ih vain ; my kisses 
and my bosom are frozen as she is. I cc^i do ^^ 
more, it is you who must save her. 

Bal. But how, by wbat means ? 

Lou. I do not kno^. I do not know, Balph ; but 
yod must save her for me, if It be but for a day, 
but an bo.nr. In an honr tbey may come to our 
rescue. 

Bal Louiaa, wifei, you drive me mad. 

Lou. Ho. no ! keep yotir reason, invent, l!nd some 
way, speak to me, s*y she shall not die. rhonr ? 

Ral One hour, did you gay that she might live ao 

Lou, 7e% and leaTQ the. rest to heaven. 

Ral Wait! Iffe takes the Aatchfit and ext$. 

Lou. She will Uve^ she will tlve, {she rum towards 
tike hut,) provided It be not too late. (The blows of a 
hatchtt heard.) Oh! no, no I it is imposBiblek 

(She tr^akU onp wn^ ittp.) 
^5(«rBABABAa ' 
WeiU, well, she Is dead, is It 80 ? 

Bar. No, no! (4side.) Kot ye^ Ijut— 

Lou. Bnsband, (OaUinff.) 

JSnter BALPH, tDithfaoi/pts of f^ood^ mhieh he throws 

tnto the^hut 

Ral Oome, come, and saye h^rj 

Lou. Ob I \ love you; I love you. 

lExeunt Ralph dnd Louise into hui. 

Bar. Where on etftUi did th|> Captain fish that 
wood from ? He must have foc^d k this morning^ 
whilst I found only bears. It was not enough, to 
haye nothios to eat onea^lf. bnt oof nnpsfrte eaten 
Ah, I regret Nanterre. Wbat the dE^vil did I make 
a sailor of myaelffor?. The people of Toulouse, 
Boohefort, and Brest aro sailors, but they ar^ sea- 
port towns, and it is natural they slw>0"i do so? but 
I am from Nanterre, I am from J$ant«rv||. 
BM-enier. BALF£(. 

Ral Did you hear nothing? 
. Bar. (AgUaUd) What, wbat» Captain? 

Ral Like a loud moaning, there, there, under 
our feetf did you not feel the ict^; ttei))blo 09 wtloh 
we stand? ' 

Bar. Tes, it ff&ma, U leeip us if it ^tq^ ^ 
|t ra?80d its??. 
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Sal. It U Uie sea which raises itself, and light 
against all obstacles -Che waves will break their 
fetters and become free. 

Bar. Heaven have mercy on ns I The ice is crack- 
iiig, we are lost (.Fresh noise,) 

LOUISE runs on, carrying Martha. 
ZkMf. What Is the matter, Balph, what means that 
terrible noise ? 

RaL Your conrage, my wife, be your guard ; see. 
Bee. 

iLong pieces of icebergs break off and fall 
into the tea. Their /all breaks the swrfact 
of the ice in different parts ^ the sea begins 
to appetur^Louise utters a cry^ and presses 
bar child to her fieart.) 
Mar. Mamma, mamma! I am frightened. 

(JThe icebergs break, bend, and shake. The 
wind hotcUt and the waves rise toith more 
violence.) 
Bar. Captain, I await your orders. 
Lou, There is not an instant to be lost The 
boat, the boat!— quick, quick I 
Jtal. The boat is gone. 
Lou, What do you say ? 
Bar. Hew, hew 1 

RaL {Pointing to the child.) You said, let Martha 
live an hour, and trust in heaven for the rest, t 
did so, and destroyed the boat 
Bar, We are lost 

{The ice on which he stands separcUes, and 
carries him aicay.) 
Jlat. Barabas. {He tries in vain to heJp him.) 

Lou. Kneel, kneel, my child. {Martha kneels and 
ioins her hands inprayei'.) Protector of the feeble 
and of orphans 1 {To Martha.) Bepeat af ter me, my 
iJiild,— repeat 
Mar. Protector of the feeble and of orphans I 
Lou. Thou, who hast the strength of a father, and 
the tenderness of A mother, save us from the abyss 
that threatens us, and from the wicked who kill ! 

Mar. From the abyss that threatens ns« and from 
the wicked wlvO kill! 
Lou, {Aside.) Now heaven accept my lifefor hers. 
l&arcely has she spoken b^ore the ice 
sinks, dhd they disappear— Louise entirely^ 
then Tier arms are seen raising the child 
above the waves, 
RaH, iij wife, my child I 

[He rushes towards them and sinks; during 
this time, Martha has climbed from her 
mother's arms on to another ice-berg, to 
which she has been clinging; Louise quite 
disappears; the ice is seen in all parts raised 
by the sea; the one on which Martha is rises 
and fails by turns. 
Mar, Protector of the feeble and of orphans ! 

[She raise* Mr hands to heaven 
[A lapH qf fifteen years taJces place.} 

AOTIIL 
SCENE t—The Sea Coast. {Daybreak.) Mexico. 
Bare and naked Country, an Encampment, Sailors 
sleeping near their wec^ons. Sentinels in the back 
around, Qeorge standing centre, giving orders in a 
low voice to different Sailors, who Exit as titey re- 
ceive them, Horace seated, his head resting on his 
hands, the Marquis D'Antas sleeps, rolled in a rich 
pelisse. Music. ' 

Oeo. {Aside.) There has not been a single alarm 
all night, that's a good sign. The last lesson these 
d — d Indianvreceived has made them think better 
• of it, and I trust they have retired into the moun- 
tains. (Ta Horace.) Are you asleep, my friend ? 
Hor. Hoi ' «-»-/.. 



Oeo. What are yon thinking about r * 

Hor. A great many sad things. 

Oeo. Sad! And yon are returning to France, 
your native land. 

Hor. I have an unhappy disposition, George^ and 
am ingenious in'tiie art of sel^annoyance. 

Oeo. Forget the present, to think of the fntore ; 
since our departore from Aeapulco, we have not 
had a pleasant time of it, I own ; driven north by 
the tempest, forced to wait here for a favourable 
wind, Attacked by Indians, we have began the joar> 
ney in a little too picturesque a manner. 

Hor. Oh! yes, yes, I ought to be very happy, 
and yet I suffer. It is more than sorrow I feel, it 
is an indefinable sensation, almost like remorse. 

Oeo, Bemorse ? you ! 

Hot. Listen ! I have often spoken to yon of the 
shipwreck of the Urania, that disaster, that at one 
blow deprived Diana of father, mother, and sister. 
This disappearance of the Urania was most myste- 
rious. Monsieur Lascours was a skilful seaman, the 
ship first-rate, the weathei magnificent, yet a ship, 
wreck to take place without leaving any traces ; 
and, in spite of the earnest researches made for 
the last fifteen years, all efforts for obtaining a clue 
have been in vain. It is for leaving Mexico wl&ont 
discovering anything, that I reproach myself bo 
bitterly. 

Oeo. I reproach yon with yielding, withcmt rea- 
son, to the romantic tendency of your natura We 
have found nothing, in spite of all our efforta Let 
ns resign ourself to the divine will, apd accomplish 
each of ua our duty: mine is to see you safe to 
France, yours to devote yourself to this family 
that has become your own. 

Hor. Has it never struck you that the loss of the 
Urania might be the result of a crime? It s^emH 
so strange, that nothing, absolutely nothing, should 
remain of them! 

Oeo. It is not the first time a vessel has been lost 
without leaving a vestige behind. 

A Sentinel at back. Who goes there ? 

OJfieer without. Officer of the rounds. 

Oeo. Here is some news. 

Bnter OJ/ker. 
You oome from the outposts, sir ? What appear^ 
ance has the plain this morning ? 

Off. I have examined all parts with ipy telescope, 
and the result is satisfactory. 

Oeo. Take twenty men, and search it thoroughly ; 
examine every bnsl\: for theee cursed savages can 
hide under a letftf. 

Off. Bely npon me, Captain ; they hare fled* 

Oeo. I hopo BO. After you have done, call the 
men, and, as the weather is propitlouB, we will re- 
embark without delay. Go! {Exii Officer. To 
Horace.) Matter-of-fact man ae 1 am, I attribnted 
your thoughtfulness to another cause; I though 
yon were jealona 

Hor. I jealous? Of Whom? 

Oeo. Why the Marquis d'Autas, whose attention 
to Mademoiselle Diana has appearad to displease 
yon. 

Hor. I am not Jealous of Mons. d'Antas, but 
Diana is my sister ; T owe her the Bupport of a 
brother; and if this Marquis conthraes his insolent 
addresses, I will make him jump overboard. 

Geo. Bravo! I have re-fonnd my firebrand. Bat 
you seem to forget the vessel is his, and that he has 
paid me to take the coipmand. 

Hor. But who is this MarquiiTd'ABtae? I know 
all the Mexican nobility, but I never even heard his 
name pronounced. 

Oeo, \% iB th«t of a family 4bat aIw«^B iiibabited 
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the norths and tbey sagr hvre acquired an enormous 
fortune. The Marquis d'Antas is a Btrange man; 
who seems almost to sow gold, who, instead of sin- 
cere friends, bnys consciences with his gold, and 
makes forced allies through fear. 

Jffor. Kothing astonishes me that I hear of him, 
for notwlthstuidtng his airs of Inzuxv, and his 
pride, he has the look of a bandit Oh, I have 
long observed him, and I do not think I am mis- 
taken. Look at him when he wakes, his hand is 
like the vulture's claw, his eye the serpent, and his 
lip the hyena. 

J>'An. (Dreaming.) Double, triple, a million!— a 
province, a kingdom! {Opens his eyes.) Hat what — 
dre^ingl (^Starts up.) Ah ! it is Monsieur Horace 
de Brienne. Pardon me, I did not knoyr it was so 
late. Excuse me, gentlemen, I wish to bo the first 
to salute the charming Diana. 
ffor. Do not give yourself that trouble. 
D'Ah. "Why,praj? 

Bor. Becsnae your visit will be too early. 
I/An. Itis forHademoiselle Diana to decide thai 
Hor. I take it upon yourself to forbid that visit 
D*AsK To forbid! the term is scarcely a polite ona 
Hor. I dcm't choose to make use of another. 
ITAn. Ah, truly !— bat you are young. {Ooinff.) 
Bor. iPrevenH^g. him.) Whrnre are you going 7 
D'An. IbeUeteltoldyou. 
. Bop. Too shall not pass. 

j)*An. 1 have not been accustomed to yield. 
. Bcr. Nor I. 
D'An. Bah! 

Oeo. What are yon saying? 
Bor. H yon are my friend, leave us alone. 
D'AiK.Qo, Captain, go. 

Geo. (4itdE« io Borace.) For mercy's sake be pm- 
dent [Exit. 

D'An. Ton say, then, sir, that I shall not pass; 
you wish then to quarrel with me -decidedly you 
do not like me, then. 
Bor. The first time I ever saw you, I hated you. 
D'An. Tes, there is such a thing as hating a per- 
son at first sight Then, you wonld feel much 
pleasure in killing me ? 
Bor. Tou are perfectly correct 
D^An. A thousand thanks. iOuns und cries heard.) 
What is the matter? {Looks ciff.) Another attack, 
and a hot one, It will cost us more men. See, sir, 
your friend is there, sarronuded by savages, make 
a better use of your sword than using it against 
myself. Go, and rescue him: 
Bor. We sbft'l meet again, sir. {Exit 

D*An. Very likely, as we shall pass seven or 
eight months on board the same vessel. He sus- 
pects me,' he says: these young people have so 
much of self-confidence. As if there were a single 
person capable of reading my past life, or of dis- 
covering on the face of the Marquis d'Antas one of 
the featnres of the adventurer Carlos— all who 
then knew me hava perished, the ocean has swal- 
lowed «p the family of Lascours— fire ha«. con- 
sumed the 'Drania On a desert strand. As for my 
accompliues^the treasures once found— I got rid 
of them one after. the other, and the pdisoned 
arrow of the Indian has stjrack thone who; were 
spared by .sickness and the torrents. So the ad- 
venturer Carlos has succeeded, he is returning to 
Europe, he is alone in the world, without friends, 
or family, he owes all to himself, he knows but 
himself, he loves but himself. 
Enter DiAKA and MADAME DE THEBINGE, 
hastHy. 
Dia^ Again this horrible fighting. Horace! where 
is Uorace ? Oh, If be sh oul^ be klllQd ! 
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Mme. de T. No, no, heaven will watch over him : 
he is now our only proteetor, oar only f ilmd in the 
wotld. There is danger here. Diana, you shall 
not remain. 

D"An. Fear not, madame, the skirmish Is In the 
ravine ; we are well protected, and as safe here as 
in a drawing-room. 

Mme. de T. But 

Dia. Let us stay, grandmamma; we shaU be 
nearer Horace. 

Enter an OMcer. 

D'An. Well, sir! 

Off. The Indians are totally defeated. [him ? 

Dia. And Monsieur de Brienne, have yoneeen 

(Tjf. Monsieur de Brienne saved the Captain'a 
life, and fought like a Uon. 

Dia. And is he not wounded? 

Off. No, mademoisellef but we have several who 
have suffered severely, and I come to seek assist- 
ance for them. 

Dia. Oh, I will be the first to take it to them. 
Come, grandmamma^ come. 

Mme. de T. Tes, my child, let us hasten, f Exeunt. 

D'An. That young girl is charming, and yet not 
even she has taught me to feel love. Strange that 
one reigning passioa-vlove of gold— has so sub- 
dued all others. Now this passion is amply grati- 
fied, I can satisfy every desire. I can, when I see 
noble and virtuous persons, say to myself, these 
are mine if I choose. But then it is not the Ueart 
that speaks. The heart! Am I fated never to love? 
Enter HOBACE and OEOBGE. . . 

Bor. {looking off.) Do you see her? 

Oeo. No, she has disappeared amidst the rocks. 
Ha, there she is again! She is dimblng the hiU, 
she is coming towards us. 

D'An. What are yon looking at ? 
• Oeo. That woman, Monsienr le Marquis. 

D/'An. What woman? 

Oeo. Ogarita! one of the Indian trlbesL Imagine, 
monsieur, one of ibe most singular adventures. 
The Indians were retreating under a vigorous re- 
pulse, when a young girl, instead of "flyhig like th» 
rest, walked towards us through a severe fire, 
happily withonfra ball toui^ing her. Her faoe was 
very calm, and there seemed even a joyous smfie 
on it She began to examine onr dress and our 
weapons with minute attenti(»i, then, from time to 
time, she placed her hand to her head, as if sha 
were trying to recall some forgotten drenmstanoe. 
Horace questioned her several HmeS; and, stAmge 
enough, she seemed to understand some wbrdn. 
Several times she opened her lips to reply ; at last; 
I commanded tbe retreatj and signed her to return 
to the tribe. She remained motionless an instant ; 
threw a lastlook towards the mountains, and begau 
to follow us. In a few moments she will be here. 

D'An. Curiousjindeedl And how do yon know 
she was named Ogarita? 

'3eo. The* savages called her by it, inviting her to 
fly ^tb them. 

D'An. Ogarita^hi Indian means »• Withered Com," 
and if there Is as much poetry in the woman as in 



Oeo. Ton can speak Indian then, sir ? 

D'An. Certainly. ' 

Oeo. Than you can qnestl(»i her. - 

D'An. Willingly, to amuse ouselvea. 

Geo. Here she ia 

^«/«r OGABITl. 
She pemetves GEOBGE, looks o< Aim with 
euriositp, then seeing HORACE^ she runs 
to Mm, and c^ppears haj^^^ she seizes Aia 
hand.) 
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6^. T^i^, Bvft-* 

D*An, She calls you fffOth^n MfftA. 

jTor. BoirbettntifttlBheiB- 
Z^Mn- IluJeed, let 08 seel {Tdtet ?ur 9i( the ai^ 
itni iumt TUr penftyrthmi, the makes a gesture of dis- 
Hke on seeing hinL) Thtie features, what a fool I am 
•—this girl is barely twenty, and V^idSMne liascQQt^ 
would have been forty. (Aside.) 

Geo. Well, Honsienr to Uarqnte t 

D*An. (Aloud.) Yes, indeed she Isl {Aside.) *Hi1b 
likeness is shigular, and the feelhigs with whichahe 
inspires me, are still more so; the sight of l^r 
tortures me. and yet my heart beats, as if it wonid 
say *'ThiB is the woman yoti will love." {4loud.) 
Ootue, conte^ we mtist send aW£^ this wotaan, it 
will be of no nse questioning her, she will tiot an- 
swer me, yon see, (Jffe approachesmr, i>i« rioisfnm 
Mtn toBontee.) "She disllKes nie ; it lis yOti, Mbnilcnir 
Horade, Irbom she seems' fo ftdmh^. . , 

Hot. Bat is It not strapge, /iir, she-ihmd Mifie 
■tech Ui-aVersIoh to yfettf I will a* her a qtieStton. 

D'An.Jn Indian ? . . .- ' 

' Sor. In TVench, apd perhaps "She may a^qer- 
Btatidme, f or my ne'att and ^d tty eytssp^akto 
her more than my lip's. 

. D*Aik And, u^dn whtet wiblWt flo you titSSA. 
qtiestlotiln^her? 

Bor. Upon yon. 

D'An. About tAet 

ffor. "Why nbt? . .41- 

I>*An.'AB you pteisB.'ifE, oiJt.tna'kB ha%]fe. 

Hot. {Erpi^essiii^ by Pdntokine Of He speiiks ) Qga- 
rita, did you ever k^ow this mant have ^0u seen 
him ffefbifet f&he t^eifks to bt'M io ^ aaray frim 
Jty'Antaso AreybulffAidofhiib? ^ ^ ^ - 

{T^es Her nearer T>''Antas.) 

Oara. OIJft : y (Z?rptffWa%«*i<*^«WW-) 

IrAn. Now that Monsieur <le Brienne is satisflsd, 
esMH^nteippofitera. ...^ .^ .^ .,., 

. Geo, Cooie, «)!fc poor gjrl,. an4 whUi$. ow. vesstl 
Bails. towarii^ <^er eljwaa^s, .be. happy .t& your 
mpnQti||nB,wi^.yowr husband oryoar mother->- 

Qs<t. Kothec^ moUijB^l 

^jw. AhLtha^.word-- 

G^k ^ you j)e«r^ 3|oQsi«nr le Mai^^s ? .... 

jy4ni^m Wbfkt U.thflrein that to Mstojitsh yon ? 

i7((Mv MroIjI^ .the. aopentt the ^zpresaloii. • I shall 
take thiB.wonisji wfth ns, , ..,; 

i>'An, And. qimni. what vessel, ^ray ? 

£ar. Oi&^i8toofse's yesaelt .... ;, .. .. , 

PUi», ..That is Uf.wy^irL mine.. Yo« mighty at 
least, hfltVQ T9««e8te4 permiarifQUn to.do so. 

Geo. I aak4t, Monsieur le Maiquis. 

ffj.njj»tum, ... .. , 

xSota Pot:9«t obey him. In the psjm 'Qi yoisr loy*. 
altyt of OiatAflectioa^hMt dagger has rendered still 
more holy, do.no( «lMy him; I my. 

^00. But I am bound.- < 

^er. It iv a crime tq «b«aid(») this woman. . 

Z)'iln. Come, nnish this nonsense; go, I ixAlsi ; 

ffor. ^dieu.thenk heaven l^iess yoi,, . . . 

009. Heayeni /PotnAst^flrrffc) H)E»^«n. . > 

D'An. {Aside.) If you are not a false likeii«Mi^ go. 
for ever; the ikl^yss >baB'Tete<!ted'frea) tki&; desert 
shall retain yon. 
As she is leaving...i3etiaaTA'' mm VtASfik, iSfkd 

^S ^^fi-^^^S* ?* '^^ ^ vision ? Look, 
^^"i^herfea- 



tihns. 



. -t face, it is— 

Ut is my mother's Ima^^o, 





2)««. Ah;, yon have understood ids I 
And then, if mjr heart deceiVe'me ti(ft, 
to discover, if. thou art^li. "^ 
with words. "What kliail I say? 



iVin. "What is she saying^ ^„ 
{t>garii9 tooh at therfi^ Vfen 
the oiHer^ and shates her " 
not iktho them. 
, Umf, & 2i Is ith mlrac^^ . 
appeai^st before me fibre anvi^ 
Oh, speik 16 me, sj^a^ to ii:ie I, 
ITor. Aias, Madame, she is oft, 
and can neither sp'^ak Vp, nbr nnde^i 
Mme. dt T. Nevertheless, It » ihei 
No, no, I forgot the ttdny years thr' 

beautiful as I see her fn her are&m^. 

D'An. 80, in yotit eyes,. B^aq'e^.dfsetl^, ( 
sembles your mother, Madatfab ah *th& ' 

Mme. de T. ily dlitfghVer wm not d 
de Theringe, sir,, she b.bre %^ ntf 
Louise de Lasrcbiifs: _ 

D'An. (^nVe.). Louise 

Dia. But we will ttot.ieaV 

the tehiembriuice dt aft we L . 

take her with Us - Will We not,'Hwtt C 

ifme. de T. Yes, my'ihiftL^, , ^^ ♦•^.^ t . . 

Hot. 1 Wished to db k% l^vtt ^mJMt b'lhtaa 
refused fiermfesKott, . ,, ..^ 

DAn.\ wlnSe WmVffia^ei^d!!^ 

Mme, deT. 1 entreat, ilohM^ttr-n . _^ . 

Dia. Perhaps this resel^b&liceiSlittlJItoitrCk&g 
isnottheresnltt^laccitiein. ,, ^ 

Mme. de T. What mean yon ? Ah, IfiS^nTd be 

hgyme 

. ifMiBttaflher, 

to av^aken her memory ? 

Bor. The peopl'e of this cotmtry'cftll li^^Tfbv 

Dia. Ogarita, that is hot your christian Mme ; the 
nam«.loai; mother gave ywin her flrHtldto— yea, 
you remethber, your i^btuer^ftlnk crtiut wen, ^e 
ocean, a vessel, Bailors, m^h like these ^gftyWl oa. 
a shipwreck, crfes Of despaih qq^ &it idtnbi^d^ ] 
your mother's arms;— do yott ' '" 
mother! . 

Oga. Mother 1 . . 

i>»a. Toh reraemtifer, do Vbn ftijtt . . 

(Ogarita piac^ her hands to, Jfi^'W^AdJta 

^ „ .^ it, and goes to ifit ttSoiw iMip^mWki.) 

■Mpu. de T.T^OiSltAtl 

9n.,I think, ao 6n% ^l Jjfibtfe By offers 

Dia. Mercy— . 

.|f<r. Georgd,.i5beak:wha;fc"i 

Gio, My frimia, I dare Hot j 
mV heart, tiiert hi h«Te a iao 
itime. 

D'An.kn^X ^jji^r yon tb i„ 

Bor, fttefttbi- the m« tiitfe i 
order? ^ 

bo not a cowai-d 

D'An, So ti& it 

Dia. Stonl (iSS^ 
Mother, mq^or.lt lis ttffjtta he ^Ulidft, 

ifga. Ah! f^nsfo %er dnd^^dcish^iiana t., .^ 
m<m^) Proteotor of the feeble and of or^a&s-* 
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Jf>|if.d^r. Listen, listen I 

tm, itooJtinif at Iter «^ inietiK anxietp.) Save us— 

Offo. (Knteixng.) S«ve ns from the abyjss tbat 
threatansi and the wicked who MIL 

Mme. de ^. The prayer Itatitbt my daughter, 
i^id that she has taoght her child. 

Dia. Mysiste^/x^tisterl {ToD'Anka.) yon see, 
air, it is my sister. ^ 

ifme d9 T. £)are yen stOl order her to leave nB ? 

J)" An. The Marqnfs D'Antas is not so terrible a^ 
fhis'^ood Monsiear fiorace seems to think; Captain, 
Arrange all for our departure ; and, thanks to the 
presence of these two angels, whose prayers go so 
Btraight to heaven ~ we shall have, 1 am sure, a 
faost p^opftions voyage. 

Mme. de T. Oh, thanks, sir, tlMinks. 

Dia. My dear sisier, we will never leave each 
other. Do yoa understand? are you happy ?'eome, 
come ! {Sht is leading her off.) 

if An. Ife seems Uke a f&talUy ; stUr I am gla| I 
B.jfx njpt to V^ separated from her. 

(A distant singing heard.) 

JKiiig.*^. What is that? 

Bor. It is lite Hynm o* her Tribe. 

{pgqrita sends an adieu iotaards the mqun- 
tUips, and tptaers her eyes sorrowfully.) 

&ia. Do yoQ regaet leaving this country to ^'o with 
us to $<e France ? 

Offo. France, Franc^t 

{She throws her arpts roifnd Diana gnd 
Jifqdame de fher^n^e.) 

If An. On board, 6n board. 

ACT IV. 

BOE^fE Jg-^A Sdhon in the Time of the Regeney. 
Geor(^^ dia^Mer^ fitting thoughtfully near a Table, 

several' knocks heard without atttOQiing his notice, at 

last Pu door opens. 

Enter P'AKTAS. 

S'An. Qood day. Monsieur de L9>t^1. 

Oeo. Honsieuf the marquis 1 

jyAn. I see you aro exact to yox^r appointment; 
you were wrong, though, to let me knock sq many 
times without answering. 

Geo. Pardon me, I did npt hear you. 

D'An. Do not mention it, my dear fellow, ypur 
beabb ^p^ I aipnnea^ about i' , your consciepce 
tbtt&ei ydo, an4 1 Itnow nothing more unwhole- 
some ibw pu&h ^c^pl^s—cure voursclf of them. 

Oeo, iM^ypu imaglnfi 1 can be xesigned'to such a 
life as ^^? I do not belong to myself, an iron 
hand Wi9l|ms i^e do^trn, I am under an tnflezible 
master -wli I VjH you Ueyer restpro to me my li- 
berty? ' 

IT An. Tour liberty I ypu are ungrateful ; when J 
have dove SO- xn^cipi to? you ! we have scarcely 
bees in F^ai^c^ two months, and you are already 
the Begenf^d avourite! To whom do you owe this 



high 




Geo. Irefn8& 



in 2 , Was it no€ ^ ^ho placed you near 
T8'8 person? . ' ' 

,.t9|ta:Yeyo^ftS»'gpy. ^ ,, 

jme, yoa afe uoteasopable ; what would 
of ^oiQg gpod, )f one did not reap some 
it! ^^, let Qf speak of moreimpor- 
L— answer my quftatibhs. 
tiflviUnOt?^^^ 
on are Jok{n^. 




, ou wifl. One day Monsieur Oeorge 

iiinkfo^liiQ^vy expepsesbya t)cauti- 

bfi iOYedi to procure monej; bigned 

"*^^ij^e tbat was not his own— 

wer, you will be overheard. 



D'An. I have boueht this document and before 
one hour baa elapsed, It will be in the bands of the 
Begent! 

G'eo. So be it ; I Shan be diebonoured. 

D'An. And your dishonour will be tbat ofa whole 
family. 

Geo. My father, my poor mother { 

D'An. I see, you have thought better of It, and 
will answer me. So, ever eiace her arrival in 
Paris, Madame de Theringe believes she itibabits 
an Hotel rented by you ? 

Geo. She does; however, she seems to have 
doubtsi 

D'An. And you are careful to clear away her 
suspiteloo, as I instructed you! {Georgt assents.) 
Good! 

Oeo. May I observe (o Monsieur that Us High- 
ness is waiting for me. 

D'An. He must wait, sir, | have not flaiebed with 
you. Madame de Thertnge wishes tbat Horace 
and Diana should be married. 

Geo. Yes, she has written to the Begent lor per- 
misMon. 

D'An. See that it is forwerde^ as soen as pos- 
sible. I fear Hbrace does not love IMana, find out 
if he does ; you are his friend. 

Geo. I am so no longer, sir; this pure affetstion 
which raised me in my own eyes, and was'^e hap- 
piness of my life, I voluntarily gave op that I might 
not betray it > since the day you crossed swoi-ds 
with Horace, I ped from his confidence ; I have 
avoided meeting him ; I closed my ears to his re- 
proaches; I have allowed him to mlscinderstaad, 
and to condemn me ; but at least I am free from re- 
proach in my conduct to him. His noble heart is for 
ever closed to me.— Monsieur le Marquis, seek for 
spies elsewhere to read it. 

D'An. So many useless words, my dear Monsieur 
do Laval! announce my visit to Madame do 
Tberinge, then yon are free to wai^ on his Highness. 

Geo. XAside.) Oh ! I'will warn Horace. TO strug- 
gle against this man is like attacking a demon. 

'^ '■ lExit. 

D'An. (Aside.) So, I am in love, I, Oarlos, the 
fearless adventurer, the man of intrigues and re- 
volts, who spent twenty yea^s in a desert seeking 
that gold of which I had made my God ! .1 have a 
heart, a heart that desires and suffers, my crimes, 
my ambition, are all going to bow to this ridiculous 
love, and to a woman who bears the name of l4L». 
cours. 'What matters? I have striven in vain t» 
overcome this stapid passion. I will satiate itt 
Ogorita, you shall be mine ; in spite of the past^ 
spite of thy hatred to me 1 Why does she hate me ? 
why has she always at my approach that curled 
Bp, that flashing eye, and strange shuddering? She 
cannot have remembered me. During the voyage 
and since her arrival, presept, or invisible^ I h6i9% 
watched the awakening of i^tr mind, as one 
watches for the opening of a flower, and I ate eon- 
vlnced life only do^es with Ogorita, ftem the day, 
that the Indians found her on' the shore. ' 
Enter MADAME DH THBAINGE 

M. de T. Monsieur le Mai:y,uis, I Y^^as e«i^« point 
of sending, to request yodr presence here. 

D'An. May I know, Aiadame, what procured me 
this honour. 

Af.deT. At my age, sir, one no longer llfc^a Fairy 
Tales. I give an order and it is done— I form k 
wish and It is gratified as if by enchantment; the 
servants who surround me are Uke so macry fami- 
liar spirits. 

D'An, That proves th^ good management of tb» 
bouse. 
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U. dt T. Yesterdfty, when I wm going out, I 
found in the court-yard a carriage bearing my 
arms. The other eyeaing, I was alone with the 
children, and speaking of their coming presenta- 
tion at court; two hours later, they found in their 
room, the most beautiful jewels, and lurest stuCrs. 
Then a suspicion crossed me» that you ought to 
know this invisible protector, you dokuow.him 

J)* An. Well, yes— 

Mme. de T. And his name is—— 

D'An, Philippe d'Orleaus I 

Mme. de T. Regent of Franco ! But whom, then, 
has he instructed to distribute his boons to us ? 

D'An. Madame, his highness has taken for this 
pleasing task your t>est friend, myself. 

Atme, de T. You? 

Enttr DIANA and OQAEITA. 

/ho. Oome, then, oome,Ogarita. 

O^tL \Enterinq slowly.) Here I am. 

Dia. It is doubtless Horace who is here. 

Oga, Horace 1 {,Sh€ rusu to D'AtUatt voho turns and 
boKS.) No! (She goes away frotn him,) 

Dia, i^ds.) It is not he. 

D^An. (To Ogarita.) Madomolselle does not like 
to see me. 

00a. No. 

IHa. Ogarital 

Mtne. dt T. (To D'Atttas.) Pray excuse her. 

J}' An. With all my heart. 

Oga. Why excuse her? Ogarita did no wrong. 

Mtne. de T. My child, your rank, your sex, even, 
require from you certain attentions to the rules of 
politeness. 

Oga. To be polite is to disguise what one thinks. 
D'Antas. your face is agreeable, you are good, 
UgiirUa is pleased to see you I Tve been polite. 

//Wr My sister 1 (Sits down away from him.) 

Jj'An. Let her alone— never mind. Ogarita 1 

Oga. Don't ^^Ik— there are times when the sound 
of your* voice distracts the brain and tortures the 
heart and Ogarita. 

D'An. But why do you hate me? I have never 
done you any harm. 

Oga. W]M> oan tell that? 

Jji'An. flow? 

Mm*, de T. Ogarita! 

JHa. My sister ! 

Oga, In Qur tribe wo believed in a previous exis- 
tence; well, if I were not a Christian- if I had not 
jread that book that you gave me, sister— I should 
think X had suffered much tiirough him ia a former 
life. 

D'An. What a thought? 

OgcL Yes, I hOtve a firm conviction that I have 
already beard that voice, already felt that look 
weigh my heart down^— but T^ere, where can it 
bave been ? 

ffAn. (Aside.) It is true. 

Mmt. de T. My ohUd, this is fever-^delirium. . 

Oga. Why so ? It is not the only remembrance 
effaced from the brain of Ogarita. As a child she 
received a mother's caresses, yet cannot remember 
tbftt mother. 

Mfiie. de T> Not at all? 

■Oga* Nothing. 

Dia. Yet the prayer 

Oga. I murmured it when the Indians found her 
fainting on the ice, She had a wouud on tbahead 
«>-her reason was gone— she prouounoed words 
they did not ufldei^itand— they bor§ her far, far 
away ; and when she returned to life, a veil bid tbe 
pasw 

Dia. BIe8Biop;B on your deliverers t 

Mn\$, (U T, P^^eocfi m/ cUiiai Vf^p Powier tbat 
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conducted you to as, will not leave his miracle iu- 
complete. 

Oga. I wait ^ 

D'An, (Aside.) No one must now remain between 
thill woman and myeelf. 

Dia. And you are happy with us? You do not 
regret the past 

Oga. Ogarita remembws the poor Indians who 
cared for nef — she had friends amongst them— she 
loved them in the midst of joy and mirth ; it is with 
sweet tears she cherishes you. There she had but 
companions ; here she has a sister, a dear parent 
and between them a remembrance, a dear shade, 
whose caresses she seems to feel, and who speaks 
to her there. (Touches htr heart.) 

Dia. My mother ! my mother I 

Oga. Oh, X love you! I love you I 
Enter HOBACE. 

Oga. (Runs to him.) Horace'! I love him as well 
I love you all ! 

D'An. (Aside.) And him, perhaps, more than alL ' 

Dia. How late you are. 

Jlor. I have this morning had an interview with 
his HighnesSr 

Jftne. de T. You have seen the Begent?' 

Jlor. Yes, madame, and X received a most gra- 
cious welcome. 

Mme. de T. He told you, no doubt, of the favours 
with which he has ladsn us ? 

Ilor. No, madame; for, an hour sin<M, his high- 
ness was not even aware that you were in France ! 

D'An. (Aside.) The devil ! 

Mme. de T. is it possible ? 

Hot. He only learnt it by myself, and the letter 
that you have sent him. 

Mme. de TV (To D'Antas.) Sir, you said— — 

D'An. Well, madame, I confess with a good 
grace, and acknowledge I deceived you. 

Mme. de T. Powerful as you may be. Monsieur lo 
Marquis, yon cannot refuse an explanation of your 
conduct to the Countess de Theringe. 

D'An. It is but just (PoinXs to Ogarita.) I love 
Mademoiselle. 

Oga. Love me I 

Mor. She does not love you. 

D'An. I am not speaking to ymt 

Oga. (To fforaee.) Friend, your thought was mine 

Jlor. what can you hope now, sir? 

D'An. Everything, sir. I am not so easily dis- 
couraged ; and I hope, by my attentions, to triumph 
over an aversion for which there can be no reason. 
I offer to Mademoiselle, with my hand, the first 
name In Mexico, the largest fortune In France, and 
the share of that sovereign power that has Qold 
for its basis and its crpwn. 

Hor. Once more, she does not love you! 

D'An. (To Mme. de Theringe.) Madame, It is to 
you I address myself. 

Mme. de T. You ought to have done so before. 
Monsieur le Marquis; and if yon think to dazzle us 
to-day by your offer, you are profoundly In error. 
It was not by a mysterious protection, and almost 
Insulting gifts to us, that a truly noble noen ought 
to seek our alliance. It is not by cool calculations 
—it is by the heart of my child that I shall answer. 
Speak, Ogarita, will you be the copipanidn, the 
wife, of the Marquis d'Antas? 

Oga. i; No} • 

D'An. It is not only wy loye, but un^id vrealtli 
«nd unbounded power that I offer you. [power. 

Oga. I refuse your love, your richep, »nd your 

Mme. de T, Monsieur le Marquis, I CMoot order 
you to quit fv bouse tt^at i$ 709r property^U i» f gr 
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If An, 1 rdtire-^yei nfleet, Mftdame; and if one 
day misfortunes come npoa you— (asttfe) and they 
thall cornel— (flrfoiKl) call on me, and I shall be 
alnrays ready to offe? yoa the band yon now 
refuse. [Exit. 

Dia. Hie farewell Is a threat Horace, yon must 
see the Begent 

Eor. Yea, yes; but the first thing is to leave thia 
house. I hare fonnd another for you ; aoad I have 
got a person to attend on you, in whom I can tmst 
As I had foreseen what was to happen, I told him 
to be here in lesa than an hour, he cannot be long 
ere he arriyee. 
i Mme. de T. Thank yon, my dear Horace. I have 
still some friends at courts and I ebali write to 



them, in order to obtain, through them, the support^ ^ that when I knew her. She cannot hove gofit 



of his Highnesa lExit. 

Oga. Brother ! Lore must be then a very hateful 
thing, to make this man so repulsive to me ! 

Eor. His love is but corrupting and degrading 
love~-the luxury of » time, then abandoned and 
neglected old age— 
OfKk Yes; that nmst be his love I 
Dia. But there is another love^ my slater. 
Oga. Another? 

Dia. One that is pt^, blessed by Heaven, full of 
self-sacrifice and true devotion; one that fills the 
heart with happiness •-the love of the wife, the 
mother! 
Oga. Oh ! yes, yes; that is my love ? 
Jior. What can she mean ? 

Bnter a Servant. 
Ser. From his Highness, the Begent, to Monsieur 
Horace de Brienne. f^tves letter and esriU. 

Mor. Hy lieutenant's commission. His Highness 
also approves of my marriage with Diana. 
Dia. Horace I 

Oga. A marriage! Diana!— Horace! 
Dia. Yes ; I am going to be his wife. 
Oga. Yon— you loYe him then? 
Dia. Yes! 

Oga. The love of the wife— the mother! (Ani- 
matedly^ pet sadly.) That is, to live entirely for each 
other ; he for yon, and you for him. I shall be 
^PPy> 'or I am loved too-^D*Antas has asked me 
to bo his wife. 
Jlor. r Aside.) Misery! misery! 
Dia. My sister, yoa are suffering? 
Oga. Yes. 
Dia. Why? 

Oga. Becanee— because lam ieajous! 1 will leave 
you— I will go away ! What should a child of the 
desert— a savage, as th^ call her— do amidst you? 
In yonr world everything irritates, wounds, tortures 
xue. I want now to roam like a wild beast, to 
bound like the ocean waves! Oh! I am stifling I 
sir, give me air i • [my brain ? 

Dia. (Aside.) What suspicion is this that crosses 
Oga. I wOl go. 

J)i€t. YpQ no longer love us, then. 
Oga, X tell you I will go. 

Hot. Ogarital Formerly yon called me yonr 
Ijrother; why refuse that brother's entreaties? 
Promise to remain wfth us; you are the joy and 
lia^ipinesff of our hopie, Werp ypq tq leave us, it 
%irould be to take away our hope, and t^o gon4emQ 
us to eternal mourning, 

iJga. iBuitat^g.) Horace! Hopaca! 
Pia. iAfid^) Oh ! I fepl it' They IpvQ oftch other! 
Oga. (Looking at Diana.) No, no, it is impo^Mbl^j 
J. will be fpe^ | 
A* iliQ is going out BAEABAS enters, meHing her. 
'Bur, pardon me. I cftQje tg t»lse^3-p»{*^ Qmri^%^ 



Oga, Why do you stop mef 

Bar. It is • no— yes -saved! Hving! You found, 
then, like myself, a Danish vessel, thatrelieved yoa 
from! the ic^ergs and the white bears ? 

Enter MADAME DE THEBINGE. 

Mmie. de T. To whom do you Jaelieve yoa are 
speaking? 

Bar. To whom ? Why, to Madame de Lascour&, 

Mme. de T. You knew her, then ? 

Bar. I should think so. 

H<yr. Where? speak 

Bar. On board the Uracnia, on which I was a sailor. 

Mme. de T. But, my friend, Madame de Laeconr» 
isdead. 

Bar. Dead! ah! besides, she was older than< 



younger these last fifteen years. I have it now, I 
guess, it is —her daughter. (2b Ogarila.) You are-— 

Oga. I do not know you. / 

Bar. You do not know me; I know you, and you 
are not going to be proud, and not acknowledger 
me, that would be very wrong. Miss Martha. 

Oga. Martha, Martha ; where did I hear that 
name ? Martha ! Ah : it was the name my mother 
gave me. 

Bar. Ye^, yes; when you puUed my noso an* 
ears ; when you called me your dog, and made tpa 
bark bow-wow, and, now you repulse me, I, your 
poor bow-wow. 

Oga. Stay, stay ! you are Barabas ! Ah ! 
that night is passing; my childhood comes back 
again ! Oh, Barabas, dear Barabas. (She mbraces 
him.) Speak to me of my mother. 
- (Bar. (Overcome.) A moment. Madcmoiaollo ! I 
am so overjoyed ; there, there, I am better "nowL 
(Tears off his neck handkerchief.) Wo were approacli- 
ing Mexico, when a bad man, a villain, incited tho 
men to revolt Your brave father seized him, dis- 
armed and overthrew him; he was going to kill 
him, when another wretch seized you, and threat- 
ened to throw you overboard. 

Oga. Yes, yes, J remember. All at once a woman 
appeared, pale, breathless, her arms extended to- 
wards me. T fancy I see her still ; I remember her 
features. (She is standing be/ore a niiiror.) She is 
here 1 (Touching her heart.) And there ! (Points 
to mirror.) I have quite her features, then ? 

Oga. My motner, my mother! I see again your 
tearsof despair when we were abandoned on tlio 
ocean; I feel still the pressure of your hands when 
yoa raised me above the waves, to place me once 
again on the ice. I hear yet your last adieu, as th» 
waves overwhelmed you; for thus she died, Diana,, ^ 
saving my life by the sacrifice of her own. 

IShe falls weeping info Diana's Ar 

Dia. Yqu said well, that heaveii would notleaw 
its miracle onfinished, 

Mme. de T. And the man who incited them to ) 
volt? J 

Hor. The wretch who cs^ised the death of ^<f 
sieur de Lascours q-nd hip wife ? 

Bar. He was named Ca-rloa 

Oga. Carlos! wait, vait! 

Bar. Sl^Ii I tell yo» whfit he was like 3 
a dark complexion, -alack hajr. thin lips— ^ 
Enter D'ANTAS. MADAME DE TH.^ 

and HOl^AOE waVa to viittt bitnAo^ 
*0g<», (nfcpgnifiiig ^im as GfirlQs,) M'/ 
he? 

Bar. Yea. 

(>g<h W9J»JI^9F*I gQinU»fttroom«(/v(?/. 
« [^W Qjr 
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Bar, WttUngly t {Atide.) For I am so frightened, 
I feel M if I could strangto bim. [^4 OeaU 6ff. 

JTor. ifo D^Antas.) Yon liere, t^i 

ffAn. (Sb Madami dt TSeringt.) Yon will exooae 
this intrusion, Madame, when yon know the mottye 
that brings me here. 

Mnu. d€ 21 Speak, sir. 

D'An, If you nave devoted friends at courts yoB 
h»ve also powerf al enemies, and I oonie wlfh great 
grief to inform yon that a heavy xnlsfortmie 
threatens you. 

Alk Misfortune? 

Hot, What, sir? Speak t for our enemies, I am 
tare, haie nothing hidden from yon. 

D'An. Ton are mistaken. I am ignorant of the 
cause ; - bat here is Monsieur de Laval, who can In- 
form yon better than I can. 

Eratr G£OB€^B, vfith Sd^ierf. 

JETof. George! 

Om. Madame de Therlnge and Ifademoiselle 
Plana de LascoarSi are to rptnm to Me^tico in a 
government vessel. 

Dia. A second exile. 

Mme. de T. At my age It will be death. 

OgcL Oh, we shall go all together ; we shall all 
three coo^Qle and Love your dear Grandmamma. 

lyAn. (WTio has talen Ou order from Qeoi'ge.) Alas, 
Mademoiselle, the order states tiKit they are to go 
without you. 

Oga. Without me ? No, no, it is impossible ! 

D''An. It is positively so. 

Orga. And he, Horace ? 

JHor. I wait my tum. 

Geo. In the name of the King, your sword. 

Hor (Giving it.) Monsieur De Laval I pity yon, 
where am I to be oonducted? 

Z>'4»TotheBa8tile. 

Jlor. But she, Ogarita! Great Heavens! 
J)' An. Go. (Tht Soldiers lead Horace qff.) 

Oga. Horace, and yon, my mother, and sister, oh, 
they cannot separate ns. 

Dia. Let them kill us first! {To J>'Antas.y^w(iy, 
sir, mercy ! 
Oga, Do not ask mercy of him. 
I>ia. Martha! 

MrM.de T. My child, my child, what will become 
of her? Heaven watch over her. 

(D'AiUat motions (hem off^ they exeunt^ q/ter 

having prtt$td OgarUa in their armSf the 

remains siletU and motionhsi.) 

Oga. (Aside.) AXone, alone, in the midst of what is 

to me a New world! Alone, did I say? no, no, the 

faith of my mother is mygufde. (Takee up her Bibk.) 

The book that Diana taught me to valHie, and 

counsel me I (Rtadtng.) "Judith found the Assyrian 

tmder a tent, covered with purple, gold, and 

Emeralds, and Holgfemes from the time he saw 

h«k,lotedker.*» ' 

BAn. (Comes toxpardsher, she shuts the Bock with a 
talni^atki reeohite e.ir.) ton see, Mademoiselle, i)o 
>ne incapable of struggliikff agaiAstme I 
Ogc^ It is true. 

D'A\ This power I wlslhd to share "with you. 
TonlAhave made you the sWer of my splendid 
. thevife of a man powerhl enough to brave 
lis eWmies, to crush every ^staclA under his 
li^plaod so high in the woriCthat nothing can 
^^ htm Ogarita, I offered yot my hand, and 
^ tecteW ^ 

ilu iC^'«JS[fir one hand on her Bible^and stretching 
to ^Viflfc) Mar(;[ais D'Antas,^ aeeept now. 



ACT V. 
A Large Saloon rkUif ptumUhti and iwpportsd b 

pOiars. 
At the bottom^ through the CurMne hanging j^vn 

these, is eeen a Park, 
MABQUIS D'ANTAS, several Servante in r:6 
U^^Het A STE WABD <i» very eimpie oostunu. 
D'An. Have you told Madame la Mar^uiae of oni 
departnrt? 

atew. Yes, Monsiecir to Manqnta, and Madam< 
began immediately to write, Bigbtng me to leave 
the room. 

BfAn. (Atid^) To whom could ake wri(«L (Aloud.] 
I have changed my mind, instead of leMteg ^arii 
to-night we will leave at once. 

Stew. But the relays are ordered Uon^eiiife Mar 
tqu»i. " '' ^' 

If An. Yon must order new ones. 

; Steio. I fear it Is impossible, Monalenr le Hargnia 

D'An. Bhough ; If yon wish to rem#4n In my 

service, never repeat that word. Pay td& twenty, 

a hundred times more if neocseary, %at t must be 

obeyed. I go in an hour— leave ma. rOerf. exeunt.) 

. Yes, we will leave, Ogarita: I wiM tnUP yon from 

\ this world Aat surronnds yoa with hom^ige and 

' adoration. We shall see, if shut op alone with me, 

far from this court in which I nave placed yoo, 

you win reject my love. Has she the rl^rht to do 

so? Am I not her husband— her master? Her 

master; poor fool, however my pride may revolt 

against it, this woman governs msw A word from 

her lips destroys all my projects, overthrows all oj 

resolutions. Why did she consent to this marriaga 

if we were to remain strangers to eicb other? 

What is passing in her heart ? Why cannot I tear 

from mine this love that makes me so weak and 

cowardly? Oh, woman, woman, ho^w I sliall hate 

you from the day on which I a^in become master 

of myself. 

Enter SEBVANT announcing, 
8er. Monsieur George de Lavid i— Monsienr 

Duchesne. 

£nterX31BOB/(3^E,'DV(ySESK^ and several lordt 
Due. We come to bid yon farewell, MonsioiK, 
The departure ,of your excellency is me cause jr 
great grief to os, but we can well- cnderstand T 
reason. The love of such awQO)an nn Madi 
la Marquise D'Antas is worths kingdom. 
D'An. Her love t Yes, certainl;^. 
Due What happiness to be able to sow gold^ 
her feet 

B'An. It is tree I have gold at wfil, but Iot« 
{JnterrupU himself .) BntwhydoefVonsleurGeai 
de Laval remain on one side? 

Geo. I wait till you are disengaged, Moi 
Marquis, to receive you orders. 
B^An. My orders! 
Geo. Do yoq ptlll condemn Mad^ose de Theri^ 
to die in Mexico, far from her chlM ? Will yoa | 
release Horace from prison X Are not your wij 
accomplished ? Ogarita has been your wife ^ 
month past. What is now want^Dff to eomd 
your happiness ? What hinders ifwi from I 
generous ? 

DAn. Stop, I do not like moralisers, Monsied 
Laval, and I insist npon my servilnVs blind oM 
ence. 
Geo. I am not your servant^ sir I 
B'An. True ; my servants are free to lean 
service— it is but my slaves I hold riveted tr 
chain. 
Geo. (Passionately.) Oh,if ever I can break q 
ffAn. (Ironically.) What pleasure you wonldll 
in revenging yourself. I understand tha^ my C 



tfiiX 6EteAit OS* TfiB FROZteN S^A. 



1031 



f ellov, Wt yo^ never will be able. Come, I reeelTO 
^xK^i^Wt geutiemea, for the time fixed for our 
dAiMurtareis aft tumd* 

^^ OP^ABl.TA in cQuri drm, 

;C^y^^4<^liai»XT4epwUiTQl 01), no. fSatuting,) 
Ogarka salutes you. {All bote.) She inviUB yoa to 
the fete sbe giverlhls cfrenio^ ! 

/>'il». Afete? I 

Oga. Yes. 

Z>:^ii».^iit barre tbey told yoa my wisbea ? 

1)^11. ^a4 you haVo ordered a fete? 

^4% ^^ yi9Q 1^6^ f<»ar:W a^ger^-^Be oftrtfnl! 

Offo. (Let* her /an fall^ several gentlemen ttoop to 
pick Hyftpj ^tQRl Ogaciia bft% bottode Mrttat: 
Ooine^lstoop, Mou^enr le BSarqfUis ; bend your knee 
(D'Anias stoopS'-kiieping hU ejt^JkpiS'im Kir, He picks 
y».i!^^fn\ ;Y9u see I (^ takes U»fm,hi vishBs M 
rekunher hand, §hfi^ate8 if ai^aifouicklv.) QeiUpl. 
Ogarlta wishea notbing more of yo«. Go and, 
cfnatoiTpaiMl Jtbie joamey. I will dlsm^ our 
frftDOB vifxifX Abe fetf tkis eveniog. ■. {blive it? 

D*AfL A fete ! But have I not said, I would not 

<knr a^tlbave said I would! 

i>Mfii HadainI imonatAil 

Oga, Have we not one will— one BOol? ^ttreroir, 

D'An. (Qeinffr) J^rewell til^ this evening, gentle-, 
men. iSxU, AH the lonls Jntw.. and exeunt. 

Oga, ICoQsiiear Dnohesn^ I have a favour to ask i 
yoc^ and ) oiUB, perhape, render you a service. 

Disf. ppes^ Madame. 

Oga. Yesteraay.a sum of money was gained from 
yon at play, and yon are annoyed at not being able 
to pay immediately ? . . 

Due. Yeff;.fpr toen I should have the power to 
ptmish Um who made me fa^ dupe. 

Oga. Gannone of your friends lend you this sum ?, 

i>up. Sff3Mt .. , , 

Os^ UTouehet a bea, Barabas entert.) Monsieur 

WM^St^c^ej.. iPfffnfi to Duchente.) 

jS^» Bow much does Monsieur require ? 
^f^ itoQW not if I ought to^ 
Oga. You owe! think- 
Due. Eight Ibo^iaand crowns Ibot-M . . ' 
SoTtJ^al^filKbiqfl (Takes gold ondMtfxJi^omi, 

his poiatet.} There, count, if that be not ebbngh, 

■PM*l-j .... .t t 

' \.w>'damci,.becaiMe lam sore 'Of 

. ., jcFw tQ aiauit ij^ debfc . 

.t IS enough, then Til shut up the bsJijic . 

.. .1 i^utfmq^uphU packets.) 

it?yQn spoke of a senrice I could rander. 

' yo^goit the . Arebivea of the Family 
_ nd.frQmgh?fl(tB,«aXreQni7«d? ,. .«: 
<?yli4ve arrived a', tlie Embmwg^ ... -1^011? 
I wa.ixi tifBiji at ooce, tlus in wbit^ wantol^ 
^ Thfliy abstj bo tierc, iiijidamt'. .... 
MuGuOfJl i£fii: di*nvL%seM hifti viih a gesttire, tfim 
tut^ /# ae\}r^f.) Qoorgfi, my mother 4nd eteMij 
mwtllhortly p&rt for Uieir ^mit f.t cxUl'. 
<%.. la & w^ek. 

Ug<s. Horace « impridu<mi;i}ut:inBy be^aieag (ttie. ; 

Geo. For ever. 

Bar. That's long enoQcb* ' 

Oeo. ^B^uavei^spy witg^BB that I wouKi giveioiy 
life to save th'em; but, alas, it is not my life aione 
that servm as a hoslpgeriip their^taecntiotiftr. 

Cga. I know it., B6^»^a8g.ihat paper. 

jBar. iflives papers.) Here it is. 

O^o. (fiff wnflrtt to G'eorflr^) George, you committed , ,^ . 

a fault— but yon have bitterly expiated it - Let^ihe- - -OgeuBQ much the better, this c^nstrahit r 
remembrance ff it be forgotten, — 



Geo» ileoking atHt) What do I see? Vouregtore 
me to life, to liberty 1 I -tita. youre-^speiA:, order, 
and I obey! 

0^ Friend, Mmember those wttomiffert Folio V 
now the dictates of your consdenoe^ 

Oeo. I understand you, and I hiisten to throw 
myefclf ^t the Itogenlte feet 

Oga. Go, go! (ffeeipUminJktt.')M^T»W^JDlHB. 

.BoK D'Antu? rmoflt - (Bxit. 

Enter D'ANTAa 

B'An. Alone 1 

OgiL Yen Wished it ? ■ 

D'An. Yes; thoserpeople4f«iilwayt ebtoSMtcdaV 
Ing me upon my happiness. I hate stuAi \n0^k^ I 

Oga. What is wanting' to yf drliaMrtneii ? 

DAn. Can yon ask -me? Yon vno«w ikj jpaa- 
sionate love, and you reject it wtth dlsdfllnl Why 
did yOamtfrry me, If my love \n» Manful \070u ? 

Oga. You are deceived, D'Antasj I ^fibt to 16e 
loved'byydt. This Idv'efctmy nKbst^i^m -wish. 
I swear your love ean ttever teach that point to 
whidi I ^re tt. . . 

. JD'An. Must I lay bare my soul to you ? 'Knok fl 
then, and laugh at my weakness. You have become 
my only thought, the end of sill ny desires, the ob- 
ject of my very dieams I Iwoold eScrI]ace«Il my 
power and wealtii, for one kind look frOtn yon. 
Each word you utter thrills in my heart; eaeii 
smile intoxicates me : and the most honible tor* 
tore I can imagine, t^ould beifttat of dyltte without 
having felt your level {dasusK)^ luxury. 

Oga. I must appear very awkward to yOn th Yfals 

I>An. You I ^ 

Oga. No one ever t^nghfrner to wear rtdh clothet. 

I was but apoor savage— 'I hadbuttii^ gnmdinofti^ 

and sister to teaoh me, aild they Are sent far away 

from me. t't^hiT 

. D'An. Wduld yon "be ytfpy huppy to \iee them 

Oga. Oh, yes, yes ! 

D'An. Well, I will restore theih to yon. I will 
become your most humble, most submissive slavey 
let me but see you smile— let but a syllable of lov^ 
come from your Ups. Am I not your husband ? 

: Oga. Yon ara -so, and oaglit to know'Whttt is pass- 
ing in my heart Marquis, my family W«i><&(A7ftrdl^ 
assassinated l-^^da know that, I befiti^ ? 

;/)MiK Yes, I knowit . 
,. Offu. Yesi I Often-ileeall thiflo^nie fO^tfrMiM, 
but Iliavenot totdyon lylfatlmplHOaMe Hatred fs 
in my he«cttowardBctlre.iiitfrderer. Tliliif e^nM told 



lu lujr liny u iA/^w»«*m.i»w^y «m»i»«oi^«, ^ anrT<- 

you towards what revetiitt I Wiis WaTKitil; VH^ 
sioWctep^ Itaced eyes,. lNild%r»Ay bf^etthTH^'ei^ 
movitag'al^f. a« tfi^y gHdelh ffle dJETserL to ihy 



jnise 'Sn 'enemy thifoi^h "bcutfMis, 'MovftiMulltll, '^w 

tofrrenta.'.. , . ^ ' 

2>'^». Thsitloek.thataBUe! 

Oga. You were rich, and-i-BedSfH^yrtTr iW^s, 

-thata -difght employ them for my rete^e. /on 

ytmn ^wesfta), and I 4cGi&iftM your^o^i^^ 

-eivihthe gnflty man. Ton lo^e me. m^ ifPpi I 

Mil k<ve, will be tbe man who will tear th^mask 

from theaBHaBBin, wto will bring hiin to ni^onna 

l^^iteL^ad^fbot tWi I may give him ^ ovi^to ^Wj£ 

executioner. Marquis D'Antas, will *fdii'**"°"* 

'B'An.(Terr^d.y Ogaaltkl lJS^\^ 

Oga. (Vehemifntlv.} OalimoMiMthatte Wjoi^ 

J)*An. (looking at her mtrus^f^.) /««!* <w 

Oga. Yes, Martha, BffVBd by HeaveiT "'"^'JP 
abyss that threatens, »nd^he wlCkedVho WH /^ 
now tell me that you leve me I / Cw"* * 

■ ffAn. Now, Martha de Lascours, into your ve" 
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' i)'A^. t hayfl imderstood yon, and I tell yoa I am 
' alwftys fc/at niaitef. Yoa remeisber those that 
«re 6e«At and foiig«t ftaose that are liring. You 
forget all lean do against yoa— against them. Mis- 

• fortune fall on thoae tiro women I— The Tesie! they 
sail in belongs to me. 

• OffcL Oovardt 

D'An. Horace^B prison door oan be walled in 1 
Oga, Ooward and assassin t 
D*An. Ah ! you betrayed yourself too soon, Martha 
de Lascours I 

Enter itnant, tmnounctM, 
8er, Madame the Countess de Theringe, and 
. Ma'amselle Diana de' Laicours. 
. D'An, TAgfttrel 

Oga. My mother! my sister! 
. Ser. Monaiear to Chevalier Horace de Brlenne. 
D'An* He also here I 

Oga. Did I betray mymlf too soon, Monsieur le 
Marquis? ' ' , ^ 

. Eniep DIANA, HORACE, and MADAME DB 
THEBINOE. 
D*Atk Horace! here— inmyhoase! It most be 
a^reaail {FaUsintocha^.i 

. Oga. At last I see youl {Rvau to Mnu. de 2*., wio 
.ripuUet her4 Yon repulse me I 

Mme. d9 T. Unless a regal command had 
brought me to your hoase, you never woold have 
eeen me acain, Madame. 
Oga, Mathune! 
D'An. A regal order! 

0^ And yon, Horace, do yoa accuse me, do yon 
repulse me ? 

Ifor. I did not wish to reproach you by my pre- 
sence; ahd it was necessary to constrain me to 
eome hither by a formal order from the Begent. 

2)'iiit. TheBegentl (>1jm&.> What can have in- 
dueed him to sign this order ? 
. Oga, {L^ing at Horace.) How pale he is, ho^he 
must have suffered 1 

Jlor. .Oh, yes! I have suffered!. It was your 
ehameful marriage that broke my heart. A man 
imprisoned and exiled those to whom you were 
dearer than life, and in the hour he made them 
jBDffer, yon married him, and renoonoed, for his 
«ake, all onr affections ! 
Oga. lAthe naivie.of heaven, Horace! 
Hor. I am not going to accuse you«>it was 
against my wUl tliey restored my liberty, if they can 
refuse me a dungeon, they cannot refuse a grave. 

Oga. And jou, sister, have you nothing but bitter 
«nd angiy words for me? 
Dia. Ipity and forgive yon, for I loved youalways. 
Oga, Ob, thanks, thank& So you think I have 
i^arried this man because he is powerful and rich, 
am more infamous than even that would be, for I 
* 4ve married the a s sa ss in of my mother ! 
, 4», The nnwassin 
yAn, You lie! ^ Words—- 

ipr. (To Og<tri»L) Speak, explain yourself t 
<4ifi. Not another word, madame, or I swear- 
er. Your sword, Horace. Let him neither call 
^or b}p, nor fly until he has heard me out 
' «<»,/)ratc« Am word, $tcp» D'AnUufrompaulng.) 
wpJ»krtpoak|, 

Oaa. ^chained my llfB to yours, Marquis D'Antas, 
to kno» all your sohemes^to guess all your 
rthoughtB^.to better surprise aJl your secrets, and 
And out v>ur past lifel I have spent ten thnes 
.ttiOTe gold discover your crimes than you spent 
to hide then J and, if I accepted your hand, it was 
but to draw jou towards the abyes I 



THE FR02EN SEA. 

Mme. de T. iiy t)eloved child i (Bmbraeei herd 

Dia. My sister I 

Oga. This Is what I have done, through the fh- 
spiration of that book you taught me to reverence 

Jlor. {pavkring hx» meord.) You are lost! 

D'Atk. Curses on him who betrayed me 'to the 
Begent I 

EiO^ GEOBGB. 

Oto. I did, sir. 

JfAn. George! 

Oga. It is useless to threaten^I have restored to 
him that document by which you held your power 
over him. 

JfAn, Let him be free ! What will your accusa- 
tion do ? Once, again, yon have no j^roofi that I 
am Carlos! 

BiA0r Oueste, (he Lteutmani of Police^ hU OJIeert, 
DUCHESNE. 

D'An. The Lieutenant of Polioe! 

Oga, I sent for him to arrest the man who assas- 
sinated the family of de Lascours. 

AU. Their MBBMinl 

Oga. Fifteen years past, he was ealTed Oatlo& 
Now have I proofs, Monsieur le Marquis? 

JfAn. (Thunderstruct.) Carlos! ' 

Oga. To-day he is called the Marquis l^'Antas!— 
Now am I too soon, eh ? 

Onm. D*Antasl 

Due, Here atro the proofs of the death of the last 
Marquis, twenty years since. • 

D^An. If I am not the Blarjuls, who dare affirm 
that I was ever called Carlos? that I ever sailed 
with Captain de Lascours? when, of all the crew of 
the'Uraaia, none have survived ? 
£nt0r 6ABABAS. 

Bar. None? Who am I then, sir? 

JVAn. Who are you? I know you not! 

Bar. Who am I? Barabas, formerly sailor of the 
JTrania! And I recognize you. Monsieur Carlos, 
—because, when you caused more than twenty guns 
to be flreid at me without hitting. {Apnroathei 
D'Antai.) I had but one small pistol, and the ball 
lodged-^therel Sprina* upon Mm, and teart open his 
coat.) See, here are the traces of it, Monnenr le 
Marquis I 

D'Antas. (Shaking him off .) Wretch? 

Bcw^'How lucky I did not kill yon then! they 
woidd not now have been able to hang yon ! 

D*An, Lost! I, whose riches are without end, 
and power without limits !— I, who could pay armies 
and purchase kingdoms! Oh, it is impossible— it 
is impossible I 

Oga. Yes ; yon fall in the midst of your luxury— 
of that grandeur, that power, which you thought 
far too high to be attacked. But there is something 
BtiU higher, far above all power and riches, sacred 
' in its integrity, equal in Its protectinglnfluenee with 
power and liches— the law I the law! 

D'An, (CnuheO.) The law ! (The lieutenant cfpolkx 
signs to his officers to seUe Mm, he raises ?ris head.) I 
bows to its supreanaoy— Mar(^ 1 

(Se goes out, guards foSow him,) 

Dia. Horace, the Marquis D'Antas was an assumed 
name^she is yet Martha deLaseours, Horace, yon 
will be my brother 1 

Oga. Diana! 

£ar. A marriage! hurrah! 

Oga. (7b Barabas.) You will always remain with 
us? , 

Bar, Always, always! (Twehing Ttis no^e and earsA 
And these «t the service of your Mttle ones to pull 
at iTcMeaux, 



THE HYPOCRITE. 

A COMEDY, IN FIVE ACTS.— BY ISAAC BICKERSTAFF. 




J>r. (7.— **ALia, poob MahI I will amswhr fob him.**— ilc* v, scene kut. 



Sib John Lambbbi: 

COLOKBL LaMBBBT. 

BocTOB Cabtwbll. 
Pabnlbt. 



Mawwobil 

Setwabd. 

Old Lady Lambbbt. 



Ladt Lavbebt. 

Chablotte. 

Betty. 



ACTL 

Scene I— ul HoJI in sir John ZamberVs house. 

Enter SIB JOHN LAMBEBT, followed by 
COLONEL LAliBEBT. 

CW. L. PrBY consider, sir. ^ , ^ ^ „, 

0ir. J. So 1 do, sir, that I am her father, and will 

b««tow her as I please. ^ _,^ , v ,. 

CoLL. I do not dispnte your authority, sir: but 

»• I am your gon too, I think it my duty to be pon- 

cf rued for your honour. Have not you countp- 

??p. ?«r-T«» Bbitiot Pbaha. 



nanced his addressei to my sister? Has not she 
receiTed them? Mr. Darnley's birth and fortune 
are well known to you ; and I dare gwear, he may 
4efy the world to lay a blemish on his character. 

Sir J. Why thop, sir, since I am to be catechised, 
I must tell you, I do not like his character : he is a 
world server, a libertine, and has no more religion 
than you have. ^. , ,^ 

Col, L Sir, we neither of us think it proper to 
make a boast of our religion ; but, if you will please 
to Inquire, you will find that we go to chufco Iff 
orderly as the rest Qf pur neighbou^g, ». > 
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Sir J. Oh ! yoQ gQ to church ; ^on e$ t« ChnrcV« 
"Wonderful I wonderful I to bbw, and gria, and 
cough, and sleep ; a flno act of devotion, indeed 1 

Col. L. Well, but dear air— 

Sir X CotoBfll) JII7U one .am arthetit. 

Col. L.' Pardon me, fir, I am none. It Is a 
character I abhor ; and next to that, I abhor the 
character of an enthusiast 

Col. L. Oh! you do so; an enthusiast I this is the 
fashionable phrase, the by-word, the nick-name 
that our pleasure-loving generation give to those 
few who have a sense of true sanctity. 

Col L. Say canting, sir. 

Sir J. I ten you what, eon, as I have told you 
more than once, you will 4raw some heavy jadg* 
ment on your head some day or other. 

Cot L. So saya the charitable Doctor Cantwell ; 
you have taken him into your house, and, in re- 
turn, he ffivea over half your family to the devil. 

Sir J. Do not abase tho Doctor, Oolonel ; It 1b not 
the way to my favour. I know |oq cannot bear bim, 
because he is «io(t>««4)f your mincing preachers: 
he holds ^ the jjUea to fonr enormities, shews 
you to yojfnelsTes ta Toorgetiaine colours. 

Col. L. i4v^iv«9*«e49QOt piety and virtue, sir; but 
there af^ ^rotBOftW* to voligioo, as well as to 
courago^ i^bdiaaweaiffvcrfind tlie truly brave to be 
such as »&lfe04liiteh fioiae about their valour, so I 
apprehonH^ Cbe %iity good aeldoa or never deal 
much S& jriit4;uu>a 

Sir /. vm^'iKHpQ, sir; this is very well 

CoL L. desldas, «ir, I would be filad to kaow, by 
what autboiiStiy the Doctor pretenoi to exerotoe the 
cleridaMtt&cttoQ. It does not appear olearly to me 
that lt« ever m$it In orders. 

SirX l%fl(t Is no busitiMs of yoaV9, sir. Siitl 
am better ijiffftgnwd. However, he h^s the call of 
zeal. 

ColL. aMll 

Sir J. Why, Oolonel, yon are in a passltni. 

Col. L. i -oiMn I oannot see w^^ temper, rir, ae 
many Mi1S0lQW|lnoantebankB iimioBe eatasimwary 
multitude ! w»«tobe8, who molte a trade of religion, 
and shew an uncommon concern for the next world, 
only to raise their fortunes with greater secuiity in 
this. 

Sir J. Colonel, let me hear no more; I see you 
are too hardened to be converted now ; but since 
you think it yodr dnt^, m a son, tobepoacanaedloir 
my errors, I think it as much mine as a father, to 
be concerned for yours. If you think fit lo amend 
them' so ; if not, take the consequence. 

Col. L. Well, sir, may I ask you without ofionoef 
if the reasons you have given me ort your only 
rrasoDB for discountenancing Mr. . Darnley's ad- 
dresses to my sister? 

Sir /. Are they not flagrant? would you haye mo 
marry iny daughter to a pogan ? . 

Col. L. He intends this morning paying his re- 
ppecls to you, in hopes to obtain yourflualtionsent,* 
and desired me to be present as a msdifvtor of 
articles between yon. 

Sir J. I am i;h,'l to hear it 

Col L. Tbafs kind, indeed, sir. 

Sir J. May bo not, sir ; for i will not be at homo 
when he comes ; and because I wili not tell a lie 
for the matter, 1 will go cut this moment. 

Col L. Nay, dear sir—. 

i//' /. And, ilo you hear ? because 1 will not deceive 
hJm, either tc!l him I would not have him lose his 
time ift fooling after your bister,— lu short, I have 
another man in my head for her. 

[Exit. 

Col. L. Another man ! It would bo worth one's 



wt|iU»«oknofr|i!8i, fray, haaTdn, this eantiiig hy- 
pocrite has not got some beggarly rascal In bis eye 
for her. I must rid the house of him at any rate^ or 
all the settlement I can hope for, from my father, 
\n A caatle in 0s ahr. ^f sister may iio -vniaf d t^o 
(Cfiarhtte sings icithout.) Her« she comes. IT there 
be another man in the case, she, no doubt, can let 
me into the secret 

■ Enter CHAHLOTTE. 

Sister, good-morrow ; I want to speak with yon. 

Chart. Pr'ythee, tt|«D, 4ear brothert 4on*t put on 
that wise, politic lUce, as tf yoor reghnent were 
going to be ditbaaded, or aeot to Iha West Indies, 
and yott oblige^ to fellow it 

Col. L. CwBa$k come ; a tmoe with yoor raillery : 
what I tiaTe to «^k gf you is senoos ; anift I be-g you 
wenld be so in ^uwr answer. 

Charl Well, Viie^. proyldeA It is nod upon the 
BQbiect of love, X ym be so; bat snalte baste too^ 
for I have Bot had ipy tea yet 

Col L. Why, it ik, and it is not, on that sub- 
ject 

€h9wl Ohi I love» riddle, dearly. Let's hear it. 

Ciil L. Hfv, pahal If you'll be serious, say so. 

Charl. Imr^, slr^ I beg your pardoo—tbere ^ 
there's n^ whole form and featores totally disev- 
gaged anCiifelesB, at your service ; now, Bttt them 
in wliat |>osturo of attention you mwa %\Ai» fit 

{LKOnit^ i;^fainst him rtvftmtrOlj^.y 

JCti>\ X. Was Ihere ever such a jUdfhr devil I 
BrVfi>A«i«taBtt pp. I have been taffeiiiirwith my 
father, and he Aaolares, positivekr, you efaall not re- 
1 ezeiveany luvther addresses frfUto air. DarQley.S 

Charl. Areyousertons? 

Col. £. lie said so this m)&ute, and with somo 
warmth. 

Charl. Xim iflad on*t, wHOi all my heart; 

Col. L. ttow ! glad I 

Charl. fu a degree. X)o yon think a man haa 
tt^ moraohaiKns for me for toy father's liking him ? 
Vo, fllr: if Mr. Darnley ca^ mdn iUa wv to me 
BOW, he is ofaUged to me, and to me -o^y. Besidea, 
now it may have the facie of an iraioiir mdeed, now 
one has something to stroegle for; there's difficul- 
ty, there's danger, there's the dear spirit of contra- 
diction in it, too. Ob, I like it mightily 1 

Col. I. I am glad this does not make yon think 
the worse of Derale^ ; but a lather's consent might 
have clapt a pair of horses more to your coach, 
perhaps, and the want of it may pinch your for- 
tune. 

Charl. Bom fortune I Am not I a fine woman ? 
and have not I twenty thousand pounds in my own 
hands ? 

Co?. L. Yes, siior ; but wHh all your dhamn, yon 
faav^ had them in your possessionalmeM thes^ four 



Charl. Pshal and have not I had^wfifllawing 
of my own airs and humours these four years? But 
if I humour my father, Iwarraot he'll make it three 
or four thousani fnore, with some uplick'd lout ;« 
coiAfortablo equivalent, truly! No, no* let him 
light his pipe with hie consent, if he please Wilful 
against wise, fgr a wager. 

Col. L. But pray, sister, has my fatherever pro- 
posed any other man to yon ? 

Ch'irl. Atrt>thermaa! let me kvow v^b^r yoii-a<%, 
and I'll tell you. 

Col. L. Why, the last woi^s he said te i&e w«va, 
that he had another man In his head fo> yon. 

C/karf. Ahd who te it ? who 1« It, dear bflMherf 

Co'. L. Why, yptt d^*t «o nu^h as seem sur- 
'prised 1 



tBB BTF00BI7S. 



loss 



CfUH^l Ko, hotVta flhtfUUttftS, And fkAt^B as weU. 



Cd. Lk Why, how 
. Outrl W^y, Bure, brother, you know very little 
Ot fdb<ls MppUiesa. If yon rappose the surpriRe of 
s new foyer ought to shock a woman of my temper: 
Aon'^t you know that Vm a coquette f 

Col L. »I you are, you are the first that ever was 
sincere enough to own her being so. 

Charl To a lover, 1 grant you; but not to you; 
I iimIdb n» Bi«»^ of you than a Bister ; I can say any- 
thing to yon. 

C3. L. X should have been better pleased, if you 
had not owned it tome; it's a hatef of character. 

Charl. Ay, ii's no matter fOr that ; it's violently 
pleasant, and there's no llLw against it, that I know 

Col. L. Damley's like to hate a hopeful time with 
yoa 

Charl Well, but don't yon really kno\^ who It is 
my father intends me ? 

C9L L. Kot I, really; but I imaged you might, 
and therefore thought to advise witb you about It 

Charl. Kay, he has not opened his lips to me yet 
Aro yon raie he's gone out? 

CoL t. Ton are very impatient to know, me- 
thinks ; what have you to do to concern yourself 
about any man but Damley 1 

Charl. O lud 1 Indl Pr'ythee, brother, don't be 
$o wise ; if you had an empty house to let, would 
^oa be displeased to hear there were two people 
About it ? Besides, to be a little serious, Damley has 
» tincture of jealousy in his temper, which nothing 
but a suitttantial rival can cure. 

Col. L, Oh, your servant^ madam! now you talk 
reason. lam glad vou are concerned enough for 
Daniley^s faults, to think them worth your mending 
pMha,lMii 

Charl. Concerned! why, did I say that? Look 
yov, ru deziy it all to him; well, if 1 ever am 
serious with him again-^ 

Cai. L. Here he comes ; be as merry with him as 
yon please* 

Chart. Pshal (jChaariotU tilt iovon^ takes a l>ooi, and 
rtwis.) 

EfUm DAfiKLEY. 

Dam. My dear OoloneL yoor wtvxA 

Col ^ I am glad yon did not eome sooner ; for in 
fbe hmbour niy father left me, 'twould not have 
been % proper time foryettlbhav» pressed year 
affair. I touched upon it, but, I'll tell you more pve« 
sently ; In the meantime, lose tto ground with my 
Bisfeeh 

Dam. I shall al#ayB fhink myself obliged to 

Jour friendship, let my success be what It will, 
(adara, your most obedieat What have yon got 
there, pray? 

&mk (fieaUng:) BerliMljilook%^»fngUlvmind 
aisclose; 
Qut'dt. at her «y«», €utd m wtftat^d as &i<iu. 

Dam. Pray, mad^m, what is it? 
- Charl Faioown tQ none, to aU ihe anHeg extendi ; 
• /)err»>. Nay, I will see. 

. Charl 0/t slie r^ects, but never onee offends. 

CoLL. Have a care! she has dipt into her own 
character, and she'll never forgive yen, if you don't 
let her go «irouj?li with it. 

Dam. I beg yqtar pardon,- madams. 

Charl Bright as the ««», her eyes the ffttxers strike, 
And like tJte sun they shine on all alUe, 
Uml— 
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Dam. That is sometUng like, indeed. 
Col L. Yon would say so, if yon knew tlL 
Dam. AU what ? Pray what do yon mean? 
Col U Have a Utde patience ; XM tell yon i 

diately. 

Charl. If to Afr fhare some female errors faV, 

Look on herfitce, and you'll /orget them alt. 
Is not that natural, Mr. Darnley. 

Dam. For a woman to expect, it is, indeed. 

Charl And can you blame her, when 'tis at the 
same time a proof of the poor man's passion, and 
her power? 

Dam. b'o, then, you think the greatest compli- 
ment a lover can make his mistress is to give up 
his reason to her. 

Charl (Rises.) Certainly; for what have your 
lordly sex to boast of but your understanding? and 
till that's entirely surrendered to her discretion, 
while the least sentiment holds out against her, a 
woman must be downright va^n to think her con- 
quest completed. 

Dam. There we differ, madam; for, in my opi- 
nion, nothing but the most ezcossive vanity could 
value or desire such a conquest 

Charl Oh, d'ye hear him, brother? The creature 
reasona with me I Nay, has the effrontery to think 
me in tiie wrong too I lud I he'd make a horrid 
tyrant: positively, I won't have him. 

Dam. Well, my comfort is, no other man will 
easily know whether you'll have him or not 

Charl Am not I a horrid vain, silly, creature. 
Mr. Damley. * -i ^. 

Dam. A little bordering on the baby, I must 
own. 

Chart. Lud! how can you lore a body so then? 
bat I don't think you love me though, do you? 

Dam. Yes, 'faith I do ; and so shamefully, that 
I'm in hopes yon doubt it 

Charl Poor man ! he'd fain bring me to reason. 

Dam. I would, indeed. Nay, were it but pos- 
sible to make you serious only when you should be 
so, I should think you the most amiable— 

CAaW. O lud! he's civil— 

Dam. dome, come, be generous, and swear at 
least you'll never marry another. 

CStor/. Ah, Ind I now yon have spoiled aH again ; 
besidei^ ^ow caa I be sore of thai^ befoie I have 
seen this other man my brother spoke to me of ? 

Dam. What riddle's this? 

Col. L. I told yoo, you did not know aU, To be 
serious, my father went out but now, on purpose 
to avoid you. In shor^ he absolutely retracts his 
promises ; says he would not have yoo, fool away 
yonr time after my sister: and in plain terms tola 
me he had another man in his head for her. 

Dam, Another man 1 who? what is he ? did not 
he name him? 

Col L. No; nor hae he yet spoken of him to my 
sister. 

Dam. This is nnacooontablel what caa haTe 
given him this sudden turn? 

OoL L. Some v^him our oonedentioiM Doctor has 
put Into hb keadi I'll lay my Ufa 

Dam. Het He eantbe suoh a villain; he pro- 
fesses a friendship for me. 

CcL I*. So much the worse. 

Dam. But on what pretence* what grounds, 
what reason ? What interest can he have to op- 
pose me ? 

Col L. Aro yott really now as unconcerned as 
you seen to be? 

Charl. You are a strange, dunce, brother; you 
know no more of love than I do of a ro;!?*"^'^"* 
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YoQ 8hall teo now how 111 comfort him. Poor 
Damley, ha^ ba^ ha! 

Dam. I don't wonder at yonr good hnmonr, 
madam, when you have bo subBtantial an oppor- 
tunity to make me nneasy for life. 

Charl. Olud! how Bententious he is! Well, his 
reproaches have that greatness of bouI, the confu- 
sion they give is insupportable. Betty! is the tea 
ready ? 

Enter BETTY. 

Betfy. Tea, madam. 

Charl Mr. Damley, your servant 

lExeunt Charlotte and Betty. 

CoJ. L. So; yon have mode a fine piece of work 
ou't indeed ! 

Dam. Dear Tom, pardon me if I speak a little 
freely ; I own, the levity of her behaviour, at this 
time, gives me harder thoughts than I once believed 
it possible to have of her. 

CoL L. Indeed, my friend, yon mistake her. 

Dam. Nay, nay : had she any real concern for 
me, the apprehension of a man's addresses, whom 
3'ot she never saw, must have alarmed her.to some 
degree of Beriousness. 

Col L. Not at all ; for let this man be whom he 
will, I take her levity as proof of her resolatiou to 
have nothing to do with him. 

Dam. And pray, sir, may I not as well suspect, 
that this artful delay of her good-nature to me now, 
is meant as a provisional^efenee against my re- 
proaches, in case, when sn^as Been this man, she 
should think It convenient to prefer him. 

Col L. No, no ; she's giddy, but not capable of so 
studied a falsehood. 

Dnm.'BwX. still, what could she mean by going 
away so abruptly ? 

Col L. You grew too grave for her. 

Dam. Why, who could bear Bucb trifling? 

Col L. You should have laughed at her. 

Dam. 1 can't love at that easy rate. 

Col L. No ; if you could, the uneasmess would 
lie on her side. 

Dam. Do yon then really think she has anything 
in her heart for me? 

Col. h. Ay, marry, sir: ah, if yon could but get 
her to own that seriously now ; lad ! how yon could 
love hen 

Darn. And so I could by heaven ! 

Col L. Well, well ; I'll undertake for her ; if my 
father don't stand in the way, we are well enough. 

Dam. What says my lady? Yon don't think 
she's against us? 

CoJ. L. I dare say she is not ; she's of so soft, so 
sweet a diBi>OBitIon. 

Dai^. Pray, how oame so fine a woman to marry 
your father, with such a vast inequality of years ? 

- Col L. Want oC fortune, Frank; she was poor 
and beautiful, he rich and amorous ; she made him 
happy, and he made her— 

Dam. A lady. 

Col L. And a jolntnre : now she's the only one 
in the family that has power with onr precise Doc- 
tor ; and, I dare engage, she'll use it with him to 
persuade my father from anything that is against 
your interest. By the way, you must know, 1 have 
some riircwd-suspicion, that this sanctified rogue 
is Id love with her. 

Darn. In love! 

Col L. You shall judge by the symptoms; but 
liush! hero ho comes, wiih my gitindmothcr: step 
tbii way, and I'U fell yon. 

lExtunt. 



Enter DOCTOR OANTWBLL Md OLT) LABY 
LAMBSBT, /bibfwtd «f SKYWARD. 

Dr. C. Charles, step np into my study < bring 
down a dozen or more of those manuals of devo- 
tion, with the last hymn I composed: and when lie 
calls, give them to Mr. Hawworm : and, harkye, If 
any one inquires after me, say I am gone to New- 
gate and the Marshalsea, to distribute alms. 

iSxUSeyward. 

Old Lady L. Well, but worthy Doctor, why will 
you go to the prisons yourself? Cannot you send 
the money? Ugly distempers are often catched 
there ; have a care of your nealth ; let ns ke^P one 
good man, at least, among us. 

Dr. C. Alas! madam; I am not a good man; I 
am a guilty, wicked sinner, full of iniquity; tiie 
greatest villain that ever breathed ; every instant 
of my life is clouded with stains; it is one con- 
tinued series of crimes and defilements : you do 
not know what I am capable of : yon indeed take 
me for a good man ; but the truth u, I am a worth- 
less creature. 

Old Lady Z^ Have you then stumbled ? Alas ! IT 
it be so, who shall walk upright? What horrid 
crime have yon been hurried into, that calls for this 
severe self-recrimination? 

Dr. C. None, madam, that perhaps humanity 
may call very enormous ; yet am I sure that my 
thoughts never stray a moment from celestial ooxh 
templations? Do they not sometimes, before I am 
aware, tuni to things of this earth? Am I not 
often too hasty, and surprised into wrath ? Nay, 
the instance is recent; for, last night, being snarled 
at and bit by Minzy, your daughter-in-law's lap- 
dog, T am conscious I struck the little beast with a 
degree of passion, for which I have never been aide 
to forgive myself since. 

Old Lady L. 0, worthy, humble soul ! this is a 
slight oftence, which your suffering and mortifica- 
tions may well atone for. 

Dr. C. No, madam, no; I want to sulfer ; I ought 
to be mortified; and I am obliged now to tell you, 
that, for my soul's sake, I must quit your good 
son's family; I am pampered too much here; live 
too much at my ease. 

Old Lady L. Qood Doctor ! 

Dr. C. Alas, madam, it is not you that should 
shed tears; it is I that ought to weep; you are * 
pure woman. 

Old Lady L. I pure? Who? I! No, no; sinful, 
sinful; but do not talk of quitting our family: 
what will become of ns? For friendship, for 
charity— 

Dr. 0. Enough; say no more, madam; I anb- 
mit; while I can do good it is my duty. 

Enter COLONEL LAMBERT and DARNLET. 

CoL L. Yotur ladyship's most humble servant 

Old Lndy L. Grandson, how do you do ? . 

Darn. Good day to you, Doctor. ' 

Dr. C. Mr. Darnley, I am your most humble ser- 
vant; I hope you and the good Colonel will stay and 
join in the private duties of the family. 

Old LaiJy L. No, Doctor, no ; it is too early, the 
sun has not risen upon them ; but I doubt notj the 
day will come. 

Dr. C. I warrant they would go to a{>lay now. 

Old Lady L. Would they? 1 am afraid they 
would. 

Darn. Why, I hope it is no sin. mad.im ; if I am 
not mistaken, I have a^en year luiyship at » 
play. 
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tlA lady L Me, sh; ifte m6 At A play ! Ton may 
have Been the prince of darkness, or some of liia 
Imps, In my likeness, perhaps. 

beam. Well, but, madam— 

Old Lady L. Mr. Damley, do yon think I woold 
commit a murder? 

Dr. C. No, sir, no; these are not the plants 
usually to be met with in that rank soil ; the seeds 
of wickedness Indeed sprout up every where too 
fast ; but a play-house is the devii's hot-bed. 

Col^ L. And yet, Doctor, I haye known some of 
the leaders of your tribe, as scmpnlons as they are, 
who have been willing to gather fruit there for the 
use of the brethren : as in case of a benefit. 

Dr. 0. The charity covereth the shi ; and it may 
be lawfnl to turn the wages of abomination to the 
comfort of the righteous. 

C<a.lH Ha,ha,hal 

Dr. C. Beprobate, reprobate? 

Cot C. What is that yon mutter, sirrah f 

Old Lady L. Oh, hearens ! 

Darn, Let him go, OoloneL 

CdL L. A canting hypocrite? 

Dr. C. Very well, sir; yonr father shall know my 
treatment. 

Old Lady L. Let mo ran oxit of the house ; I shall 
have it fall »pon my hesd, if I stay among such 
wicked wzetcfaes. (X grandson, grandaont 

lExU. 

Dam. Was there ever so Insolent a rascal! 

CoL L. The dog will one day provoke me to beat 
his brains ont 

Dam. But what the devil Is he ? Whence comes 
ne ? What is his original ? How has he so iugra* 
tiated himself with your father, as to get footing in 
tly» house? 

Cot L. O, sir, he is here in quality of chaplain; 
he was first introduced by the good old lady that 
has jnat gone out. You know, she has been a long 
time a frequenter of our modem conventicles, 
where, it seems^ she got acquainted with this sanc- 
tified pastor. His disciples believe him a saint; 
and my poor father, who has been fcf some time 
tainted with their pernicious principles, has been 
led into tha same snare. 

Dam. Ha! here'p your sister again. 

Enter CHABLOTTE and DOCTOB OANTWELL, 

Chart, Tonll find, sir, I will not be used thus; 
nor shall your credit with my father protect yonr 
Insolence to m& 

Col L. What's the matter f 

Chart. Nothing: pi-ay, be qnlet; I don't want 
yon : stand ont of the way. How dvst you bolt 
with sndi authority into my chamber,- wlthont gfv- 
ng me notice? 

Dam. OonfuBionl 

qot. L. Bold I if my fatftef don*t resent this, 'tis 
fhen time enough for me to do it 
^ Dr. C Compose yourself, madam; T came by 
your father's desire, who being informed that you 
were entertaining Mr. Damley, grew impationt, 
and gave his positlvo commands that you attend 
him instantly, or he himself, he says; will fetch 
you. 

Dam, Ay, now the siorm is rising. 

Dr. C. So; for what t have done, madam, I had 
his authority, and shall leave him to answer you. 

Chart. 'Tis false. He gave you no authority to 
insult me ; or if he had, did yon suppose £ would 
Dear it from ytm ? What I0 it yon preMtme npon ? 



yourfanctlon? Dost that etempt yon from the 
manners of a gentleman ? 

Dr. C. Shall I have an answer to yonr father, 
lady? 

Chal. ni send him none by yoo. 

Dr. C. I shall inform him so. 

iExit. 

Chart. A saucy puppy I 

Col. L. Pray, sister, what has the fellow done to 
you? 

Chart. Nothing. 

Darn. I beg yon would tell ns, madam. 

Chart. Nay, no great matter ; but I was sitting 
carelessly in mv dressing-room, a— a fastening 
my garter, and tnls impudent cur comes bounce ia 
upon me. 

Darn. The rogue must be corrected. 

Cot. I. Yet; egad t I cannot help laughing at the 
accident ! what a ridiculous figure most she make I 
ha, ha! 

Chart. Ha! yon are as impudent as he, I think. 

Dam. Dear Tom^ speak to her before she goes. 

Chart. What does he say, brother ? 

Cot. L. Why, he wants to have me speak to you, 
and I would have him do it himself. 

Chart. Ay; come, do, Darnley ; I am in a good 
b humour now. 

Darn. Oh, Charlotte, my heart is bursting! 

Chart. Well, well; ont with it then. 

Darn. Your father now, I see, is bent on part«. 
Ingus; nay, what's worse, perhaps will give you 
to another: I cannot speak; imagine what I want 
of you. 

CharL Woll, Indl one looks ao silly tho' 
when one is serious. O gad I in short, I cannot get 
it out 

Col. L I warrant yon ; try again. 

Chart. O lud ! well, if one must be teased, then 
why he must hope, 1 think. 

Darn. Is it possible ! thn»^ 

Cot. L Buz! not a syllable; she has done very 
well. I bar all heroics ; if you press it too far, I'll 
hold six to four she's off a^n in a moment 

Dam. I'm silenced. 

Charl Now am I on tiptoe to know what odd 
fellow my father has found out for me. 

Dam. I'd give something to know him. 

Chart. He's in a terrible fuss at your being hero, 
I find. 

Col. L. 'Sdeath! here be comes! 

Chart. Now we are all in a fine picklel 

Enter SIR 3GHN LAMBERT haatUy; tooU itemtn 
at Damt^ ; iaktf Charlotte under his arm, ana 
carries her cff» Colonel Lambert and Damley 
exeunt. 
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SCENE t-^An Anle-chamber in 3ir John LamUrt*i 
house. 

Enter SEY WABD, trith a toriiing in liis hmd, frem 
the /(Ming doors, 

' Sey. 'Tis so: I have long suspected where his 
zeal would end— 4n the making of his private for- 
tune But, then, to found it on the rabi of Us pa- 
tron's children I I shudder at the villainy I What 
desp&ration may a son be driven toi, so barfaaroiMW 
disinherited { BesideB, h \n daughter, fair Qh? 
too, is wroii^ed ; wronged iu tlie tendcref 
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'oreo extravftj^t is tfato-vettlemAlit, that tt taayet 
her not a sbQllDg unless she marries with tbe Deo- 
tor's eonsent^ which is intended, by what 1 have 
heard, as an expedient to oblige her to marry the 
Doctor himself. Now, 'twere bnt an honest iwrt, 
to let Charlotte know the snare that is lakl for her. 
This ^ed's not signed, and may yet be prevented. 
It shall be so. Yes, charmiDg ereatnre, I adore 
yon; and tiiottgh I am sensible my passion is 
without hope, I may indulge it thus far at least,-*- 
I may have the merit of serying you, and perhaps 
the pleasure to know yon think yourself oUiged by 

BMer SHt JOHN LAHBEBT, LADY LAMBEBT, 
and CHABLOITE. 

iSlr J. Obi Seyward, your nnolewftato you to 
traaseribesome hymns. 

Sfy. Sir, I'll wait on him. 

gharl A pretty welM?red fellow, that 

Sir J. Ay, ay {but he has better qualities than his 
good-breeding. 

OhaH. Be'B always dean, too. 

jS^tr /. I wonder, daughter, when yOn will take 
notice ef a nan's real merit Htmph! well-bred 
and clean, forsooth t Would not one think, now, 
she was deseiibing a coxcomb ? When do you hear 
my wife talk at thib rate? and yet she is as young 
as your fantastical ladyship^ 

Lady L, Charlotte is of a ofaeerful temper, my 
dear*, hM I know you don't think she wants Aiw^ 
cretion. 

Sir X t sliall try that presehtly; and yon, my 
dear, shall Judge between u& in short, daughter, 
your course of life is but one continued round of 
playing tbe fool to no purpose ; and therbfore I 
am reeolved to make yotk think seriously and 
marry. 

Ch€irh That I shali^ do before I marry, sir, yon 
ttay depend upon It 

Sir J. Humph I that I ahi not so snrs of ; but yon 
may depend upon my having thoui^t seriously, 
and that's as well: for the person I intend jron is, 
of all the worldf the only OMii who can inake yon 
truly happy. 

Chart. And of all theirorl^ sir, that's tkeonly 
man rJI positively marry. 

Lady L. You have rare courage, Charlotte ; if I 
had such a gam^ to play, I should be frighted out 
of my wit& 

Charh Lud I madam, he'U make nothing ot it de- 
{)eDd upon it 

Sir J. Mind what I say to you. This wonderful 
man, T say, first, in his public character, is religious, 
zealous and charitable. 
, Charh Very well, sir. 

Sir J. In his private character, sober. 

CfiarL I should hate a sot 

<Sr/r/. Chaste. 
. Chart. A-hpml '' 

{Stifling a laugh.) 

Sir J, What is it you sneer at, madam ? You' 
want 'm» of your fine gentlemaii Aike6, Ittippoeft, 
that are snapping at every ^wpstian they meet with. 

Chart. No, no, sir ; I am very well satisfied. I 
Ahonldtet etre fotBvtA ii sertiof anail, ho afore 
flian i shouM- fo* ope <h«l every woman waa reatdy 
tvsMkpali 

' ifiW* Jl. VOf pmjt^n be setAire from Jealousy) be htm. 
Experience, ripeness of years; he is almost forty- 
nin*. Your sex's -vanity will haTe no charms for 



€9^1. But tAl this while, sir. I don't find tlkat ^ 
las chamM for our sex's vanity. Ho^ do6B he 
k>okr Is detail, well made? Does ha dreft, klh;^, 
talk, laugh, and dance well? Has he ^d hatr, 
good teetb, fine eyes? Does he ke^p a chaise, 
^oach, and vis-a-vis f fia s he six prancing pohtes ? 
t>oes he wear the prince's unif ormi and subscribe 
ioBrookes's? 

Sir/. Was there ever so proiligate a cresbtote! 
What will this age come to? 

Ladyjt. Nay, Charlotte, here t mnst b4 ag^st 
VQvt. Now you are blind, indeed. A ^ohiaa's 
happiness has Utiila to do ^ith the pleasure her 
husband takes in his own person. 

Sir J. Bight 

lady L, It is not bow he looks, bol bow ha I6ves 
is the point 

SvrJ. Good again. 

Lady U And a wife is mneb more secure that has 
charms for her huslHtnd, than when the hnsband 
has only charms for her. 

Sir J. Admirable ! go on, my dear. 

Lcdy L. Do you think a woman of flve-and-iwenfy 
may not be much happier with an honest man of 
fifty, than the finest woman of fifty with a young 
fellow of flve-and-twenty? 

Sir J. Mark that! 

Cha/rl. Ay; bnt when two flvcand-twiniletfoame 
together, dear papa, yon muet i^ow tbey've * 
chance to be fifty times aa pleasant and frotto- 
Bome. 

Sir J. rrolicsome ! Why, you sensual idiot» what 
have frolics to (to with solid hapl^tilbBS? I sm 
ashamed of you. Go ; you talk wt^itse thai! a girl 
at a boarding-school Frolicsome 1 ad If nan^vgia- 
was only a license for two pdopte topla^ tte fool 
according to te.w. Methinks, madbtat, ydn have n 
better example of happiness before y^mt flaoei 
Here's one has ten times your understan^HHg^ aad 
she, you find, has made a diHeMM chotoSw 

Chart. Lud, sir, bow you talk! yon doAt wm* 
sider people's tempers. I don't say my IM^ ftt tto« 
hi the right: but then, yen knbi*', p«p*y tAieNt m 
prude, and I am a coquette; eh^ beeoMev lusr 
character very well, I don't deny it; aM 1 hope 
everything I do is as cohsisteiil 1*ltti mttei YeM* 
wise people may talk ^hat ttttyittlli ttWtia ooa^ 
stitution governs us all; and be aesttt'ediyetsnWU 
no more be able to bring me to endare aoMft of 
forty-nine^ than yen eaa persuade my lady to 
dance in church to the organ. 

Sir J. Why, you wicked wretehl ooold anything 
persuade you to do that? 

Chart. Lud, sir 1 1 won't answer for Whfci Xli)il^t 
do, if the whhn were in vca head> beilddt yott 
bnpw I alwt^s loved a Mule flirtation* 
. Ar/. Oh,;hier?ij)ie! Flirtation f lUf" 
has ruined, her; leaving ner fortune ii 
hand has turned her brain. In sbofti 
your sentiments of life are shameful, 6k 
solved upon yonv instant reformations 
as ah earnest of youf obedietice; I shall . 
that you never see young parnley morei fd^lft 
one word) tbe good and pions Doctof CAQttireu'p 
the m£« that I have decreed l<it your hilftD4ftt|« 

Chart. Bo, ho, hoi 

iSv- /. Tis yery wcU< this laugb JS[W.thtnk 
becomes you, but I shalt spoil yoOT mfrtli. Ro 
more; give me a serious answer. 

eif^rl \ ask your pardon, sir : I shotrl4 tK^t BfHYe 
smll^ i^dsQd, coald I have supposed ft ^Sdlbl* 
that you were serioua 

Sir J. You'll find me so. 

CAarL I'm «o^jF C^r it{ bnl I hava an obj^tlo 
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■tantiftl one. 

air J. Naii)»ii 

CAmi, Why, «ir, we know bpU)^ of hl« fortiiii« : 
I10-8 not worth a groat. 

iSir y. That'» more tban you know, madiun ; I 
MB able to give bUo a )>eMer eetat^ than I am 
afraid yonll deeerveb 

ChvL 0OWi air 7 

JSirjr. I have told yon what's «iy will, and fbeU 
^Mve snoB to thiDk o^ i 

^lilff- SETWABD. 

Bey. 61r, if you are at lelsnre^ the Doctor desires 
tp speak with you upon baain^ss of importance. 

Sir J. I wili come to mm immcdfately. [Sxit 
8eyvBard.y Dangbter I am called away, and ttiere- 
fore have only time to tell yon, as my Ifist resola- 
Hon, Doctor Ch»ntwell is yoqr huaband, or Fm no 
more yonr father 

ra?#. 

Chart. Oh, madam! I am at my wits' end; not 
for the little fortune I may lose in disobeying my 
father, but it startles me to find what a dangerous 
influence this fellow has over all his actions. 

LadgL, Here's your brother. 

Enter OOLONEL LAMBEBT. 

€61. L. Madam, yonr most obedient WeH, sister, 
is the secret oat? Who is this pretty fellow my 
father has picked vp for yon ? 

Chvrl. Even oar agreeable Doctor. 

CW. L, Yo« ara not serious ? 

LaOy It. He's the very man, X can assure yon, 
airl 

Cci. L. Confusion 1 What ! would the cormorant 
devoor the wfiole family ? Your ladyship knows 
he ia secretly in lofve with you, too ? 

Ladif L. Fie, fie ! ColoueL 

CoL L. I ask year pardon, madam, if I speak too 
fraeljF : but I am sure, by what I have seen, your 
ladyudp moat suspect something of it. 

jAidifL. I am sorry anybody else has seen it: 
but I must own, his behaviour to me of late, both 
in private and before company, has been something 
waoner than I thought became him. 

Col. U Bow are these opposites to be reconciled? 
Can the rasoal have the assurance to think both 
points are to be carried ? 

CAarJL Truly, one would not anapeet the gentle- 
man to be so termagant 

CoU X. EfsMcially while he pretends tp be so 
shodked at-all Indecent amours. In the country, 
he used to make the maids lock up the turkey- 
cocks evtiT Saturday night, lor fear they should 
gallant the nens on a Sunday. 

^ittOi/ 1*. Oh, ridiculous 1 

OoL A tXpon my life, madam, my idBter told pse 
sol 

CM^' liallyonsol Tou impudent— ~- 

£«N^ L. Fie, Charlotte! he only je^ts with you. 

iMai^ fiow can you be such a monster to stay 
playing the fool here, when you hava more reason 
to be frightened out of yuur wits ! You don't know, 
perhaps, that my father declares he'll settle a for- 
tune upon this fellow too. 

Col.L. Wbatdoyoumean? 

Lady 6. 'Tie too true; 'tis not three minutes fihicf 
he said sa 

CM. L. Near, then, it is time, indeed, hls^yes were 
opened ; and give me leave to sooT, madam, 'tis only 
in your power. 

LadfL. What isH yon propose? 
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Qqf. L. Why, if this ttiSkm, which Fm nifeof. is 

really in love with yon, give him a fair opportunity 
to deolave hisMeH, «nd leav^ ute to make vjfA^ 
vantage of it 

X<K/y It. I ahoqld be loib to do 4 wrong thing. 

Chart. Dear madam, it is tha only way in t]|# 
world to expose him to my father. 

ladf L. Til think of it 

Col L. Pray do, madam ; bnt in the meantiBie J 
must leave you: poor Damley stays for me at the 
Smyrna, and will ftit upon titoms Hill I bring him 
an acoonpt of his new rivaL 

ChM-L Well, well, get you gone then ; here Is my 
grandmother. 

\poiiCeSmntX. 
&iHr 0U> XAPY LAH^iBT. 

Lady L. This is kind, madam ; I hope your )ad j- 
ship's come to dine with ua- 

OH Lais/ 1" ^0; don't be afraid: only la my way 
from Tottenham Court I just called to see whether 
any dseadf ol aocident had happened to the family 
since X was here last 

Lady L Aooident, did yonr ladyship say? 

Old La-iy L I shall be sorry, daughter, but not 
surprised, when I hear it; for there ace goings wpi 
under this roof, that will bring temporal punish- 
ments along with them. 

LMyL. Indeed, madam, you astonish me t 

Old Lady L. We'il drop the subject; and I b« 
leava to address myself to yon, Miss Charlotte ; I see 
yon have a bit of lace upon yonr oeok ( I desire tp 
know what yon wvar it for. 

OSftorl WMr it for, madam } It's the fashion. 

Old Lady L. In short, I have been at my linen- 
draper's to day, and have brought yon some thick 
mnsUn, whiob I desire you will make handkerchiefs 
of, for I must tall yon that slight covering is inde- 
cent, and gives mu<^ offence. 
'Lady L. Indecent, did your ladyship say t 

Old Lady L Yea^ daughtjpr4n-law. Doctor Cant- 
well complains to me that he cannot sit at table, 
the sight of her bare neck distorbe him so ; and he's 
a good man, and knows what indecency is. 

pharl. Yes, indeed; I believe he does^ better 
th«i any one in this house. But you may tell tiie 
Doctor from me, madam, that he is an impudent 
ooxcomb— a poppy-* and deserves to have his bones 
broken. 

Old Lady L. Fie, Charlotte, flel He speaks but 
for your good, and this is the grateful return yon 
make. 

Charl. Grateful return, madani ! how can you be 
so partial to that hypocrite? The Doctor is one of 
those who start at a feather. Poor, good man! 
vet he has his vices of a graver sorti 

Old Lady L. Oomo, come; I wish yon would fol- 
low his precepts, whose practice is oonformable to 
what he teaches. Virtaous man! Above all sen- 
sual regards, he considers the wodd merely as a 
eeUeeti<m of dirt and pebble-stones. How has he 
weaned me from temporal connexions ! My heart 
Is now set upon nothing sublunary; and I thank 
heaven, I am so insensible to everything in this 
vain world, that I could see you, my son, my daugh- 
ters, my brothers, my grand-children, all expire 
Deror<2 me ; and mind It no more than the goixtg 
out of so many snuffs of candle. 

Charl Upon my word, madam, it is a very hu- 
mane disposition you have been able to arrive at ; 
and your family is much obliged to the Doctor for 
his instrnctloQB. 

Old Lady L. Well, dhild, X have notbhig mora 
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to fwy to yoa at present; heaven mend yon, that's 
all- 

Ladfi L. Pray, madam, stay and d!ne with us. 

Old Lady L. No, daughter; I hayesaidlt, and 
TOQ know I neyer tell a lie ; bat here's my son, 
if yoaUl give me leave, I'll stay and speak to bim. 

Lcidy L. Your ladyship's time is your own. 

Chart. Ay, and here's tbat abominable Doctor. 
This fellow pats me beyond my patience. 

lEx4unl Lady Lambert and CharloUe. 

Enter SIB JOBN LAMBEBT and DB. CANT- 
WELU 

8ir /. Oh, madam, madam ! I'm glad you're here 
to join me in solicitations to the Doctor. Hore is 
my mother, friend, my mother; a pious woman; 

fou will hear her, more wortby to advise you than 
am. 

Dr. C, Alast the dear good lady, I will kiss her 
hand. Bat what advice can she give me ? The 
riches of this world, sir, have no charms for me ; I 
am not dazzled with their false glare ; and were I, 
I repeat it, to accept of the trust you want to re- 
pose in me, heaven knows, it woaldonly be lest the 
means should fall into wicked hands, who would 
not lay it out as I should do, for the glory of hea- 
ven, and the good of my neighbour. 

Cld Lady L. What is the matter, son? 

Dr. C. Nothing, madam— nothing. But you were 
witness how the worthy Colonel treated me this 
morning. Not tbat I speak it on my own account; 
for to be reviled is my portion. 

Sir J. L. O the villain! the villain I 

Dr. C. Indeed, I did not think he had so hard a 
nature. 

Old Lady L. Ah, your charitable heart knows not 
ihe rancour that is in his. His wicked sister, too, 
hns been here this moment abusing this good 
mnn. 

Dr. C. O, sir, 'tis plain, 'tis plain; your whole 
family are in a combiuation against me; your son 
and daughter hate me ; they think I stand between 
them und your favour ; and indeed it is not fit I 
should do BO ; for, fallen as they are, they are still, 
your children, and I an alien, an intruder, who 
ought in conscience to retire and heal those un- 
happy breaches. 

Old Lady L. See if the good man does not wipe 
his eyes. 

Dr. C. Oh, heavens 1 the thought of their ingra- 
titude wounds me to the quick ; but I'll remove 
this eyesore. Here, Charles. 

Enter SEYWARD. 

Sir J. L. For goodness' sake— — 

Dr. C. Bring me that writing I gave yon to laiy 
np this morning. 

Sir J. L. Make haste, good Charles ; it shall be 
signed this moment 

\Ex%i Sfytpard 

Dr. C. Not for the world, Sir John : every minute 
tends to corroborate my last intentions. I must 
not, will not take it, with the curses of your chil- 
dren. 

Sir J. L. But consider, Doctor ; shall my wicked 
son, then, be heir to my lands, before repentance 
has entitled him to favour. No, let him depend 
upon you whom he has wronged; perhaps, In time 
ho may reflect on his father's justice, and be re- 
conciled to your rewarded virtues. If heaven 
should at last reclaim him, in you, I kpow, be still 
tyoyWflp4ffcfoodjforglvto|f father . « - 



Dr. C. The imagination of so blest an hour soften* 
me to a tenderness I cannot support I ' 

Old Lady L. Oh, the dear, good man. 

Sir J. L. With regard to my daughter. Doctor, 
you know she is not wronged by it; becaase, if she 
prove not obstinKte, she may still be happy. 

Old Lady L. Yes, but the perverse wretch slights 
the blessing yon propose for her. 

Dr. C. We must allow, madam, female modesty 
a time, which often takes the likeness of distaste : 
the commands of yoar good son might too sad- 
denly snrprise her. Maids most be gently dealt 
with ; ,and might I humbly advise 

Sir J. L- Anything yon will; yon shall govern 
me and her. 

Dr. C. Then, sir, abate of jEOoraathority, uid let 
the matter rest awbila. 

Sir J. L. Suppose yoa w«*e to get my ,wife to 
speak to her ? Women will often hear from their 
own sex what/ sometimes, even from the man they 
likc^ will startle them. 

Dr, C. Then, with your permission, sir, I will 
take an opportunity of talking to my lady. 

Sir J. L, She's now in her (^esslng-room ; 111 go 
and prepare her for it. [Exit. 

Dr. C You are too good to me, sir—too boun- 
tiful 

Enter SEYWAED. 

iS^ir. Sir, Mr. Maw worm is without, and would 
be glad to be permitted to speak with yoa 

iExit. 

Old Lady L. Oh, pray, Doctor, admit him ; I have 
not seen Mr. Mawworm this great while ; he*8 a 
pious man, though in an humble estate ; desire the 
worthy creature to walk in. , 

JFnferMAWWOEM. 

How do you do, Mr. Mawworm ? 

l^axc. Thank your ladyship's axing, Tm bat 
dead y poorisb, indeed ; the world and I can't agree 
—I have got the books, Doctor, and Mrs. Grant bid 
me give her sarvice to you, and thanks yon for the 
eighteen-pence. 

Dr. C. Hush » friend Mawworm ! not a word 
more; you know I hate to have my little charities 
blazed about: a poor widow, madam, to whom I 
sent my mite. 

Old Lady L. Give her this. (Offers dptirse to Maw^ 
ifform.) 

Dr. G. I'll take caFe it shall be given to her. 

iTaUt the puns.) 

Old Lady L. But what is the matter with yon, Mr. 
Mawworm ? 

MatD. I don't know what's the matter with me ; 
I'm breaking my heart ; I think it's a sin to keep 
a shop. 

Old Lady L. Why, if you think it's a sin, indeed; 
pray," what's your business? 

Maw. We deals in grocery, tea, small-beer, char- 
coal, butter, brick-duat, aud the like. 

Old Lady L. Well ; you must consult with yonr 
friendly director here. 

AfatP. I wants to go a-preaching. 

Old Lady L. Do you? 

Mam. I'm almost sure I have had a calL 

Old Lady L, Ay I 

Maw. I have made several sermons already. I 
does them extrumpery, becaase I can't write; and 
now the devils ip wr alley sa^s as h9W ipy h^ad'^ 
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. Old lady t. Ay, doTils, indeed ; bat don't yon 
fiaind them. 

Maw, No, I don*t; I rebnkes tbem, and preaches 
to them, whether they will or not. We lets our 
hODse in lodgings to single men, and, Bometirues, I 
izeiB them together, with one or two of the neigh- 
boars, and makes them all cry. 

Old Lady X. Did you ever preach in public ? 

Maw. I got up on Kennington Common, the last 
review day; but the boys threw brick-bracks at me, 
and pinned crackers to my tail ; and I have been 
afraid to mount, your ladyship, ever since. 

Old Lady L. Do you hear this, Doctor ? throw 
brick-bats at him, and pin crackers to his tail ! Can 
these things be stood by ? 

Maw, I told them so; says I, I does nothing 
clandeoently; I stands here contagious to his ma- 
jesty's goards, and I charges you upon your ap- 
parels not to mislist me. 

Old Lady L. And it had no effect? 

Maw. No more than if I spoke to so many poft- 
esses ; but if he advises me to go a-preaching. and 
quit my shop. 111 make an excressance farther 
into the country. 

Old Lady L. An excursion you would say. 

Maw. I am but a sheep, but my bleating shall be 
heard afar off, and that sheep shall become a shep- 
herd ; nay, if it be only, as it were, a shepherd's 
dog, to bark the stray lambs into the fold. 

Old Lady L. He wants method. Doctor. 

Dr, C. Yes, madam, but there is matter; and! 
despise not the ignorant 

Maw. He*s a saint 

Dr. C. Ohl 

Old Lady LOh\ 

Maw. If ever there was a saint, he's one. 'Till I 
went after him I was little better than the devil; 
my conscience was tanned with sin, like a piece of 
neat's leather, and had no more feeling than the 
sole of my shoe ; always a roving after fantastical 
delights; I used to go, every Sunday evenin^^ to 
the Three Hats, at Islington; it's a public-house; 
mayhap your ladyship may know it: I was a great 
lover of skittles too, but now I can't bear them. 

Old Lady L. What a blessed reformation ! 

Maw, 1 believe, Doctor, you never know'd as 
bow I was instigated one of the stewards of the 
reforming society. I convicted a man of five 
oaths, as last Thursday was a se'nnight, at the 
Pewter-platter, in the Borough; and another of 
three, while he was playing trap-ball in St George's 
Fields: I bought this waistcoat out of my share of 
the money. 

Old Lady L. But how do yon mind yoor busi- 
ness? 

Maw. We have lost almost all our customers; 
because I keeps extorting them whenever they 
oome into the shop. 

Old Lady L. Ana how do yon live ? 

Maw. Better than ever we did : while we were 
worldly-minded, my wife and I (for I am married 
to as likely a woman as yon shall see in a thou- 
sand) could hardly make things do at all ; but since 
this good man has brought us into the road of the 
righteons, we have always plenty of everything; 
and my wife goes as well dressed as a gentle- 
woman. We have had a child too. 

Old Lady L. Merciful! 

Maw. And between you and me» Doctor, 1 be- 
lieve Susy's breeding again. 

Dr. C. Thus is it| madam ; I am constantly told, 
though 1 can hardly believe it, a blesstng follows 
wherever I come. 

Maw, And yet; if you would hear how the neigh- 



bours reviles my wife; saying as how she sets no 
store by me, because we have words now and theni 
bat &8 1 says, if such was the case, would she ever 
have cut me down that there time as I was melan- 
choly, and she found me hanghig behind the door? 
I don't believe there's a wife in the parish would 
have done so by her husband. 

Dr. C, I believe 'tis near dinner-time; and Sir 
John will require my attendance. 

Maw. Oh t I sm troublesome ; nay, I only comtf 
to you. Doctor, with a message from Mrs. Grunt I 
wish your ladyship heartily and heartily farewell : 
Doctor, a good day to you. 

Old Lady L. Mr. Mawworm, call on me some 
time this afternoon; I want to have a little private 
discourse with you ; and pray, my service to your 
spouse. 

Maw. I will, madam; you are a malefactor to 
all goodness ; JL'U wait upon your ladyship ; I will 
indeed. {Going, returns.) Oh! Doctor, that's true; 
Susy desired me to give her kind love and respects 
to you. 

[Exit, 

Dr. C. Madam, If yon please, I will lead yon into 
the parlour. 

Old Lady L, No, Doctor, my oooch waits at the 
door. 

. Enter 8EYWABD. 

Dr. C. Charles, yon may lay those papers by 
a.^ain, but in some place where you'll easily find 
them ; for I believe we shall have occasion for them 
some time this afternoon. 

Sey. I'll take care, sir. {Extunt Doctor and OH 
Lady Lamb.] Occasion for them this afternoon! 
Then there's no time to be lost; the coast is clear, 
and this is her chamber. What's the matter with 
me ? 'the thought of speaking to her throws me 
into a disorder. There's noboc^ within, I believe; 
I'll knock again. 

Enter BETTY. 

Is your lady busy? 

Betty. I believe she's only reading, sir. 

Sey. Will you do me the favour to let her know, 
if she's at leisure, I beg to speak with her upon 
some eoraest business? 

Enter CHABLOTTE. 

Chart, Who's that? 

Betty. She's here. Mr. Seyward, madam, desires 
to speak with you. 

CAar/..Oh! your servant, Mr. Seyward. Hero, 
take thi&i odious Homer, aud lay him m again ; he 
tires me. [Exit Betty.l How could the blind wretch 
make such a horrid fuss about a fine woman, for 
so many volumes together, and give us no account 
of her amours? Yon have read him, I suppose, in 
the Greek, Mr. Seyward? 

Seyuf. Not lately, madam. 

Charl But do you violently admire him now? 

jSej^tr^The critics say he has his beauties, ma- 
dam ; but Ovid has always been my favourite. 

Chark Ovid! Oh, he's ravishing! 

Seyw. So art thou, to madness. (Aside.) 

CJuirl. Lud! how could one do to learn Greek 
Were you a great while about ir ? 

Seyw, It has been half the business Of my life, 



Chapl That's cruel, now. Then you think one 
could not be mistress of it in a month or two ? 
Seyw. Not easily, madam. 
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Chart, tbef tbtf m^ ft Iim tbe iotteftt tone for 
IOT6 of ftoy lan^ttnglE) in tbe tVorld. I fancy I conld 
soon learn It. I know three words of it already. 

Seytc. Pray, madam what are they? 

Char!. Stay, let me see. Ob, ay I Zoe kaipwcTie. 

SyvD. 1 hope ybU know the Engli&h of them, 
mAdame? 

Chart. Ob, Itid! I hope there Ife no harm la it 
Tm enre 1 heard the Doctor say it to my lady. 
Pray, what is it? 

Seyus. You mnst first imagine, madam, a tender 
lover, gazing on hlB miBtresfi ; and then, indeed, 
they have a softness in them; as XhvA—Zoekat 
psuchel M^ltfe! my soul! 

Charl. Oh, the impudent yonnj^ rogue! How his 
eyes spoke, too ! What the dense can he Want with 
me ? It always run in my head that this fellow had 
something in htm ahove his condlUpn ; ril know 
immediately. Well, bat your bumiBB with me, 
Mr. Seyward ? Too have something of love m yoor 
head', I'll lay my life ott't 

Seyw. I never yet durst own it, madam. 

Charl Why, what's the matter? 

iSSs^. My stoty is too melancholy to entertain a 
mind so much at ease as yours. 

CAtfW. Oh, I tore Bseiancfaoly sforiea, of aU thin^ 
Pray, how long have you lived with your unole, 
Mr. ^eyward? 

Seyw. With Deotor CaAtWell, I suppose yon 
mean,, madam? 

Charl Ay. 

Seya. He's no uncle of mine, madam. 

Charl You surprise me. Not your uncle ? 

Seyw. No, madam ; but that's not the only cha- 
racter the Doctor asstunes, to which lie has no 
right, 

^Charl Ludr I am concemBd fpr you. 

Seytc. So you would, madam, if you knew all 

Charl I am already; but if there are any further 
particulars of your story, pray let me hear them ; 
and should any services be in my power, 1 am sure 
you may command them. 

Seytc. You treat me with so kind, so gentle a 
hand, that I will unbosom myself to yon. My father, 
madam, wttfl the yoanger branen of a genteel 
family in tlie north ; his name, Tmeman : bat dy- 
ing while I WAS yet ia my infancy, I was left wholly 
dependant on my mother— a woman reaUy pious 
and well-meaning, but— m short, madam. Doctor 
CantweU fatally got acquainted with her, and as he 
is now your father's bosom counsellor, soon became 
hers. She died, madam, when I was bat eight 
years old ; and then I was indeed left an orphan. 

Charl Poor creatare ! Lud ! I cannot bear it. 

Sfpr. (She left Doctor Cantwell her sole heir and 
executor : buir I most do her the jnsljce to say, I 
believe it was in the confirmation that he would 
take caro of, and do justice to me , and, indeed, ho 
has so far taken care of me, that he sent me to a 
seminary abroad^ and for these three years last 
past has kept me with him. 

Charl A seminary I Oh, heavens! But why 
have you not striven to do yourself justice ? 

BeytD. Thrown so young into his power, as I was, 
unknown and friendless, to whom could I apply 
for succour? Nay, madam, I will confess, that, 
on my return to England, I was at first tainted 
with ttte enthusiastic notions myself; and, for some 
time, as much imposed upon by him as Others ; 
'till, by degrees, as he found ft necessary to make 
use of, or totally discard me (which last he did 
not think j^radent to do), be was Obliged to unveil 
himself to me in his proper colours ; and I believe 
I can inform yon of some partt of his pritate cha- 



racter, that may be fher rAtictii of detilctlfii; otlo of 
the wickedest impostors that ever practised upon 
credulity. 

CJiarl But how hatf fher frretcH dared to treat 
you? 

Sip. In hts in and tnsoTent finmcurb, madam, 
he has sometimes the presumption to teH me, that 
I am the object of his charity : and J oWo, madam, 
that I am humbled to my opinion, by his having 
drawn mo into a connivance at s me actions, which 
I can't look back on without horror! 

Charl. Indeed, you can't tell hoW I pf^ yott; 
end depend upon it, if it be possible to serve yon. , 
by getttog you out of the bands of this monster, I 

iky. Once more, madam, let me assure yo«, 
that your generous Inclination would be a consola- 
tion to me to the worst misfortunes ; and, even to 
the last moment of patoful death, wotdd give my 
he.art»Joy. 

Chart. Lndl tte noor unfortunate boy toves me, 
too I What shall I do with him t Pray, Mr. Sey- 
ward, What paper Is tiiat you have to yoor hand? 
Is it rekitive to— 

Sey. Another instance of the conscience aad gra< 
titnde which animates our worthy Doctor. 

Charl. You frighten me ! Pray what is the purport 
of it? Is it neither signed nor sealed I 

Sey. No, madam; therefore, to prevent it, by 
tills timely notice, was my business here with you. 
Your father gave it to the Doctor first, to shew hit 
counsel; who having approved ic, X understand 
this evening it will be executed. 

Charl But what is it? 

Sstf. It grouts to Doctor GantWeH, iA present, 
four hundred pounds per annum, of which this very 
house is part; and, at your father's dfeath, invests 
him to the whole rematodcr of his freehold estate. 
For you, indeed^ there is a charge of four thousand 
pounds upon it, provided you marry with the Doc- 
tor's ebnsent; if not, 'it's added- td my lady*8 joto- 
ture ; but your brother, madato, fS| wtthOOt (Condi- 
tions, utterly disinherited. 

Charl I am confounded ! What WiQ become of 
ust My father now, I find, W4g serlotrs. Oh! this 
instouttting hypocrite I Let me see,— ay, I will go 
this minute. Sir, dare you trust this to mt hands 
for an hour only? 

Sty. Anythtog to serve yon. 

_ (Bm rings.) 

Charl Hark! tkef rtog to dinner: pray, sir, 
st^li to: say I am obliged to diUe abroad; and 
whisper one of the footmen to get a chair imme- 
diately ; then do you take s proper occasion to slip 
out after me to Mr. Double's chambers to the Tem- 
ple; there I shaH have time to talk fnrtiier with 
yoQ» 

lExeunl Chwi. andOtywatii 



Aorm. 

SCENE t-—.d Dressing-room, ttHh M>h$ antfe/tolH: 
Enier CHABLOTTE aM BKTTY. 

Charl Hatf any one been to ep6a^ Wiffl nUei 
Betty ? ^ 

BeJif, Only Mr. Dtmley. iiDftdam; hB fitOd h« 
would eaU agsto, and bade his servant stay ticlow, 
to give him notice when you came home,, 

CS^eii* Yon don't know tthttt W wanttfa? 
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your being abroad. 

ekarL W«U, go; TU Bee him. [Exit Bttty.} 
Ten to one bat hte wise bead has foond ooft soiae- 
aUng to be jealoas of; if he lets me see it, I ^all 
be sore to malLe him infinitely eaej. Hera be 
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Dixm. Yonr hnmble lemuat) 

Ckarl Toor aervant. sir. 

Darn, Ton have been abroad, I heart 

CUaH, Tee, and now I am come home, you 
■ee. 

Itant. Ton leem to tarn upon my worda, madam ! 
I» there anything partlonlor in tbem? 

Ckarl Am much aa there ia i« my being Abroad, 
I believe. 

Dam, Might I not aay y«a have been abroad, 
without giving offence 9 

eskofti. And might I noi aa well aay, I was come 
home, witbottt yonr being eo grave upon it f 

Dank Do you Icnow anytbing that alionld make 
me grave? 

Ckart. I know, if yoa are so, I am the went per- 
■oa in the world yoa oan poasibly ahow it ta 

Darn. Nay, I don't snppoae you do aoytfaiag yon 
won't justify. 

Charl. Oh I then I find I have done something 
yoa tbiak i oan*t iuatff V. 

Dam. 1 don't aay tliat setther. Eerfatpa Z am' 
wrong in what I have flaid( bat I bava bo often 
been uBed to %sk pardon for yoor being in the 
wrong, that I am resolved henoefortii nevetf to rely 
on the insolent evidenee of my own senses. 

Chart. Ten don't know now, perhaps, that I 
think this preUy smart speeofa itf yours is very 
dull ; but, flAnoe that's a fault you can't help, I will 
not take ft iU. Come, now, be as lAneere on your 
«ide, and tell me seriously, ia not what real busi- 
nesa I had abroad, the very thing you want to be 
iqAdeeasyfnT 

D0m» U I tbooght y«a wonld ma&a me easy, I 
would own it. 

i^tarf. Now do we eeme to«he point To-mor- 
morning, then, I giro you my word, to let you 
know it all; 'till when, them is a necessity for 
Sta b^ftg ^ seeret } and I insiat upon yonr believing 
it. 

Darn. But pray, madam^ what am I to do with 
private imagmatton in the meantime ? That is not 
m my power to confine $ aod sure, you won't be 
offended, if to avoid the tortores tha*»ay give me, 
I beg you 11 trust me with the secret no«^ 

CnarL Don't press met 'or positively I will 
not 

Dam. Will noil Cannot had been a kinder tens. 
Is my disquiet of so little moment to you f 

Chart. Of none, while yonr disquiet dare not 
frnst the assurances I have given you. If you ex- 
pect I should con6de in you for life, don't let ma 
eee yoa dare not take my word for a day ; and if 
yon are wise, you'll think so fair a trial » favour. 
Come, come, there's nothing shows eo low • mind, 
as those grave and insolent jealousies. 

Dam, Jdowever, madam, mine you WMi't find so 
low as yon imagine i and since I see your tyranny 
arises from your mean opinion of me, 'tis time to 
be myself, and disavow your power. You use it 
now beyond my bearing; not only impose on me to 
disbelieve my senses, but do it with such an impe- 
Ttonaatr, as if my maaly reason were yoor alaire; 
Itnd this despicable fnup9k that follows yoq, ' 



shew «« ttffu of iif% bit whi^t yon yoaelvftfe to 

give it, 

Charl Ton are In the right Go on ; suspect me 
still; believe the worst fan can; 'tis all true; I 
don't ^stify myeeir. Why do yon trouble me with 
your complaints? If 3roa are master of that ^aitly 
reason you have boasted, give a manly proof of it; 
at oucc resume your Ui>erty; despise me; go oil 
in trlamph now, like a kin^r In a tragedy. 

Dai^n. Is this the end of all, then ? And are those 
tender protestations you have made me (for such I 
(hovght them; when, with a kind of relnetance, yon 
gave me Bomethiqg piore than hopd—jjVMfbt all— 
oh, Charlotte ! all Come to this ? 

Cfiarl. Oh, ludl I am growing silly; if I hear oq, 
I shall tell him everything ; 'tis hnt another efrug> 
gle, and I shall copquer it ^Aside.) So you aren^t 
gone, I see. 
Darn. Do you then wish me pone, msdam f 
Charl Your manly reason will direct you. v 
Darn. This is too much : my he^rt cafi. bear no 
more I What,' am I rooted here? 

&U^ SEYWAED. 

CkarL At last I am relieved. Well Mr. Seyward, 
is it done? • ^ 

Se^. I did not stir from the desk tUl it was en- 
tirely finished. 

Charl. Where's the orii^oil? 

JSey. This is it, madam. 

Charl Very well ; that, you know, you must keep; 
but come, we mast fese no time ; we will examine 
this in the fiezt coom. Now 1 feci for him. 

[JSiri*. 

Darn. Thisisnattohehome. ifray, Mr. Charles, 
what private boBiness have you \citu that lady t 

Seg. Sirl 

Dam. I must know, young man. 

Sdif. Kot quite so young, but I cat) }iefip » secret, 
«iul a lady's, too; you'U escusa me, sir. 

iSxit. 

Dam. 'Sdeetbl IshaU be Ie9gb«d at by every, 
body; i shall be distraeted. Tbis yoppg fellow 
should repent bis pertness, dJd not this house pro- 
tect him. This is Charlotte's contrivanoe to dis- 
traotme;but,— bntwh«k? Qbi i b^^ l^ve ^pggh 
to bear this, and ten tiinee fts HMNb- 

Enter COLOXEL tAJfflfBRT. 

KM. L, Whatl^n:raptttresi 

Dam. Pr'ythee, I em nntit to to^k with you. 

Coi. Im Whatl i|i Qharlotte in her scirs again f. 

Dam. I know not what she ia 

<M. £. Do yon know where she is? 

Dam. Betired this moment to her chamber with 
the young fellow thore, the Doctor's nr phew. 

Coi. L. Why, you pxM not jealous of the JJoctor, 1 
hope I 

Dam. Perhaps she'll be lens reserved to yon, and 
teU you wherein I have Jtiiatakc^i he^. 

Ci^t, Poor Frank! Every plot I lay upon my 
sister's inettnatioii Cor you, you aue aurp te rule by 
yonr own eonduct 

Bmn. I own I have toe Uttle temper, mid too 
atmoh real paestow. for a modish lovtr. 

Go/. L. Come, ooa e ; make yourself easy once 
more ; I'll undertake for you. if you'll fetch a cool 
turn in the park, upon Constitution iiill, 1^ less 
than half an hour i'U oome to you, imd make you 
perfectly easy. 

Dam. Dear Ton, yoii are afi^andindeed, I have 
a thowMd tb4bg8,--'>at yu9 •ua4) t^ 919 Uiere. 
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' Bnter CHABLOTT£ and 6S7 WAHD. 

€W. L. How now, Bister; what bftve yon dooe to 
Darnley f The poor fellow looks aa if he had Ulled 
f onr parrot 

Chart, Fsha! yoa know Urn well enough ; Fve 
only been Betting him a love lesson ; It a little pnz- 
sles him to get through it at first, bat hell kno^r it 
all by to-morrow. Ton will be sure to be la the 
way, Ur. Serward. 

Sew. Madam, yoa may depend npon me ; I have 
my loU instructions. 

lExit. 

Cot. £. O ho 1 here's the boslness then ; and it 
seems tiiat Darnley was not to be trusted with it. 
Ha( ha! And pr'ythee, what is the mighty secret 
that is transacted between Seyward and you? 

Charl That's what he would have known, in- 
deed ; bat you must know, I don't think it proper 
f 1^ you tell him either, for all your sly manner 
of asking. 

(7o<. L. Pray, take your own time, dear madam ; 
I am not in haste to know, I assure you. 

Chark Well, but hold; on second thonghts, you 
shall know part of this affair between Seyward and 
me ; nay, I give you leave to tell Darnley, too, on 
some conditions: 'tis true, I did design to have 
surprised yon; but now my mind's altered, that's 
enough. 

Cd. L. Ay, for any mortal's satisfaction, but here 
comes my lady. 

Enter LADT LAHBEBT. 

Ladf L. Away, away, Colonel and Charlotte, 
both of you away this instant 

Charl. What's the matter, madam" 

Lady L. I am going to put the Doctor to his trial, 
that's all I have considered the proposal you 
have made me to-day. Colonel, and am convinced 
it ought not to be delayed an Instant : ft just now, 
I told the Doctor, in a half-whisper, that I should 
be glad to have a word in private with him here ; 
and be said he would wait upon me presently : but 
must I play a traitorous part now, and instead of 
perBoadidg yoa to the Doctor, persoade the Doctor 
•gainst yon ? 

Charl. Dear madam, why noil One moment'^ 
trace with the prade, I beg of you; don't starttoat 
his first declaration, but let him go on, till he shews 
the very bottom of his ugly heart 

Lady L. I warrant you, I'll give a good aoooont 
of him ; but, as I live, here he comes ! 

CharL Come, then, brother, yoa and 1 will be 
commode, and steal off. 

iExwnX Charl. and Coh The Col listening. 

Enter DOCTOB OANTWEIX. 

Dr. C. Here I am, madam, at your ladyship's 
command; how happy am I that you think me 
worthy. 

Lady L. Please to sit, sir. 

(They «v.) 

Dr. C. Well, but dear lady^Ha! you can't con- 
ceive the joyouBuesB I feel at this so much desired 
interview. Ah! ah! I have a thousand friendly 
things to say to yon. And how stands your pre- 
cious health? Is your naughty cold abated yet? I 
have scarce closed my eyes these two nights with 
my concern for you. 

Lady L. Tour charity- is too far concerned for 
me. 

Dr. C. Ahl don't say so: don't say so: you 
merit more than mortal man can do for yoa 

iMdy L, Indeed ^ou ov^r^rate 1x19. 



Dr. a I spMkit from my heart: indeed, indeed, 
indeed, I do. 

a*re»wiff her hand.) 

lady L. O dear I yonhnrt my nand, sir. 

Dr. C. Impate it to my seal, and want of words 
for expression ; precious soul! I would not harm 
you for the world ; no^ It would be the whole busi- 
ness of my life-— 

Lady L. But to the Bffair I wonld speak to yon 
about 

Dr. C. Ahl thou heavenly woman! 

* {Plaeinghu hand on Jier knee.) 

Lady L. Tonr hand need not be there, sir. 

Dr. C. I was admiring the softness of this silk. 
They are indeed come to prodigious perfection in 
all mannfactnres: how wonderful is human art! 
Here it disputes the prise with natore. That all 
this soft and gandy lustre should be brought from 
the labours of a poor worml 

Lady L. But our boldness, sir, is npon another 
subject Sir John informs me. that he thinks him- 
self under no obligations to Mr. Damley, and there- 
fore resolves to give his daughter to yon. 

Dk C. Such a thing has been mentioned, madam ; 
but, to deal, sincerely with you, that is nc^he hap- 
piness I sigh after; there is a soft and serious ex- 
cellence for me, very different from what your 
step daughter possesses. 

Lady L. WeU, sir, pray be sincere, and open your 
heart to me. 

Dr. C. Open my heart! Can you then, sweet 
iady, be yet a stranger to it ? Has no action of my 
life been able to infoim you of mjt r^al thoughta 

Lady A Well, sir; I take all this, as I soppose 
you intend it for my good, and spiritnai welfare. 

Dr. C. Indeed I mean you cordial service. 

Lady U I dare say you do : you are above the 
low, momentary views of this world. 

Dr. a Why, I should be so: and yet; alas! I 
find this mortal clothlog of my soul. is made like 
other men's of sensual flesh and blood, and has its 
frailtiea 

Lady L. We all have those ; but yoars are well 
corrected by your divine and virtuoas contempla- 
tions. 

Dr. C. Alan I madam; my heart is not of stone. 
I may resist; call all my prayers, my fastings, 
tears, and penance, to my aid; hut yet I am not an 
angel. I am still but a man; and virtue may 
Btrlve, but nature will be uppermost I love yon 
then, madam. 

LudyL. {They rite.) Hold, sir! Suppose I now 
should let my husband, your benefactor, know l^e 
favour you design him. 

Dr. C. You cannot be so crnel ! 

Lady L. Nor will, on this condition; that yen 
instantly renounce all claim and title to Charlotte, 
and use your utmost interest with Sic John, to give 
her, with her full fortune, to Mr. Darnley. 

IColon^ Lambert adcanou between ihem. 

Col.L. Villain! monster! perfidious and ungrate- 
ful traitor! Your hypocrisy, your false zeal is dis- 
covered ; and I am sent here, by the hand of in- 
sulted heaven, to lay you open to my father^ and 
expose you to the world. 

Dr. C. Hal 

LadyL. O! onthhiking Colonel I 

Col. L. WeU, sir, what have you to say for your- 
self? 

Dr. C. I have nothing to say to you. Colonel, nor 
for you ; but s ou shall have my prayer& 

Col. L. Why, you profligate hypooritol Do you 
think to caiTy off yous viUany with that sfmctiflod 
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IV*. C, Ikaownot whfttyoa siMtn, etr. I h.m 
been in dlacoturae here with my good lady, by per- 
xnisBion of your worthy father. 

CoL L, Pogl. did my father desire yon to talk of 
lore to my lady? 

Dr. C, Call me not dog, Colonel ! I hope we are 
both brother Christians. Yes, I will own I did beg 
leaTo to talk to her of loTe ; for, alas I I am but a 
man ; yet» if my passion for yoar dear sister, which 
I cannot control, be sinful— 

Za(^ L, (Ande to the CoUmO.) Tonr noise, I per- 
eeive^ is bringing np Sir John. Manage with hipi 
as yon will, at present ; I will withdraw ; for I have 
an after-^ame to ply, which may yet pot this 
wretch efTeotuftlly into our power. 

iExU, 

Enter SIB JOHN LAMBEBT. 

Sir J. L. What uproar is this ? 

CoL L. KotUng, sir ; nothing \ only a littler broU 
of the good Doctor's here. Yon are well rewarded 
for yonr kindness t andbe wonldfalnpay it back, 
with triple interest, to your wife: in short, sir, I 
took him here in the very fact of making a criminal 
declaration of love to my lady. 

Dr, <f. Why, why, Sir John, would yon not let 
me leave your house ? I knew some dreadful me- 
tibod would be taken to drive me hence.— -0 1 be not 
ftDS<7f sood Colonel ; but indeed, and indeed, you 
use me cruelly. 

Sir J, L. Horrible, wicked creature !->Doctor, let 
me hear it from you. 

J>r. C. Alasl air, I am in the dark as much as 
you ; but it should 8eem,'for what purpose he best 
knows, your ion hid himself somewhere here- 
abouts : and while I was talking to my lady, rushed 
in upon us. You know the subject, sir, on whidi 
I was to entertain her ; and I might speak of my 
Jove to your daughter, with more warmth than 
perhaps I ought; which the Colonel overhearing, 
might possibly imagine I was addressing my lady 
herself; for 1 will not suspect— no^ heaven forbid! 
I will not suspect that he would intentionally forge 
a falsehood to dishonour me. 

Sir J. L. Now, vile detractor of all virtue I is your 
outrageous malice . confounded ? What he tells 
yon is true ; he has been talking to my lady by 
m:^coaBent; and what be said, he ssid by my 
orders. Good man, be not oonoerned ; for I see 
through their vile designs. Here, thon curse of 
my life, if thou art not lost to conscieuce, and all- 
sense of honour, repair the injury you have at- 
tempted, by confessing your rancour, and throw- 
ing yourself at his feet. 

Dr. G. Oh, Sir John 1— for my sake, I wUl 
throw myself at the Colonel's feet ; nay, if that will 
please him, he shall tread on my neck. 

Sir J. WhatJ mute, defenceless, hardened in thy 
malice? 

CoU Zk I scorn the imputation, sir ; and with tbe 
same repeated honesty avow (however cunningly 
he may have devised this gloss) that you are de- 
ceived. What I tell you, sir, is true; these eyes, 
these ears, were witnesses of his audacious love, 
without the mention of my sister's name ;— ^directly, 
plainly, grossly tending to abuse the honour . of 
your bed. 

Sir J. Villain ! this instant leave my sight, my 
house, my family, for ever ! 

Dr. C. Hold, good Sir John; I am now re- 
eo^ered from my surprise ; let me then be an hum- 
ble mediator. On my account, this must not be : I 
grant it possible, your son loves me not ; but you 
mwt grant it, ^ as possible b^ mij^it mistake 
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me; to aeeuse me then, was but the error of his 
virtue : vou ought to love him, and thank him for 
his watchful care. 

Sir J. Hear this, perverse and reprobate! Couldst 
thou wrong such more than mortal virtue ? 

CcH^L. Wrong him I The hardened impudence of 
this painted charity— 

Sir J. Peace, graceless infidel! 

Col. L. No, sir; though I would hazard life to 
gain yon from the clutches of that wretch, I could 
die to reconcile my duty to your favour : yet, on 
the terms his villany offers, it is merit to refuse it 
—but, sir, I'll trouble you no more; to-day is his, 
to-morrow may be mine. 

\Exit. 

Sir J. Come, my friend; well go tbls instant, 
and sign the settlement ; for that wretch ought to 
be punished, who, I now see, is incorrigible, and 
given over to perdition. 

JOr. C. And do you think I take your esljata 
with such views? No, sir, I receive it, ttiat I may 
have an opportunity to rouse his mind to virtue, 
by shewing him an instance of tbe forgiveness of 
injuries ; the return of good for evil ! 

Sir J. 0, my dear friend! my stay and my guide ! 
I am Impatient till the affair is concluded. 

Dt\ C. The will of heaven bo done in all 
things. 

Sir J. Poor dear man ! 

IRxcunt. 



ACT 17. 

SCENE L— ^ Parlour in Sir John LamUrCt House, 

Enter CHARLOTTE and SEYWARD. 

Chart. Yon were a witness, thon ? 

Sty. I saw it signed, sealed, and do.ivercd, 
madam. 

Charl And all passed without the least sus- 
picion. 

Self. Sir John signed It with such earnestness, 
and the Doctor received it with such seeming re- 
luctance, that neither liad the curiosity to examino 
a line of it 

Charl. Well, UV. Seyward, whether it succeees 
to our ends or not, we have still the same obliga- 
tion to you. You saw with what friendly warmth 
my brother heard your story; and I don't in the 
least doubt his being able to do something for you. 

Sey. What I have done, my duty bound me to ; 
but pray, madam, give mf^ leave, without offence, 
to ask you one innocent question. 

Charl. Freely. 

Sty. Have you never suspected, that in all this 
affair, I have bad some secret, stronger motives 
thsn barely duty? 

Ch^rl Yes: but have you been in no apprehen- 
sion I should discover that motive? 

Sey. Frays pardon me ; I see already I have gone 
too far. 

Charl. Not at all ; it loses you no merit with me j 
nor is it in my nature to ubo any one ill that loves 
me, unless I loved that one agaih ; then, indeed, 
there might be danger. Come, don't look grave; 
my inclinations to another shall not hinder me 
paying every one what's due to their merit; I shall, 
therefore, always think myself obliged to treat 
your misfortunes and your modesty with the utmost 
tendernesa 

/Sey. Your j;ood opinion is all I aim at. 
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Chart. A-y, bnl the more I glTC It yon, the better 
youUI think of me mil ; and then I mn&t think the 
better ot you ftgtiln, and you the better of me upon 
that too; And so, at lest, I shall think serionsly, and 
you'll begin to think ill of mo: but I hope, Mr. tSej- 
ward, your good sense will prevent all this. 

Sey. I see zny folly madam, and blush at my pre- 
BumptioB. 1 humbly take your leave. 

r [Exit. 

Charl. Well, he's a pretty young fellow after 
all ; and the very first, sure, that ever had reason 
against himself with so good an understandiug. 
Lud I how one may live and learn ! I could not 
believe that modesty in a young fellow could have 
been so amiable; and though I own there is, I 
know not what, of dear delight in Indulging one's 
vanity with 4hem, yet, upon serious reflection, ( 
must confess, that tmth and sinoerity have a 
thousand charms beyond it. I believe I had as 
good confess all this to Darnley, and e'en make op 
the bustle with him, too ; but then be will so tease 
one for instances of real inclination— O gad! I 
can't bear the thought on't; and yet we mustoome 
together, too. Well, nature knows the way to be 
sure, and so Til e'en trust to her for it. 

Enter LADY LAMB£BT. 

Lady Z. Dear Charlotte, what will become of 

UB? 

Charl. Pray explain, madam. 

Lady L. In spite of all I could urge, he has con- 
sented that the Doctor should this minute come, and 
bo his own advocate with you. 

Charh I'm glad on't ; for the boast must come lilse 
a bear to the stake. I'm sure he knows I shall bait 
him. 

Lady L. No matter for that; he presses it, to keep 
Sir John still blind to his wicked design updn mo ; 
therefore, I come to give you notice, that you might 
bo prepared to receive him. 

Charl I'm obliged to your (ladyship. Our meet- 
ing wHl be a tender scene, no doubt on't 

Lady L. 1 think 1 hear the Doctor coming up 
Rtatra If y dear girl, at any rate-keep your temper. 
I shall expect yon in my dreesing-room^ to tell me 
the parttenlara of yoor conductk 

[Bxi*. 

Charl He must have & great d£al of impnde&ce, 
to como in this manner to mc. 

Enter BETTY, introducing DR. CANXWEIX. 

Selly Dr. Cantwell desires to be admitted' 
madam. 

Charl. Let him como in.— Your servant, sin- 
Give us chairs, Belty, and leave the room. [Exit 
Betty.Ji Sir, there's a seat. What can that ugly cur 
say to me? He seems a llttlQ puzzled. 

(Aside.) 

Dr. C. (TVifiji sit.) Lookye, young lady! 1 a-^ 
afraid, notwithstanding your good father's favour, 
X am mat the man you would desiro to be alone with 
upon this occasion. 

Cliari. Your modesty is pleased to be in the 
right. 

Dr. C. I'm afraid, too, notwithstanding oil my 
endeavours to the contrary, that you entertain a 
pretty bad opinion of me. 

Charl. A worse, sir, of no mortal breathing. 

Dr. <7. Which opinion is immovable? 

Charl. No rock so firm! 
. Dr. C. I am afraid, then, it will be a vain'pnr- 
Buit, when I eolicit you, in compliance with mi 
worthy friend's desire, and my own Inclinations, to 



become my pftrlmr tn that b]«SM4 ettol*, In whkh 
WB may be a comfort and tapper* to eftch otksr. 

Chax-l. I would die rather tMA eonfl«&t to it- 

Dr. 0. In other words, you httle me. 

Charl Most transcendently I 

Dr. C. Well, there is sinoerfty, at least, la j4yve 
confc8ft1on : you are not, I ses, totally dei^rivod of 
all virtue; though, I must say, Inevef «ould pe»* 
ceive in you but very Jlltle. 

Charl Oh, fle ! you flatter naek 

Dr, C. No ; I speak it with sorrow, beeanes y^u 
are the daughter of my best friend. But hew are w* 
to proceed now? Arc we to preserve temper? 

Chart. Oh, never fear mo, 'sir! I shall not fly 
out; being convinced that nothing gives so sharp » 
point to one's aversiun as good breeding ; as, on 
the contrary, ill manners often hide a secret iiicli» 
nation. 

Dr. C. Well, then, young lady, be Msnrsd so far 
am I from the unohrtetion disposition of vetar«lng 
injuries, that your antipathy to me causes no liatr«l 
in my soul towards von ; on the eontnary, t wooM 
willingly make yon happy, if it may be Aivd% ac- 
cording to my conscience, with the iotonest of 
heaven in view. 

Charl Why, I can't see sir, how heaven caa be 
any way concerned in a transaetioa between yoa 
and me. 

Dr. €. When you marry any other penKm, tuf 
consent is necessary. 

Charl So I hear, mdeed !— But pray, Doolor, how 
!Could your modesty receive so insolent a power, 
without putting my poor father out of oounteoance 
with your bkishes? 

Dr. C. I sought it not ; bat he wnmld crowd U ia 
among other obligationa He ts good-natin«d ; aad 
I foresaw it might serve to plons purposes. 

Charl I don't understand you.' 

Dr. C. I take it for granted, that yoa woidd marry 
Mr. Darnley. Am I right? 

Charl, Once in your life, perhaps, you ar«.| 

Dr. C. Nay, let us be fflaia. Would you many 
him? 

Charl You're mighty nice, metblnka Well, I 
would. 

Dr. C. Then I will not consent 

Charl. YouwonH? 

Dr. C. My conscience will BOt suffer me. I know 
you to be both luxurious and worldly-minded ; s«cl 
you would squander upon the vanStles of th« 
world, those treasures whioh oogbt to be better 
laid out. 

Charl Hum! I believe I begin to eoneelTS yos. 

Dr. C. If you can think of any project to satisff^ 
my conscience, I am traotable. xdu know thore 
is a considerable moiety of your fortune which goafc 
to my lady, in case of our dlsagreemeat. 

Cltenl That's enough, air. Yoa Oii&k we should 
have a fellow-feeling in it At what sum te yo» 
rate your concnrrotoe tomjr inclinations t Tliat 
settled, 1 am wiUiog to strike the bargain. 

Dr. C. What do you think of half f 

Charl How I two thousand pounds ! 

\jmses,) 

Dr. C. Why, you know you gain taro thowaand 
pounds ; and really the severity of the times for 
the poor, and my own stinted pitta«os, which 
cramps my onaritios, will uot suffer mo totdq^uirj^ 
Isas. 

Charl Bat how is my father to ba 1>io«9lit tal^ 
ir, (h t^TO that to my mMs^tsMiilL 
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/>fr. d Oh 1 Mr. Dftraiey is wealthy: whea I de- 
Sf«r myMiuent in writing, h« ghall lay it down to 
me in bank-billB. 

CJiarL pretty food eeeniiftyt On one proviso, 
though. 

Dr. 0. Name it 

Charl. That you immediately toll my father that 
ara willing to give up your interest to Mr. 



Dr. 0. Hum I Stay^I agree to it; hot, in the 
meantime, let me warn you, child, not to expect to 
turn that, or what has now passed between us, to 
aiy eoafualDlii by sinieter cooatruotiou, or evil re- 
presentation to your fatiier. 1 am eatisfled of the 
piety of my own intenttona, and care not what the 
wicked think of them : but force me not to take 
adrantage <rf Sir John's good opinion of me, in, 
CHrder to shield mj^elf from the eonse^uenees of 
yonr malice. 

Ckark Oh! I shall not stand in my own light : I 
kttow year oenscienoe and your power too woll, 
dear Doctor. 

Dr. C. Well, let your interest sway you. Thank 
lUMTen 1 I am aotoated by more worthy motivee. 

Olorl. NodObbton*t. 

A*. C. Farewtfll, and think ue ytyoBt friend. 

[Exa. 

Chart What this fellow's original -was I know 
not I b«c, by hie oonsclMice and conninft he would 
miAe<M admirable Jesuit 

Enttr Servant* 
Sen>. Madam, Mi\ Damley. 
C/utrl, Desire him to walk iik 

{Exit Serp^ 

enter DARNLET. 

Dam. To find you thus aloue^ madam, is ti 
happiness I did not esx^oct from the tempeir of ont 
]»st pattlAg. 

€%arf. 1 iriionkl haw beea as well pleased, newt 
tiy havo bee* thanked as reproached for my good 
iwtu^e ; but rOM will be in the right, I fln& 

Diatn. Xodeed) you take me wrong. 1 literally 
meant that I was afraid you would not so seen 
HMfi I htid dbsevtea this favour. 

Charl. Well, but were not you silly, now ? 

Ddr9. Gome, you shall not be serious : yonean't 
be more agreeablov 

Carl Oh! bttt I am eerloua. 

Dam. Then t 'U be to. Do yoo forgive mo aU t 

Charl. What? 

Dam. Are we friends, Charlotte 9 

Charl. Ob, lod ! but you have told mO nothing of 
poor Sey ward. 

Darn. Mast yov needs know that, before yon 
answer me ? 

<%4n*r. tiodt you icre never well till yon have 
talked one out of countenance. 

Dam. Oomes I won't be too particular; yon shall 
aueWfep nolAitog. GHive me but your hand only. 

Chart. Febat I won't pall oft my glove, not h 

Dam. 1*11 «Ake It ae it fa, then. 

Chart. hoA I there^ there ; eat it eat it 

Dam. And so I could, by heaven I 

Chai^L Oh, my glove! my glove! my glovnl 
Ton. are In a perfect atorm. Lad ! if you make 
Buch a rout with one's hand only, what would yon 
do ft yon had oae'a heart ? 

Darn. That's impoosible to tell. But yon were 
asking me of Steywanl, manlam ? 

Charl Ok, a^«-tbat'a truet Well, now yoo ar« 



Tery good a^ajn. Come, tell me all the affair, and 
then you shall see —how I will like you. 

Dam. There is not much to tell; only this: w6 
met the attorney-general, to whom he has given a 
very sensible account of himself, and the Doctor's 
proceedings. The attorney-general seems very 
clear in his opinion, that, as the Doctor, at the 
time of the death of Sey ward's mother, \yns in- 
trusted with her whole affairs, the court of equity 
will oblige him to be accountable. 

Charl If Sey ward does not recover his fortune, 
yon must absolutely get him a commission, and 
bring him intd acquaintance. 

Dam Upon my word, I will. 

Charl. And shew him to all the women of taste: 
and I'll have you call him my pretty fellow, too. 

Dam. I will, indeed. But near me. 

Charh You can't conceive how pretty he makes 
love. 

Dam. Not so woTI as yon make your defence, 
Charlotte. 

Charl, Lud! 1 had foi^t; he is to teach me 
Greek, too. 

Dam. Trifl!ng tyrant! How long, Charlotte, do 
you think you can find new evastons for what I 
say to you? 

Charl. Lud! you are horrid silly; but since 'tis 
love that makes you such a dunce, poor Damleyt 
I forgive you. 

Enter COLOXEL, behind. 

i)arn. That's kind, however. But, to complete 
my joy, be kinder yet; and— 

Charl. Oh, I can't— I can't! Lud! did yoo ever 
ride a horse-match ? 

Darn. Was ever so wild a question? 

Ch'jirl. Because, if yuu have, it runs in my head 
that you galloped a mile beyond the winning-post, 
to make sure on't 

Dam. Now I understand yov^ But siaca you will 
have me touch everything so very tenderly, Char- 
lotte, how shall I find proper words to ask you the 
lover's necessary question ? 

Cfiarl. Oh, there are a thousand pohits to bo ad- 
justed before that's answered. 

Col. L. (Advancing.) Name tllom this moment; 
for, positively, this is the last time of asking. 

Charl Psha I Who sent for you ? 

Col. L. I only came to teach you to speak plain 
£n<.'li8h, my dear. 

C/MrL Lud! mind your ownhnsiness, can*t yon ? 

Col. L. So I will ; for I will make you do more 
of yours in two minutes, than you would have done 
witdiont me in a twelvemontii. Why, how now ? do 
you think the man's to dangle after your ridiculous 
airs for over ? 

Charl This is mighty pretty! 

Col.L. You'll say so on Thursday se'nnlght; for 
let affairs take what turn they will in the family, 
that's positively your wedding-day. (jChBal attempts 
to go.) Nay, yon sha'n't stir. I 

Charl Was ever suoh assurance ? i 

DartL. Upon my life, madam, Fm ont of connte- | 
nance ; I don't know how to behave myself. 

Charl No, no; let him go on— only this is be- 
yond what was ever known, sure! 

ColL. Ha, ha! if I wetd to leave you to your- 
selves, what a couple of pretty out-of-countenanced 
figures you would make! humming and ha'ing 
upon the vulgar points of jointure and pin-money! 
Come, come; I know what's proper on both sides ; 
you shall leave it to me. 

Doj^a. I had raiher Charlotte would name her 
own terms to me. 
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Col L. HaTo yon & mind to anythfog parttenlar, 
madam? 

Charl Why, sure— What! do you think I'm 
only to be filled out as yon please, and sweetened 
and sipped up like a diafa of tea? 

Cof. L. Why, pray, madam, when your tea Is 
ready, what have you to do but to drink it? But 
you, X suppose, expect a lover's heart, like your 
lamp, should always be flaming at your elbow; 
and when it is ready to go out, you indolently 
supply it with the spirit of contradiction. 

C/iarL And so you suppose that your asscrance 
has made an end of this matter? 

Col. L. Not till you have given him your hand 
upon it^ 

Charl. That, then, would complete it ? 

Col L. Perfectly. 

Charl. Why, then, take it, Damley. Now I pre- 
sume you are in high triumph, sir. 

{To the Colonel) 

Col L. No, sister : now you are consistent with 
the good sense I always thought you mistress of. 

Charl And now I beg we may separate ; for our 
being seen together, at this critical juncture, may 
give that devil, the Doctor, suspicion of a confede- 
racy, and make him set some engine to work that 
we are not aware of. 

Col L. It's a very proper caution. Gome along, 
Damley^nay, you must leave her now, whatever 
violence you do yourself. 

Charl Ay, ay, take him with yon, brother;— or 
stay, Damley ; if you please, yon may come along 
with me. ^Exeunt. 



ACT V. 

SCENE t-^A Parhur in Sii* Jofm LamhtrVs house. 

Enter DARNLEY and OHAKLOTTE. 

Charl Bat, really, wHI yon stand to the agree 
men(; though, that I have made with the Doctor? 

Dam. Why not? You shall not break your word 
upon my. account, though he might be a villain you 
gave it to. Suppose I should talk with Sir John my- 
self ? 'Tis true, he has slighted me of late. 

Charl No matter; he»o he comes. This may 
open another scene of action to that I believe my 
brother's preparing for. 

Enter SIB JOHN and LADY LAMBEBT. 

Sir J. L. Mr. Damley, I am glad I have met yon 
here. 

Lam. I have endearocired twice to>day, sir, to 
pay my respects to yoa 

Sir J. L. Sir, I'll be plain with you; I went out 
to avoid you : but where the welfare of a child is 
coDceraed, you must not take it ill if we don't 
stand upon ceremony. However, since I have 
reason now to be more In temper than perhaps I 
was at that time, I shall be glad to talk with you. 

Dam. I take it as a fayour, sir. 

Sir J. L. You must allow, Mr.- Damley, that con- 
science is the rule which every honest man ought 
to walk by. 

Darn, "lis granted, sir. 

Sir J. L. Then give me leave to tell yon, sir, that 
giving you my daughter would be to act against 
that conscience I pretend to, whilst I thought you 
an ill lover ; and, consequently, the same tie obliges 
me to bestow her on a better maa 



Dam. Well, bnt, alf, o6m« Co the pobil Snpik)*^ 
the Doctor (whom I presume yon intend her foi) 
actnally consents to give me ap his interest f 

Sir J. L. But why do you suppose, sir, ha will 
give up his interest? 

Dam. I only Judge from what yoor daughter tells 
me, sir. 

SirJ L. My daughter? 

Dam. I appeal to her. 

Charl And I appeal even to yourself, sir. Has 
not the Doctor, just now, in the garden, spoken hi 
favour of Mr. Damley to yon ? Nay, pray, sir, be 
plain, because more depends on that than yon can 
easily imagine or beUeve. 

Sir J. L. What senseless insinnatioa h*Te you 
got into your head now f 

Charl Be so kind, sir, first to answer me, that 
1 may be better able to inform yon. 

Sir J. L. Well, I own be has declined his interest 
in fayour of Mr. Daralay; but I must tell yov, 
madam, that he did it in so modest, so friendly, so 
good-natured, so conscientious & manner, that I 
now think myself more than ever bound in honour 
to espouse hun. 

Charl But now, sir, only for ai^gumenVs sake, 
suppose I could prove that all this seeming virtne 
was artificial ; that his regard for Mr. Daraley wss 
neither founded npop modesty, friendship, good- 
nature, nor conscience ; or, in short, tlukt he has, 
like a villain, bartered, bargained, to glv« me to Mr. 
Damley for half the four thousand poimds yon 
valued his consent at; I say, sir, suppose this oould 
be proved, where would be his virtue then? 

Sir J. L. It is impious to suppose it 

Charl Then, sir, from w w-principle mnafc yoa 
suppose that I accuse him ? » 

SirJ. From an obstinate prejudice to all that's 
good and Tirtoons. 

Charl That's too hard, sir. But the worst your 
opinion can proyoke me to, is to msrry Mr. Damley 
without either his consent or yonrs. 

Sir J. What I do you brave me, mad«n ? 

Charl. No,.Bir ; but I scorn ft He; and will so far 
yindloate my integrity, as to insist on your believ- 
ing me; if not, as A child yon abandon I have 
a right to throw myseU into other arms for protec- 
tion. 

Dam. Dear Charlotte, how yonr spirit cl&aniis 
me I 

SirJ. I am confounded 1 These tears cannot be 
counterfeit, nor can this be trae. 

Lady L. Indeed, my dear, I fear it is. Give me 
leave to ask yon one question :o*ln all our mntnal 
course of happiness, have I ever yet deoeiyed yon 
with a falsehood? 

SirJ. Never. 

Lady U Would you then belleye me, should 1 
accuse him even of crimoe which yirtne blushes 
but to mention? 

SirJ. To what extiftvaganoe would yon drire 
me? 

Lady L. I would before faaye undeceived yoo, 
when his late artifice turned the honest duty of 
yonr son into his own reproach and ruin; but 
knowing then yonr temper was inaccessible, I 
durst not offer it But suppose I should be able to 
let you see bis villany, make him repeat his odioos 
love to me in your hearing; at once throw off the 
mask, and show the barefaced traitor? 

SirJ. Is it possible? 

Lady L. But then, sir, I mnst prevaO on yo.i to 
descend to the poor shifts we are reduced to. 

SirJ. All; to anythtaig, to ease me of my dnnbto. 
Make me but witness of this fact^ and I shall soon 
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ic6ii^ toyibl/, Awt owA mf folly eqaal to lila 
neas. 

Ladjffi. Behind that soreen yon may eaaOy con- 
ceal yonnelf. 

Sir J. Be it 80. 

LadgJ„ Mr. Darnley, shaUwo beg yoar leare; 
and you, Charlotte, take the least suapected way to 
vend the Doctor to me directlv. 

Chart. I have a thought will do it, madam. 

Sir J. Oh, Charlotte 1 Oh, Mr. Damley t 

Dam. Have but resolution, sir, and fear nothing. 
{Exevnt DanUev and Chirlotte. 

Ladjf L- Kow, ahr, you are to consider what a 
|h desperate disease I have undertaken to cure; 
therefore, be sure to keep close and still; and 
when the proof is full, appear at yonr discretion. 

Sir J, Fear not; I will conform myself. Jet be 
not angiy, my love, if in a case like this, where I 
should not believe even him accusing yon; be 
not angry, I say, if I have also ohari^ enough to 
hope yon may yet be deceived in what you charge 
him with, till the evidence of my own senses assoies 
me to the contrary. 

LadvL. *i is just 

Sir J. Hark I I thhik I hear him comhig. 

Ladf L. Now, my dear, remember your yromlse 
to have patleneei 

Sir J. Belyuponlti. 

Ladff L To your post, then! 

{Sir John goea behind the $enen.) 

Enter DOCTOR OANTWELL, mth a book. 

Dr. €. Madam, your woman tells me, that being 
here, and al<me, yon desired to speak with me. 

Ladif L. I did, sir ; but, that we may be sure that 
we are alone, pray thxit the outward door ; another 
surprise might ruin ua Is all safe ? 

Dr. C. (PaUene the door.j 1 have taken care, 
madam. 

Ladif L. But I am afraid I interrupt your medita- 
tions. 

Drj C. No, madsna, no ; I was only looking over 
some pious exhortationa here, for the use of a 
society of chosen brethren. 

Ladp L. Ah, Doctor, what have you done to me ? 
The trouble of my mind, since our last unfortunate 
conference, ia not to be expressed. Tou, indeed, 
discoTered to me, what, perhaps, for my own 
peaces 'twere better I had never been acquainted 
vrith ; but [ had not snlBcient time to lay mty heart 
open to you. 

Dr. C. Vhither, madam, would you lead me? 

LadjfL. 1 have been uneasy, too, not knowing 
how far yon might mistake my behaviour on the 
last accident that happened; but I was really, so 
shocked, so terrified, 1 knew not what I was doing; 
only, had I joined in your defence against the 
Colonel, it would have been evident I was hia 
enemy, and I - have usea for hia friendship. 
Silenoe, therefore, was my only prudent part; and 
I knew yoar credit with Sir John needed no sup- 
port 

Dr. C. Let me presume, then, to hope, that 
what I did, yon judge was self-defence, and pure 
neceesity. 

Lady L. And perhaps, after all, the accident 
was lucky; for Sir John, in order to obviate any 
ill construction that may be put upon it, insista 
now that we should be more together, to let the 
world see his confidence in us both. This relieves 
UB ftom restraint, and now I dare tell yon,~but no 
—I won't— 

Dr. C* Bat why, madam? let me bcaeecb 
you— 



Ladjf L. No; bealdea, why Head yon ask meP 

Dr. C. Ah I do not endeavour to decoy my fooUah 
heart, too apt to flatter itself. Yon oannot, snre, 
think kindly of me ? 

Lad^L. Well, well; I would have yon : 



Dr. C. Besides, may I not with reason saspec^ 
that this apparent goodness is but artifice, a shadow 
of compliance, meant only to persuade me from 
yonr daughter? 

Lady L. Methinks this doubt of me seems rather 
founded on your settled resolution not to resign 
her ; I am convinced of it 1 can assure you, air, I 
should have saved you this trouble, had I known 
how deeply you were engaged to her. 

{We^i>$.} 

Dr. C. Tears 1 then I must believe yon; but, in- 
deed, you wrong me^ To prove my innocence, it 
ia not an hour since I pressed Sir John to give 
Charlotte to young Damley. 

Ladjf L. Mere artifice ! yon knew that modest re- 
signation would make Sir John warmer in your in- 
terest. 

Dr. C. No, indeed, indeed. I had other motives, 
which you may hereafter be made acquainted with, 
and will convince you— 

Lady L. Well, sir ; now I'll give you reason to 
guess why, at our last meeting, I pressed you so 
warmly to resign Charlotte. 

Dr. C. Ah, dearl ah, dear! 

Lady L. Ton cannot blame me for having op- 
posed your happiness, when my own, f)erhaps, de- 
pended upon if* 

Dr. e. Spare me, spare met yon kill me with 
this kindness. 

Lady L. But, now that I have discovered 
my weakness, be secret; for the least impru- 
dence — 

Dr. C. It is a vain fear. 

Lady L. Call it not vain; my reputation is dearer 
to me than life. 

Dr. C. Where can it find so sure a guard? The 
grave austerities of my life will dumfound suspi- 
cion, and yours may defy detraction. 

Lady L. Well, Doctor, 'tis you must answer for 
my folly. 

Dr. C. 1 take it all upon myself. 

Lady L, But there's oae thing stUl to be afrai4 
of. 

Dr. C. Nothing, nothiB£^ 

LadyL. My husband—Sir John. 
. Dr. 0. Alas poor man! I will answer for him. 
Between ourselves, madam, your husband ia wsak ; 
I can lead him by the nose anywhere. 

SiB JOHN LAMBEBT oiftMmoef &eft0Mfi <Ami. 

Sir J. No, caitiff 1 Tm to be led no further. 

Dr.C. Ah! woman! 

Sir J. Is this your sanctity? thia your doctrine T 
these your meditaUons ? 

Dr. C. Is, then, my brother in a conspiracy against 
me? 

Sir J. Yonr brother 1 I have been your friend, 
indeed, to m v shame ; your dupe ; but your spell 
has lost its hold; no more canting; it will not 
serve your turn any longer. 

Lady L. Now heaven be praised ! 

Dr. C. It seems you want an excuse to part with 
me. 

Sir J. Ungrateful wretch !— but why do I reproach 
you ? Had I not been the weakest of mankind, yon 
never could have proved so great a villain. Gst 
out of my sight! leave my house 1 Of all my f ollici^ 
which is it tells you, that if yon stay much longer 
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I Bhail aoiba timytad to wiMl yotl Mi of tliA luuid 
6f Imt, aod ponfah-TOD m you dbMrre? 

J^. a W«ll; bDt flm iBtimmtmk you, lir, wbo ift 
Is you menace ? Consider your own eottdMAn, MDfd 
wb^reyon ar& 

Sir J. What would the villain drive at ? Leato 
me I I forgive yon; bat once more I tell yon, nek 
■oiM other ^aee^ Out of xny boose. This laslaait 
toe gone, awi see my shamef at faee bo mora. 

Dr. C. Nay, then, 'tis my duty to exert myself, 
and let joa know that I am master here. Turn 
yoo out, sir t This hooae is naiae ! and bow, sir, a* 
yoar peril, dare to insult me. 

gtr,J Oh, heavana t 'tis trae! whittier sball i fly 
to hide me from tiw world ? 

/ja4fy L Whither are you going, sir? 

Sir J. I know not; but hara^ it aeams, I afft a 
treapoBser; tba master of tho honse has warnad 
mo tiahce; and, blnce the right ia now in him, *tia 
just I should resign it. 

Lad9 L. Tdu shall not stir. He dares not act 
with such atendenad insolenoa. Nov bIp; poasas* 
Blon still is yours. If he pretends a right, Ul him 
by open aoarsa of law maintain 11 

A*. G, B»|«»-Bara! Seywardt 

Ente»' MAWWOaM. 
Sir J. Who is this feUowf Wlmt do yoil wmat, 
man? 
iARK Sfy lady, coma op. 

ICnter OLD LADY L AStKERt. 

OldLeiift,. Row now t 

Maw. He wants to know who I ba t 

Ofti la^ L. The gentlem&n is a friend of mtne, 
flon. I was carrying him in « ooaeh te attend a 
controversy that's to be held this evening, at the 
reverend Mr. Scruple's about an affair of simony, 
and ealted to tato lip the Doctor. Bat wh«t stvatage 
tales are these I hear below ? 

Sir J. Iha Doctor H a villain, madam: I have 
detected him; detected hint in tha hdrrlbte design 
of seducing vof wife. 

ifiR9. Irs tmposBiUe 1 

Sir J. What do you say, man? 

Maw. I say iVe unpij^lble ! He has been locked 
up with ihy wife for watn together, morning, noon, 
and nigbt ; and I never found her the worse for 
him. 

OldZiOdyL. Ah, son] son! 

i«r /. what la your ladyship gohig to say now ? 

^M Ladf L. The DooM» is BOt ilk fault . 

Sir J. 'Slife, madaml 

OiA lMi§ £. Ohi be s wears! ha swears 1 Years 
in growing good, we become profligate in a mo- 
ment If you sweat again, I won't stay in the 
house. 

Menu. N<Jr 1 neither s aren't you ashamed of your- 
self ?— have no Commensuratlott on your soul? Ah! 
poor wicked sinner, 1 ptty you. 

Sir J. 'Sdeath and the devil I 

Mono. If you swear any more, tH iatf&rm against 
yod. ^_ 

Sir X Why wouM you bring this idiot, madam ? 

Maw. Ay, do despise me, Tm the prouder for it ? 
I like to be despised. 

Enter CHAKLOTTR 

(fkart Qh! dear papn, I Bba!! Hatnt away; there's 
taurthjr doing. 
" Sir J. Whoi where 1 what is it? 

Chati. The Doctor, sir, and Sey ward, were at high 
Words Just Aowln the garden; and, upon a sodden^ 



tharawia a pistol drad batwaafl thaui Obi I'ol 
afraid poor Sey ward is killed. 

AV/Howl 

Chart. Oh I here he comes bimsoif ; Wll tell 
you more. 

JTrtfer Dlk OAN'TWELL, DARJTLHY, SEtVTAllD. 

and Servant*. \ 

Dam. (Sptakiik^ oi he «nterA) Hers, bring in tills I 
ruffian ; this la vUlstty beyond ataapla. 

Sir J. What means this ovtraua? I 

Lftdf L. 1 tremble. ' 

Seti. Dont bo alarmed) madavh; theft id n0 ttis- 
ohiaf dona; what was intandedt fliar Dootor here 
ean best inform yon. 

Mir J. Mr. Daraley, I am ashamadto aao yoa 

Jfoto. So you oiqrbt; bot this good maai li aahamod 
ofnothiag. 

Dr. C. Alas! myanamiaapTavaiL 

8^ Tn short, geatleimant tiie afTalr isclrawistna- 
ttally this : the Doctor eallad mo odt into tba pavi- 
n»ti in tha garden ; appeared la freaiS disorder ; 
told me there was a sudden storm raised, whl(Ai he 
was not snfflciently prepared to woatber. He said, 
his dependance was upon me ; and, at all events, I 
muet ba ready to swear, when ha caHed opo» me, I 
had seen him pay Sir John several largo soma of 
money. He talked confusedly aboot giving value 
for an estate: bat I boldly refused to pei^am my- 
self; and told hfm on tha contrary, I was satisfied 
he had fleeced Sir John of several large sums, un- 
der the pretence of charitable tibcs, whicli Bie se- 
oreMy coAv(>rted to hla own. This atung him. aad ' 
he fastened at my throat Then, Indaed, alt temper 
Ipft me: and dinengaglnff myself from hla hold i 
with a home-blow ( scraek him dowik At this, 
grown desperate, he ran willi fury to soma pistols 
that hang above the ohtanoey ; but, in tha inatant 
ho reached one, I seized upon his wrist ; and, as 
we grappled, the pistol firing to tho-oaUki^ alarmed 
the family. 

Old laOf L. This ia a Ve, young matt; I sea the 
devil staniSiUsr at yOttr elbow. 

Maw. So do I, with a greittbfg pitchfork, poshing 
him on. 

Dr. C. Well, what have you mofe agataat ma ? 

Dam. More sir. I hope, is nea<Ifeaa) ba^ if Sh- 
John is yet unfiatlsfled— — 

Sir /. Oh! I have seen too mttol. 

Dr. C. I demand my liberiy. 

Sir J. Let him go. 

EnUir COLONEL tAllBEET, atid Atttndanis. 

Co\ L. Hold, sir! not so fast; you daiyt pass. 
Dr. C. Who, sir, shall d«d*6 to atop hi»r 
Coi.L. Wlthlhtherei 

Snttr TIPSTAFF. 

Ttpstajf. Is your namo Cafttwall, si^ ? 

/)r.C. What if it be, sir? 

TpHoff. Then, sir, I have my ldf4<»lel jmrilao's 
warrant against you. 

Dr. C. Against me ! 

fiptfnf. Yes, sir, for a efceat and Ifdpeaior. 

01 i Lady L. What does he pay ? 

S'Y J. Dear son, what is this? 

CcA. Z. Only some actions of the Do<itor*9, air, 
which I have affidavits in my hand here td prove, 
from more than one credicable witeesi ; and I think 
it my duty to make the public acquoincied with 
them ; if he can acquit himself of them, sO; if not, 
he must take the consequence. 

Dr. C. Well, but stay, let the liccusaiiotta agMinst 
me be what they wHl, by virtue of this conToyatMb, 



(Producing it) I am ttill i|M(!st|r jLar« ; tmd, if I m 
forced to leave the h.oaaA myselt twill shot up the 
doors ; nobody 8))iall remain behind. 

Sir /. Tliew I ^•re, indeed, l^e t^hiffi toe fq «hA 
heart! for that rash act, reproach and endless 
Bhame will haant me ! 

Chart. No, sir: be comforted. Even there, too, his 
wicked hopes VGOltt leave him; for know, tbe fatal 
deed, which yf a intended to sign, is here, even yet 
misealed and Imioceot ! iProi/adnj it.) 

Sir J. What mean you? 

Charl IW6«n, sir, that this deed, by aeoldeat^ 
falling l^to ti^ gentleman's hands, his generous 
concern f«r Q«r family discovered it to me ! aa^ 
that, Ifi oonoofl, we procured that other to be drawA . 
exactly like it; which, in your impatience toexe^. 
cute, pM8«4 MWJ W Qt > 4 . for the original Their i 
only iiSSi9xmi» 1% fwt wlietever you read the Doc- 
tor's name, Ui<irs y'Qu'Q fiod my brotft^r's. 

Dr, iS, 0»m^ «b^, i«Ml <n» ir»e» f¥««l«««- 

OUM^i^, I 4a»H know what £^ks flf all 
this. 
Mem. flMr^ «n «9 4> 4k8 de^<$«r wh^ jtiey 



are dohMf. |3fm »«igr, Wi^ lad]^ «a4 let d^ see 
after th«Mt^4Mr {NmAAC Ay, «• imt^)i : f ouUl 
go to th»llMO IfV Iril 4m4 Coqm, 4WF l^<Vt 7^^ 
go drat. 

xMmmiif* M nw m v rm mii Old jMt i^(»m6. 

ca«f* ||«w, Damley, | |k$;f» f A|iit«e made some 
atona»wt for your J o ia U y ^g . ^ ^^ 

Dowi. T<»l?«»«^.b«#i8he« jt ««r vmi Wfi VM, 
beyQs4jH»wn«feriW|»i6i|f. 



THB UYPOCBITB. lOil 

2^rl Come, no set speeches ; if I deserve your 
thanks, return them in friendship to your first pre- 
•erveu. " *- x . r 

Col L. The business of my life shall ba to merit 
it 

Seuw. And mine to speak my sense of obliga- 
tions. 

Sir J. Oh, my child { for my deliverance I can 
only reward you here. (Oiving h»r hctnd to Darnley.) 
For yon, my son, whOM filial virtue I have injured, 
tills hQo«s| deed iium ift every article be ratified. 
And, f(tf l|Mf»ke 4^4h«l|^pooritical viUaia, I de- 
clare, t)i\At trwa heneefortPard I renounce *li pious 
folks; IwiVlJiavo AQ atlM' abhorrence $9e every 
^ing that \mn the sippMUDinee^ 

Chart. K«£ «»w, t§0 4«ftr sir, I must t^lm the 
Ubterty to teft ffii% you carry ll^logs too far, aaid go 
from one eaetreme, lo another. Whatt beeanae a 
worthless wcetoAi has iwpfiied ppon you uQd«r |be 
faliaeious show of Aiis(«;Bi tt-in^esb will you fteokls 
have a everyMjs^ tt)Be h|b; KfHrfound tbs gogid 
with lb* bad, anf ««iil#^de1IMlf Ve no tpniy m- 
ligloiis in the wftild? lieaait, «^ dear sir, 6«<lh 
rash ooqelusions ^o Iftffls and UlMWes. L«t ^ be 
carefitf *» 4iitliMnish betweM^tue and t^e ap- 



pean^lltfie 9t It. Haatcl, if fiosAkble, against doing 
honour t9 hyiMM^; but, si ^ same tiqie, let vis 
allow ikkare is «» flmracter io Qlft, greater or mora 
valaiA^ than ^iii fit the truly 4^voat; nor any 
thi«g nAfre n^m^ ^tr^pfire beavitiCui, than the f^r- 
vonr «if # siaeevs »ietK. 
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ACTL 

SCENE L— il Garden^ and a bodge^ voith practicable 
doWy and windoto. 

FBITZ, a gardener, and two assistants discovered. 

Frits, Halloa! halloa! yon careless dogs, spare 
the pinks, and don't trample on my roses. There, 
leave your work and refresh yourselves. (Oardeners 
exit; Frits leans on his spade.) What a lovely bed 
of eafly peas! all my own growing, and the goose- 
berries ripe enough to make fools of us all. How 
I dote on my flowers. I began life as a tender 
plant, and have grown into a tough old tree, with 
my branches extending half over the country; so 
at least Madame Frits says. Poor soul ! she's & 
hit jealous of my budding affections, and complains 



of my partiality for tulips. and ladies fingers! I tell 
her it's all my love for Botany -she frowns, and 
says I'm a wicked weed. {Laughs.) Ha I ha ! lia! 
my master's an idle weed, he neglects history and 
logic for Mademoiselle Ulrica ; he's always kissing 
his hands to her, and writhig verses on her beauti- 
ful nose. He terms it natural history, I always 
called it courting when I kissed Madame Frits. 
However, she's a lily, and he's a hopeful twig ; and 
they'd look amazing pretty with their boughs, arms 
I mean, gracefully twisted into matrimony. My 
missus, Madame Bicca 'U find it all out some day, 
and transplant Master Theodore to another bed. 
Ulrica's too poor for us. Sweet hlossoms, their'li 
be cut oV like early cucumbers in a frost 1*11 do 
all 1 070 to help 'era. Mademoiaelle U(i1e»*t oooh 



PBISONER or STATE. 



/MS 



Ing down the gnini wftUc ; bow pretty ehe looks, 
fresh and blooming m a dog daisy. 

Enter ULBIGA, reading. 

Fritz, (fi&winfh leaning on spadf.) Qood day, Miss 
Ulrica. 

Ulrica. Ah! Frits. 

(Smilei.) 
. Fritz. I want to unbosom myself to yon. Hiss; 
you're on thorns, mind they don't scratch yoo. . 

Ulrica What do yon mean? 

Fritz. Nothing; I speak in hjperbolio allegorie. 
Missns suspects Master Theodore's attentions to 
yoQ, now we, our family, is rich ! You are poor; 
brtog ricl) sad poor together, if you eon— ^Oh, no! 
it*8 unnatural— you'll be made a saoriflee. I heard 
your Tenerabla mother and Madame Bfcoa talking 
over the affair; when I was hid in the ooonmber 
bed. 

Vlriea. Yon alarm me, Frits ! 

FritiL^yRhAt at? because old women baye eyes 
md ears ? Be more guarded, and if you must meet 
Master Tbeodore, wait till the sun goes down, and 
the caterpillars crawl over the cabbages; yon 
nnderstand-^mum! mum! 

iUaies a zign, and exits. 

Ulrica. I know his intentions are good, or I 
should laugh at his cautions ; Theodore to me is 
but. a brother, the companion of my infancy. 

g'nUrz lodge, and litz at window.) Tm strangely 
terested in this book : the safferings and devo- 
tions of Ibe young girl it desaribes, constantly 
oocnples my imaginatioD. The tale is so singular. 
Poor girl (Reads.) " Her father wounded— dy- 
ing in a prison, hundreds of miles from her, yet she 
braves the horrors of a severe winter, without even 
a guide, or assistance. Heaven inspired her. In 
tiie clothes of her brother she reached his dungeon ; 
more than twenty times she was sinking from 
fatigue; the little money she popsessed, a party of 
cruel soldiers robbed her of at a wine house, and 
she was compelled to beg" (With enthuziasm.) I 
would have done the same through the world for 
a father. 

{Reads, 

Enter MADAME BIOCA and MADAME MULLEB, 
in wnversationf not cbterving Ulrica at window. 

Uad. iZ. I am resolved the children shall not 
meet so often. Theodore shall be sent to college, 
and TTMca shall marry. 

Ulrica. (Attracted by her name.) Marry! 

Mad. R. I have chosen a husband for her— the 
son of Fritz ; he's a good young man, and will just 
suit her condition of life. 

Mad. M. Madame, Ulrloa can never marry him. 

Mad.R. How so? 

Mad. M. She is not my daughter ! 

Ulrica. Heaven! what does she say? 

[GexAlg doses Hind, and her face only is seen. 

Mad. M. It is flfteen years since I received a 
letter, stating, that my sister Gertrude was dying 
at Bittersdorf, and begged to see me for the last 
time. I hastened there— alas! too late! She was 
dead. This letter was given to me, which she had 
written on her death bed ; listen, madamc. (Reads 
letter.) "My dear sister: be the adopted mother to 
the poor child I leave; you will find Ulrica at 
Oppenbach, where she has been secretly brought 
np. On showing this letter, .the good peasant who 
has the care of her, will give her to y4>u ; she is the 
daughter of fonest de Fridberg." 

Had. A Pa Fr^dbergl Why that \b the state 



prisoner, condemned for life in the fortress of the 
Cliaat's Mount 

Ulrica. (Aside.) My father! 

Mad.M. (Reads.) '« And before Heaven, I swear 
he is hmocent of the trsaaon he is accused of. 
Keep the secret of her birth from Ulrica. Her 
mother's name I dare not even reveal to fott, my 
dear sister." I adopted the child, she knows no 
other parent 

Mad. B. Does her father still live P 

Mad. M. Yen. 

Ulrica. (Aside.) Thank heaven! 

tOlasps her hands. 

Mad. M. He is stai a prisoner in the fortress of 
the Giant's Mount 

Mad. R. The confidence yon have placed in me 
shall not be abused. Ulrica will be mors dear to 
me than ever. I will assist you in proteotihg her. 
Theodore must leave us to-night I will give in- 
structions to Fritz, immediately. 

(Exit. 

Enter ULBIOA slowly J^ym lodge, and aoproachet 
MADAME HfJLLEB unperceited. 

Mad. M. Fve done sight in telling her that— 

Ulrica. I am not your di^ughter— you are not my 
mother! 

Mad. M. (Starting.) What do yon say, child ? 

Ulrica. (Pointing to window.) I was then* I heard 
alL Yon have deceived me, Madame. 

iWith great emotion. 

Mad. M. Deceive! I deceive yon? this to me 
after all the care— the many years of watchful 
anxiety ? Oh ! ( WUh f^wvoeft.) Ulrica ! Ulrica ! 

UMca. (Bursting into tsars.) Pardon, paidon me ; 
yes, you have, indeed, watched over me. You have 
taken care of the poor orphan ; and if yon did not 
give me life, you have well protected it, my more 
than mother! (EmJbraou.) Let my tears thank you. 
The discovery I have just made has changed my 
very nature ; transported me into another world. 
I see my poor father chained. In a glomny dungeon, 
innocent of the crime he suffers for-* he is in 
misery, wtot» deprived of liberty, whilst I am 
young, happy, and enjoying the pure air of heaven I 
They have deprived him of all, except the affection 
of his child. Why did yon keep tius secret from 
me? Why not bid me pray for him? The prayers 
of a child for her suffering deserted parent would 
mount to the throne of Him who protects the or- 
phan, and succours the oppressed. 

Mad. M. The truth would have made your heart 
wretched. If yon had been a boy, I should havo 
said, your father is innocent, and a prisoner, even 
at your life's sacrifice endeavoni^to liberate him ; 
but you, delicate and weak as you are, what would 
you do ? 

Ulrica. Give them my life for hi$, throw myself 
at the king's feet and beg for justice; if he refused, 
die together. (Fritz heard without.) Hush I don't 
let Fritz notice your agitation. ' 

Mad. M. This is madness, Ulrica! 

Re-enter FRITZ. ULBIOA retires vp. 

Fritz. Here's a pretty rebellion in the house- 
hold! Master Theodore refuses to go; be taIVs 
about.his feelings and his heart, just as if he had as 
much heart as a cabbage. 

Mad. M. Why docs he refuse? 

Fritz. Merely because he objects to go. * He won't 
be cut off and grafted on another stock. (Points (9 
Ulrica, and whispers.) He's in love. 

Mad.M. How weak! 

ffitjh YeSf but it's » weakness we all iadvOge io 



rm to take him ftoMllMpt ta ih« i 

Ing, and In a day or two, poor MiM r 



Madau. , _ 

Ing, and In a day or two, poor MiM vMca, poor 
weoplng willow, is to be oondqpted to a coBvani 

Uiriia. (Advwauf.) A coQTentt 

Mad. M. My obild, be oalm 1 

FriXt. Yea, I beard miBiiie eay ao^ at the beal 
way to get rid of iier. 

CHrwxE. I am to be immitied then, Uke blml 
Never! 

FrUt. Bless yen, It's nothing, wvbea yea don't 
mind it. At first it's like forced aaparagua. I'm 
to get Master's Tbaodore's olothea ready, and Til 
take my aoo Tony's at the same time— we pass the 
plaoe he lives in— hia beet anit's in the paTflion, 
and it will save expense. Will yon please to help 
me paek «p, madam ? 

<<7eM^) 

Mm^ M, PMBeatly, I'U— 

Ulrica. Go: don't reganl mt. 

JTOKf . M. (To UlricaJ As long as I have life, yon 
shall not leave me. 

[SxiU with Fritz. 

Fritg. This parting makes as all aquatic plants— 
my eyes *11 ran Uke water spoots. 

lExit. 

Ulrica. Immure me in a convent! Why should I 
submit? Have I not another mission to perform— 
my father's freedom ! Yes, yee ; weak i^ I am it 
shall be tried. I will escape at onoe— set forth 
olone<>'aloBe like the poorj^rl whose sad story I 
have read, and know so wed. Yes, in defiance of 
eold, hunger, and the daogeni that besetmy path, I'll 
trost myself to Heaven, and undertake the sacred 
teak. But how ean I go in this dress? (Paiue«.) a 
thought 1 a happy thought strikea me— the clothes 
thatFTita iagolagto telceto his son to-morrow; 
4iey would fenafato me to escape deteetion, and 
OBsist my journey. To*nigfat—tbt8 instant, the 
trial shaii fae made. 

It ii gradualljf becamipg darL^Sthenttr MADAMIji 

Mai. M. SHU AeM, my l«ve? the erening air fs 
oold; ooooelB. 

Uirka. I may never see her mme. {Aiidt) l^d 
aaA geo« ae Ae is to me. 

Mad. M. Are m eeming? « 

VMbo. {Ritmng inH hif amu, tptakftiff in stbs.) 
Mother! dearmotherl 

Mad. M. I 8ee«i>yeQ fear fbey win eepet^te ne. 
Never— aever, dean (Kitm her.) 

Uiti49, if w« do eoparate, yon trffl forgive me for 
the pain I have eaused yen. ' 

3tad. M. F<»'g4«e you, lore > Dry your tears, and 
Mttre to rest, Mpose will reator© your spirits. 

Ulrica. Pray for me to-night, dqar mother; Mk 
Heaven to 1>e&tow on your child that help she so 
much requires. Bless me, mother I Hess me! 

(Fallt on her *«w.-MADAME MULLEB 
places ber hands o» lier liead, kissst Aer, ^nd 
bursts into tears.) 

Mad. M. Come, come, love, let us pray together. 

Sjpit. 

Ulriom. {iUcouring hrr covra^.y Now, now for the 

attempt? [ExU into Pavilion, closing door. 

R4-tnter FBITZ. 

FHtg* Hie boxes are packed, trunks corded, and 
aU prepared for Ik siari before day-brealc t only 
hope my plants won't fret after me, OQd wither 
away, when they miss my affectionate catering- 
pet-tlMve'e a gr^at Bym|Mitby in flowers, what a 



ESiaONIA or BTATB. 

4&A night ; eoppoH eeWbody robe tb^ hoMionee r 
lord! I forgot tAe door^s nntociced; TU fksten It 
and give Madame Mullqr the key: she hates 
grapes, and oranges don't agree with her. Ah! 
look at those hollyhocks, (looking of,) how grand 
they lift their heads up, as much above all other 
flowers, as church steeples are to 'bacca boxes. 
The bee, like the Jolly dog, leaves all other flo\verg 
for the Juioe of the ho:iyhock , ah, ho^e * jolly 
dog. 

SONG. 

Wh«U is (ht loveoftht trdip to tn$. 
Said ike happp and drotmi^a tip$]f tat| 
T/te row nnqr b/uak^ a$ I haden hff. 
The lilp tnof hang her head, amd di^S 
But oh t attfieirJeaiMUpaugei tnocit 
Mine be the juice of the hollyhock^ 
The tips^ sweets ^tiu hoU^hodt^ 
Mine^'mine, mto*, the Juice of the hoUffko^ 

And what is the blush e/ tiefair^t cheek. 

And what care I for the loU it majf ^oiki 

Black eye, or hazel, or azm e hut. 

May weep Ukefhwers in pearly dno ; 

For oh I at thepangs of love I mock^ 

Th* tipsy sweets of the hollyhock, 

Oh I mins be the vineiford'spurph ftCe<A^ 

lfiui«, wine, wins, Uke tkejuios ^ftkt Ml^odt. 

ZExil 
Re-enter MADAME :MUIJJ^. 

Mad. M. Ulrica! {looks aromd.) Not here! She 
has retired to rest, then ; I am glad of it, sleep wiU 
relieve her mind. 

Bs-inier FJUTZ. 

Frite. I've brought von the key of the hothouse, 
Madame, If you'll please to keep it till 1 come 
back. 

Mad. M. WilUngly. iTake$ If.) aood-nlA^ PritsL 
a pleasant journey. ^ i£!xit. 

Fritz. I'hank you, ma'am {BMn,^ Tho* I don't 
n^uch relish the prospect {Distant rain.) HaHoallt 
mine, X felt a drop in my eye; I'm more used to it 
in my month. Before I ean gfthouie over tli» ^wk. 
shall be wet throi^h. Why abouM I tvK, there's 
only an hour or two to sleep I'll ma^ ntyself 
comfortable in ihe pavlHon tnl day-brea)r. 

(Music. Enftfs tilt lodge and fastpi^ the 
do.or. The rain inereofit*. Itisvemdark. 
Wrica gently qpens the window,. and ojpftars 
dressed as a peasant ; ^je ceutieiii^pr le^tvts 
the lodge, dosing the window. 
Ulrica. (Kneeling for SI tnom^mi thr0ug9i mmtic.) 
Now to save my father, or die with him ! 



{Butrf. /2MAf#e^.) 



SCENE U.^A dilapidated, almst roojkss hpv^ ^men 
to the couniru. A wild, socage prospect vi <<V^i<r 
tance. A rude bridge formed of a pine ir^ 4kiMS% 
across a tcrrent. Masses of rock scaU-rsd (Ore'r the 
scene. Snow and iqt. Horizon gloomy. ititB *oi6prs<^ 
theforlrcis gf Mont des Giants, seenaJmethsJbirid^ 
Rocky ascent to ths bridge, A c/umafjf on^eseM^ 
fire in the hotel 014 iahle atufitools, 

KARL oa«l KBEUTZBB, fwe^iMM^ mse ^m td 
li9htitig the /In. 
Xte-I. thei«, aU*$ ready now for tb« gorttmore 
'- w^i^eh« »triT4i. I W0|i4#r, tf ttll^liii^^ 



Xreut Ptoftae hin, aethinc pteaMs him bat find- 
ing fanlt I only wonder the governor, who treats 
ng *U to harshly, puts up with his temper. 

Karl Be likes his company. And when he first 
eaxae here from BerUn, fifteen years since, Master 
Burl, the dr»goooi oame with him. I see nothing 
to like in him for my part^ 

Women^ wttie. aitd driniimg^ 

Are ike toUMer'a dm; 
Ani, to my poor thi'king. 

Pleasant wages, too. 



SwUr BUBL, a i^ditr, trtth a stiff, military steagger, 
smoking. 

Burl Holloa! ^ou scarecrows^ stand at easel 
Eyes front I Is all prepared for my la4y ? 

Karl. Yes, all comfortable. 

Burl Comfortable, yon son of a drum ! how can 
anybody be covafortable in snch detirs own 
weather? 

(loiters end warm^ his tumds.) 

Karl i thought soldiers could stan L ;.i;. . 

Burl Ton thought— who gave you Ji xv. 
BliJItffert are ns«d to cannon balls, net U9 buu v. bj.i .^. 
By Frederiek'8 cooked bat, I'm tired of tLEii lir>^ 
ehutup- Itf 3^nder wasp's nest. (PoUts la catfi.) 
One forgets the nse of arms. War's iLe ttiluK fur 
my constitution; scars, arms, guxiB, and s,ior\, 
ane^ 

ITotf. BrliQlte. (tartghs.) 

Btrf. AnothBr word, and III bring you to a; 
cdnnniartiaL Bun, hop^ quick march ! 

* Feasants txit, laughing.) 

Hurl (Sits and smokes his pipe.) This life won't 
suit me much looger, it's nhnost as bad as my 
taifitresa, ]Stadanie D'Osbom's, who is perpetaaliy 
^lit up in that cursed, black-looking prison. Poor 
thing, its hard for one, young and delicate too! 
6ho*d bafe gone to clory, if her husband, the 
amiable governor, haa not followed the doctor's 
ordersr and allowed her totak&an hour or two's 
fresh air daily; the fear of losing her, turned the 
lio» into a 2a;A& He's all anxiety now ; this elegant 
estJEiblic^ment has been furnished, and fires made, 
that she may rest Bah ! he's doubly attentive^ 
like the devil's u>othecary. 

(ITotie 0/ voices mthout. " A bear ! a bear T* 
*' Shoot him I shoot him I catch him.** 
Shots fired. Music A shot fired.) 

FanT. (Without.) Oh, mercy, don't 1 Tm nola 
real bMr, only a make-believe one. 

Fiyff FAN nsnt in drtssediii a btar's drtfs^/oHtowBd 
%lf KABL md other peasants armed. 

tan F. (Bushing his back.) Mnrder^ murder i 
fhey*Te hit me in my antipodes. 

{Fallt «n his Ineet,) 

Burl What Ml^l Is this? 

Karl They took him for a bear. 

FanF. Stuff! did you ever see abear With a face 
like mine ? You wanted to murder me for my skin; 
it*s a barefaced robbery. Mister, (To Burl,) you 
look honest, tho' not strikingly hMidsooia I appeal 
to yon for protection. 

^trW. Whf.tareyon? 

FanF Alpmpof ice. (AUtavgh) 

J^retiLVflxme do yon come from Y 

Fan JME^atis. 

Burl what brought yen here, man? 

Fan F, The delusionB of Cupid. I'm in lovei 

Burl (fiatiyh*.) Hal 



nOBOiKBSL OF STATiL IMS 

Fan F. Don't lattgli ! I*m a uaa of som* eoAse- 
quence in my own country— a JoUypop maker, and 
manufacturer of maids of honour to the court, and 
of bon-bons, and kisses to the ladies. 

Burl (To Karl.) Tell me when the governor 
comes. 

(Karl and others exeunt.) 

Burl So, a petticoat brought you into Fruieia* 
Eh? 

Fan F. Yes— meandering affection. I left Paris 
to see the world— reached Berlin— saw an angel In 
a confectioner's, if they ever eat sugar plums— be- 
fore I had summoned courage to speak to her, she 
had left the shop— I learnt her name, twas Chris- 
tine, the attendant on the governor. Count D'Os- 
bom*s lady— I followed her nere— bought this skin 
to protect my own. And those folks mistook me 
for a living animal. 

Burl 1 see, comrade; all yon have to do, is to 
march boldly np to i^e fort, demand he^ hand, if 
she refuses, take her by assault 

Fan F. 1 couldn't do it, bless yon. I'm too re- 
tiring. All our family are naturauy so. My mother 
was too bashful ever to let me know her, and my 
father always kept In the back-ground. 

Burl What do you intend doing? 

FanF. Nothing, I want yon to help die. I've 
got money— if 1 could only get into the fortress, I 
might summon up courage to speak to her. I'd 
give fifty florins. 

Burl I'm your man, there's a new Jailor wanted. 

FanF. (Takes Ms hand.) Worthy Plrusslaa blue. 

Burl. The last one was promoted. 

Fan F. Was he, though, to what ? 

Burl A halter. He's i;oing to be hung. 

Fan F. Oh I don't they hang the criminals in 
Prussia? not the jailor. 

B'.rl He was guilty of a good action; endea- 
voured to soften the rugged fate of a poor prisoner 
—one who had been shut up in a dungeon for fif- 
teen years. For this act of humanity, our worthy 
master, the governor, condemned him to be hung 
like a dog. I only ^h I was hangman, and tho 
rope was round the governor's neck instead of his. 
I'd give it a tug, and be damned to him. 

Fan F. So would I, but I don't think the situa- 
tion will suit me ; I'm so soft-hearted, when I'm 
touched I melt like wax. Can't you get me any- 
thing else. 

BnterKKBiM 



Kar, lladade Christine is oomtog. 

Fan F. Christine! that well-known name 
awakens an my woes. Pm too flarried to lee her 
—put me somewhere^ (Sigh.*.) 

Burl Courage, man. (/Slaps his laek.) Stand 
kere. 

(Places him behind the stove.) 

Enter CHBISTINE, wUh/ttr doai. 

Chris. Is my lady arrived? 

Burl No. 

FanF, How beantiftd the frotit makes her nose 
look. 

Burl (Laughing and painting to stovt.^ He's there. 

Chri9, Who? I expetted to find the eountesa. 
What a smell of bdmlng. 

Fan F. (Runs out, having bnmt himstif) It's Ao- 
tfaing, miss, I've only sioged my whtsker^ 

Chris, The person that followed me in Berlin. 
What in the name of wonder brings the figure of 
fnnhene? 

Burl Speak to her, Fan Fan. 



lOM PBISOKEft Ot dTATK. 

Fan P. t e&n*k, her «y6s pierce me tbrougb. Yoa 
tpnk, and I'll pay yon hftQdsomely. 

(Oitei monif.) 

Burl Mils CbrfBtine. 

Chrit. Mr. BarL 

FanF. How polite. 

JtitrL This gentlemftH^ 

FanF. (Wfutpa't.) Gentleman's son. 

BurL Speak for yourself. {Pushes him round.) 1*11 
help yon. 

(Pats him round.) 

Chrii. What an oddity. (Laughs.) 

Fan F. Viss. 

Chris. (Curtseys.) Sir. (Boies.t 

Fa* F. I am— as yon may— may see -« 

Chris. A yery silly fellow. 

Burl Speak out (Aside.) She's langbiuK at yon. 

Fan F. (Loud.) I admire yon. I adore yon. I 
will marry yon, and all the rest of it 

Burl, BraTO ! that's the way to do It 

Fan F. (Repeats.) That's the way to do it 

Chris. The creature's mad. Marry me^ indeed. 
MaiTy your grandmother. 

Fan F. 1 [never had one, miss. 

Burl. (Aside.) Tell her you're rich. 

FanF. Fm rich in expectations. 

Burl Pshal You're a fooL 

Fan F. Well, I needn't tell her that 

Burl No, she'll find it out soon enough. Throw 
yourself at her feet and swear you'll die for her, 
or any other nonsense to tickle her fancy. 

Fan F. (Kneels.) T\\ throw myself at your feet 
and— and -I'll die for you, or any other nonsense 
to tickle yonr fancy. 

Burl. (Laughs.) I'll leare you together now. 
Courage, and the day's yo\xr own. Fire away, and 
don't spare powder. [Exit. 

FanF. Stop, stop! Alone with her. What an 
interesting condition. Sir! sir! 

Chris. Pray, shr, what does all this nonsense 
mean? 

FfinF. She calls courting nonsense. Women 
are so used to it Have you read my letters ? 

Chris. No. Have yoa written any. 

Fan F, Not yet, but I thought about it I'm 
coming to live with you. 

Chris. With me I 

Fan F. Yes, in jail. That worthy Pruisian has 
promised me a situation in the castle. 

Chri*. He was jesting with you; luckily yon 
know not what it is to live inside. 

FanF. I shall be near you: that's recompense 
enough for me. 

Chris. Poor fellow 1 None but a Frenchman 
could love thu& (Aside.) What place is it Burl has 
promised yon? 

Fan F. The gentleman's that's to be hung to- 
night 

Chris. The jailer'st why it's already disposed 
of to a nephew of the porter's, who is dumb. He is 
expected to arrive to-morrow. 

Fan F. How dreadful I Since I can't get in, you 
come out; fly with me to Paris. I'll wrap yon np 
in my bearskin. 

ChriM. You're very kind, but it can't be. 

Fan F. Why not? I'll marry you->-make you 
happy — and work night and day for yon. 

Chris, {FimUy.} Yon are very kind, but I cannot 
accept your oflTer, or quit the Countess's service ; she 
is too good and unhappy to desert I've promised 
never to leave her. 

Fan F. Never 1 that's a short word with a long 
data 
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Bnrl Eyes front 1 Beat a retreat; the goternoi^s 
coming. 

Chris. Don't let him see yoa talking to me. He'll 
suspeet something, sad imprison yon. Ban^run. 

BurL It's too late, he's here. 

FanF. NAvermindme. I'll hide in my skin. Pll 
see you again to-morrow, beautiful icicle. 

(Kisau her hand, and rolls himself up in the 
bearskin near the stove. Music. 

(Enter COUNT D'OSBOBN, ojffyiing his 
arm to the COUNTESS MAKIE, who 
appears in pain, foUoved by aitendanU. 
BURL places stool by the Jlre. CHRISTINE 
spreads her fur eloaJt over it, and assists the 
COUNTESS to sit; she then take» from, 
a small basket^ a flask and glass^ pours out 
uine^ and offers it.) 

Chris. (Aside to Fan Fan.) Don^tstlr. (To Coun- 
te^s.) Taste it my lady, it will warm yon I 
Marie. (Reusing.) No, I thank you, Christine. 
Count. Leavens. 

lAttendantSf Burl and Cltristine, exeunt 

Burl (Pointing to Fan Fan^ He's trapp'd. (AsideJ 
Count. (Sets Bear's skin.) Wrap this skin about 
your feet 

iFan Fan groans. D'Osborn raises skin, his 
fact being towards Marie. Fan crawls away 
behind UMe, then rises, and runs rapidly 
out. D' Osbom places skin at Marie's feet. 

Marie. Why do we stay in this wretched hovel? 

Count. We have another hour's walk before we 
reach the castle, and I ordered a fire here, fearing 
the fatigue would be too much for you; try the cor- 
dial (Offers unne; Marie reiects ft.) Why do you re- 
fuse it, when you know it is the physician's orders? 
Marie, struggle with your malady, or yon will drive 
me to despair. 

Marie, why this exaggerated kindness, this 
mockery of affeetlon? It is mord loathsome than 
your brutality, more cruel than your hatred. What 
is it you fear ? your dead victim cannot rise to un- 
mask your treachery. 

Count. You are always unjust, Marie. My seeming 
hatred did but disguise my love for you. 

Maru. Level in such a heart as vours. 

Count. Do not scorn me I Imayhavebeencrael, 
nnfeellng; 'twas your disdain drove me to it 

Marie. (Rises.) What is it you merit but disdain 
at my hands? Yon Jiave deceived me: falsely 
liedt Had you kept your word— ii^ by your ai% 
Ernest de Fridberg had been publicly acquitted -I 
could have forgotten, nay, almost pardoned your 
conduct to me, and have been as a sister to yon: 
though never as a wife. 

Count. Pardon me, Marie. I will endeavour to 
atone, to efface the remembrance of the past 

Marie. If what you have told me 4s true; if 
Ernest be really dead, why fear me ; why Imprison 
me thos? 

Count. I have been wrong; in a few days you 
shall return to Berlin— to Rittersdorf, if you wish. 

Marie, To BittefSdorfl (Joyfully.) After fifteen 
painful years? Did I hear rightly? Shall I again 
see my home, the scenes of my infancy ? Qertmde 
^(Aside)^mj child, perhaps. Oh heavenl 

Count. Yon shall, on one condition ! 

Marie. Name itquickly, I implore— what Is It? 

(Snow fans. Wind heard.) 
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Enter BUBL, hvtriidlf* 

Barf, A thunder storm's coming on. Be^r pardon« 
my lord, bat it'll be a startler. 

\ChrisHnerun» on. 

Chri$, Ob, my lady, the snow Is coming down. 

Count. AsBlst your mistress to the castle. {To 
McarieO "^ou shall know the condition in the morn- 
ing— qnick, qnick. 

Chrc (To Burl) I don't see the little man. 

Burl. No ! there's his skin tho*. 

l^trowi it on her tkovldert. Christine and 
Burl lead Jiarie outy D'Otbom foUovfing. 
Distant thunder; it is much darter. Music 
Ulrica seen crossing the bridge, her clothes 
torn, and covered teith snote. j^e appears 
much fatigued, and vaJts wW^ difficulty ; 

. she descends the rocky path^ and leansagamst 
thehcvO. 

Ulrica, My strength fails met I can go no 
farther; cold and hunger OTerpower me, and every 
faculty is chilled within me. I sball perish. (Sighs; 
sees fire.) Ah I a fire I (Wdlkswiihpaintowardsit; 
warms her hands, tuming, sees the biteuits Christine 
placed on th€ table for Marie.^ Food, too ! thank 
heaven 1 (Eats ravenou$ly.) Father! I shall yet 
reach yoo. (Sits.) They told me another day 
woald bring me to the citadeL I've walked all 
night ; his dnngeon may be far distant yet. (looks 
round.) Perhaps the inhabitants of this wretched 
hovel will give me shelter for the night, and guide 
my steps^repose will give eoarage, and strengtH 
to parsue my journey. 

\Mus\c. Herman, a dumb boy, erosies the 
bridge ; his clothes are mean and soiled ; his 
hair long and entangled, his features teild 
and lowering; his whole appearance repul- 
sive. He pauses, and loots at Ulrica, who 
is drinking from the flagon ; he examines 
her cautiously; on perceiving that it is a 
stripling, he runs to her, and snatches the 
fia/gonfrom her. 

Ulrica. (Starts up, Berman takes her seat, and 
drinks.) Who is this man? The master of the 
hovel, perhaps. I'was wrong to be alarmed. <Ad' 
vanees to him.) What a repulsive look. (Timidly.) 
Do yon inhabit this place ? or are you, like myself, 
a benighted traveller ? 

(Herman regards her isithout peaking.) 
Ulriea. May I remain for the night? 

(He laughs eavagely^she shudders.) 
Ulrica. Fray answer me ! 

(Music. He rites— in action tdk her he is dumb.) 
^hioa. Dumb! onfortonatecreatare! 

(Goes to him.') 
{JSe intimates he was fighting, cmd that his 
adversary cut his tongue out, but that he 
had killed him. Music.) 
I7?ri<». Killed him I 

(He laughs at her terror.) 
Ulrica. Do you know this countiy i 

(He nods.) 
Ulrica. Am I far frooa the fortress of the Giant's 
]$ount? 

(He shows the distant towers.) 
Ulrica^ There, there I Are you so near to me, 
father? . . 

(He signs he u going there.) 
Ulrica. Ton going to the fortress ? (He nods.) To 
fi^o ftud comfort some suffering prisoner. ^ 

(He laughs, and sign* hp U 99*^9 to be a 
jailor, iimc,} 
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Ulrica. A jailor! 

(He nods, takes from his bag a letU}\ gives it 
to Ulrica to read, then places bag on table. 
Music) 

Ulrica. (Reading.) "To Bergan, porter of the 
Giant's Mount— I send you my nephew, Herman, for 
a jailor: you've promised him the first vacant 
place. He is well fitted for the office by disposition. 
This letter will make him known to yon." 

(Herman snatches back teller, places it in the bag.) 
Ulrica. The prison doom will be open to yoa—let 
me follow yom (He reuses.) You will not refnso 
when you learn that I've walked many weary milea 
to see. to speak to my father, who has been cruelly, 
unjustly Imprisoned far fifteen years; yoa wul 
assist me to reach his dungeon. Once within the 
walls, my tears and supplicationB will soften the 
hearts of those that persecute him. (He laughs.) Do 
not mock me. In the name of humanity. (Clasps h^r 
hands.) Take pity on me ! 

(Music He laughs at teeHsg her weep'^his 
features change suddenly, and he points to a 
small cross of gold attached to her neck by a 
. hair-chain.) 

Ulrica. This cross! It is the only remembrance I 
have of my mother: and it has never left me from 
childhood. (He motions her to give it him.) Cold, 
misery, and hanger, never would have forced mo 
to part with it, but if you'll lead me to the citadel 
it shall be yours. (He hesitates, then extends his hands.) 
Ton consent. Let us go at ouce. 

(He nods, but signs the is fatigued.) 

' Ulrica. Fatlgaed! no! I no longer feel it Let 
us hasten. (Music. He intercepts her, intimates the 
night is coming on, aad she had better sleep.) Wait ! 
wait till the morning; more delays. (He leads her to 
the fire, stirs it, places bagforher head, then wraps him- 
s^ in his eloakf and lies in a comer, affecting to sleep.) 
He is right, I need rest (Kneels before stool kissing 
tike cross.) Blest remembrance of my mother; I 
shall never pray with thee more I What will com- 
fort me when you are removed from my heart ? 

(Music. She seems much moved, and gradually 
sinks with her A«arf on the stool in a slumber. 
Herman cautiously rises, softly advances 
towards her, and assures himself that she 
sleeps; tften endeavours to take the cross 
from her bosom. He is unable to aelach the 
hair Otct^i, draws a wood knife from his 
belt, and is in the act of cutting it, when the 
tempest rages violently, and a violent clap c(f 
thunder causes the shutters of the window to 
shake, which rouses Ulrica. She starts up, 
and seeing Herman with the knife, shrieks. 

Ulrica. Wretch! What is your intention?' (He 
points to the cross and threatens.) Would you murder 
me? 

(He rushes towards her^ the endeavours to 
escape, he pursues her, she runs towards the 
bridge, Herman climbs the rocks, and op- 
pears on bridge, intercepting her crossing; 
she screams, and again endeavours to fly 
from him; he is in the act of seizing her, 
when a thunderbolt strikes the bridge, it falls 
in two, and Herman is plunged into the torr 
rent. Rocks fall on him, Ulrica sinks or^ 
her knees, and lookf over (hcprecipicf after 
Jtiin, ^oMea^^ 
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ACT a 



SCENE I.— i4 J>ungeon in the Citadel. T7a waUt 
- damp end gloomp. A rerets leading to a grated mn- 
dow^ three steps to it. The entrance door is strongly 
jarred; in the centre, anoher reoess, in tehich is a 
M with tat ered curtains. A chain hangs fntm the 
voi^ rude wooden seat, a chest, and aehimnejf. On 
ifk rising of the curtain, BBNES1? D£ FIUD- 
BERG 15 discovered on his knees-^nmie^vith aJUe, 
endeavouring to force open a small iron door in the 
recess ; the bed being out, shows it. A kmp nearly 
expiring, ana a fm»$ Ughti d<i^iigM Mfn (hrg^gh 
tMirQXklctrs. Mvsie. 

Ernest. Again. I mnst eive up the teak, till ni^rht 
retuniB; or dayoreak will reveal my labours to the 
failor, and nightB of anxions to^ will be rendered 
f ruittees. (Conceals file, saw, d:c.. under the mattrass, 
then rqataces bed in the recess. Music.) The eun has 
rieen, and its faint rays serve but to make the ter- 
rors more hideous. {Takes a hit of stick, bums it in 
the lamp,and makes a mark on the window stone.) Att> 
other 4ayifi my sad reoord of«iiBery»«»dIshall 
have Uved-Kib, nOtOMd—passed fifteen years in cap- 
tivity-^fifteen years shut oatlrooi the world; torn 
from all .1 loved— Marie— Ulrjoa—ftngels of conso- 
lation; ^our fond memories alone enable me to 
fiustain the dreadful trial 

(Music Sits on bed, noise ttfdtainf and hoHs 
♦ heard.) 

Dow optnst and BCTBL enl^s^ with a toreh. 
Burl. What a hole! Nothing bnt a toad ought 
to live in it What a nice man my master is. I 



Eater OOUNT D'OS^OBN, with tweinjs, wH remain 
at ^ door. 

Count. (To Burl.) Is he alive? 

Burl. If he is, he must have more lives than & 
0at. 

Ernest. (ItisingJ What men are yon? Why do 
you come here ? 

' Count i am Covmt p'Osboni, governor of the 
fortrcBB. 

Burl. (Aside.) And I am his head man ; morels 
Uia pity. 

Ernest. (Pressing his head.) D'Oahornl (Pauses.) 
Tea, yes^I remember, now, I saw jou the night 
they brought me here. Vainly, I've endeavoured 
to speak, or write to you sioae. It has always 
l^en refused. 

Cevnt. The refusal was a mercy t My orders 
were severe! loouldnotaidyoul Correspondence 
would have been nseless i Examine ti^ dungeon, 
Burl. 

Burl, Tes, governor; I wish (Aside) you had to 
escapilne it for the remainder of your life. (Ex- 
amines the dungeon, looks up chimney.) I suppose, I 
mast take an official help. * 

€au»t. Yott are about to ohaiun gnardft sir; your 
projected escape is known; Firboch, your lale 
jailor, will pay dearly for his treason; detected in 
the midst of his preparations for your flight He 
revealed aH. 

Ernest. Be is not guilty. Let me be responsible 
for his conduct If his goodness of heart has be- 
trayed him, let me atone for it: My life is at your 
disposal ; take it, and let him escape punishment 

JBurl. (Aairie <U the bed.) You're a trump, and I 
am near-sightea. (iSAenv JII9, and hastily conceals it 
again.) Ican*tseeit 

Cfcttnf. Spare your prayers, sir; he will be re- 
leased to-day. 



Ernest. To-day! 

(hunt. Y«s; at twelve o'clock, he will 'be hung. 
You may see the execution from that wlndofr ; it 
may ^rve as a caution. 

(PqH*) 

Ernest. Horrible I Wm my atrfferi^^ga nefer 



Count. W^ejll 

£urZ. All correct KothiSg to 1ia,«e^ ||ot(^f9i(- 
hole escaped me. ' 

Comnt. You may briagth* new Jaltorte. . 

JBurl. (Sakiieef then aside, shai^ng his 4kt.) lahonld 
liketo-hem! 

t00«*«9 io the door."^ 

Count. Monsiear^e Frldberg, from this hour, 
your attempt to escape wilt oe rendered mora 
hopelees. Every look will be ehaojied. Your 
Jailor will be constantly with yoo ; his Uliotcy will 
prevent his attending to your comyjaints. fie 
may hear, but cannot answer; for luckUy ha if 
dumb. 

Bui'L This way, yoii ypvtng wasp, i^g^^atide^) U 
you're in such a hni^yi yott,'U break your necl(. I 
wiah he wouI4. 

Bnter TTLRIOA, wearing B&man^ efoaft aiMl m^ 
Music. tHricst start* on seeing Smeit. 

C<n»}f. Approaoli, Herman ( this is the prlao^Ar. 
yeur tr-pst ; guard him day and night if yoq valiM 
your life. You've already received say iivUao 
tipns. (Oltit-a Bomk.) Pull this chain; the «lania 
will sound, and bring you instantly ai4, if needeiA. 
(To Ernest.) This boy will never, for an instant 
leave you; and the guards shall be doabled. 1 
shall honour myself, by visiting yon agahi to-day. 
(Botes sarcatiicalljf and exHs.y 

Burl (2b CounL) Choke that young devil, if you 
can ; I'll come haoki and help yon. 

lExit. 

Ernest. (Hevuiinsvfietiwiess.) To-da9^a( twelve, he 
is to suffer, for his kindnesa and humanity to me. 
Of what am I guilty ? What curse is on me, Utat 
draws down vengeance on all that pity me ? "Why 
not let me die with him, and instead of one, 
place two corses at the feet of the king? The ty^- 
rant! Oh, heaven! help me. \. 

(FaUs into a chair. Ulrica gpproddiu Aim, 
and sinks on her knees.) 

Ulrica. (In a soft (one.^ Bmmu helptlimi 

Bmest, (4vf^r9MdL) Why do you pray for me? 
Who are you? 

Ulriaa. You'fe jailor. 

Ernest. Your heart omkH Mt ibe hard tm^ f^^ttesa. 
The Qovamor told me you were dumb. 

Ulrica^ Be thought so. X have dtfcaivad him 

Ernest. Why? 

Ulrica. To save you. 

Ernest. To save me ! What Inducas yo^ tp do so ? 

Ulrica. Hy heart. 

Ernest, who sent you her^? 

Ulrica. No one. 

Ernest. How did you enter this place? 

Ulrica. By stratagem. 

Ernest. There is but one who would take this In- 
terest In an unhappy being like me-4k woman; 
Marie of Rittersdorf ; did you come from har ? 

t^/nca. I uever heard her name before. A week 
since I was happy, liviqg far distant in Pomeraoia, 
witli one who called me daughter: accident re- 
vealed that she was not mymother. I learnt that 
my father lived, but dragged out his existence in a 
dungeon, an exile from hh home. I called to my 
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Wttnoat frieads of awoowr tf»Tel{ed for to Bnatch 
her fatli«r from deatb. Animated by her example, 
I 11^ ted »eeolted'to burst my csptiye father^ 
MleMtb 

Emea. 7oTiritaiii«f8«> 

Ulrica, tTWca. 

JETrDcML tnrioa, ttif eblMt 

ZT^Hco. Father! 

r3%ro»» heneJf into his arms, 

Enust Ify cbfH, look At me! Bpeak to me! 
iKifpA her.) Is tbift reality, or haye my aeoses left 
ikief 

Ulriea. Dear father I 

Ermif, Yeft, yes, It f s my ctirtd ; fiohe other wonld 
ttavebeeft so aetoted. My child! Oh, that pre- 
eions word, (^arts hsr M(r and kisses h(t.) My 
Iffarte lives ftgaiil 1& you-»I 803 yon now, as I have 
beheld ybQ la my dt^ams— the same blest wdXL^ 
^his mottem'B h&|)plne88 Atones for yotirs of pal& 
and zvlR^st^s^ 

tJhiea. I Att mrd to yr&tch over yon ad 4 spy: 
they mtle^ know how cfkrefaUy tve f alfllled my 
task. 

Etmtsi. To-morrow we shall be freo-«t liberty I 
Ofa, how I thirst tiO taste tho air a^ln. FiWh years, 
my child, and TVe tever beheld leaf or flower. 
Look on this. (UmsMts bsl tina shows <fb«r.) For 
weeks Tve labobred to cat a road to freedom. 
From my former Jailor, I learnt therb ♦as a pas- 
sage connected vKth this iloor. that l^ads to the 
platform: with the helR of these instruments, 
whtiSh he sQpTAted me with, I've separated the 
hinfes from the wall; fhe stone-work will soon 
give: onotf on the rampafts, irfth a cord ^e could 
descend. 

C^/^ico. Attdthate&td? 

Ernal. Is here'! 

(Shfips • ceni vMpkishid iehii^ tile chmt. 
A drum is he^rd. Music. They hasiily re- 
place nnOef the bed fhe cord aiidJUty 

Ernest. We are betrayed I They will tear yon: 
from me. 

Ulrica. Ooumge^- for «iy sslw, falter* 

(Sh^ emhraees Ernest, (hefi rttnsnp the steps 
and sets Tftt sits at table J 

Mnkr COUNT m)SBOBN, BOBI*, and too 
t d U krt , «fto rsiireai the door. 

Comit Montdenr de Fridberg^ t come in tha name 
of the King, to demand those impltmeats the 
traitor Firbacb furnished you trtth. 

JFmert. All hope is lost 

iAsids. Ulrica rmatns motionless.) 

Cmmi. uesltaiion is useless. Firbach, in order 
to save hin life, coafesMd that ke gave yon tools to- 
etfeot aa esoape. will yoo deUver them upF 
{A pdsue.) Starch agalp, and more narrowly. 

(fo ^'t) 

Burt ^dsjp^) Tbe blind mwt see this tloK^ , 

(He is about to more the bedstead, when UMda 
n/she* bff/n^ Mm, putting him aside, and 
feels under the mattress.) 
Butt {Aitde.} kis nose is li^e a ferret's. 

{Ulrica produces toi^.) 
Emmt,£Aside.) "What has she done i 
Coitft. Firbach spoke the truth, then— his avowal 
came rather too late, (hootfh* 

(l/oi^A a sf^n ihMtgib tho ban of wimdow 
tsith his head. Drums a(fain h^atd.) 
CounL {Beckons Ulrica to the ieindoVt ^dpointt^) 



Tbail wmtnA amiMti^es that iaatiaa has baan 4eM 
•B a traitor. , Behold t hisfata is yours if yoabatraf 
yomr Imst-the gaUewK 

Burl. Lord, lord! he has noyer winked oaca at 
seeing a naa kmig^wkat a JaUor ke'U make when 
he grows op. 

Entesk iAsids*) She'H sink ander thii kanible 
trial. 

Counii. Be wanied-~for yon, sir— to-mofrow, a 
prison more secure, darker, and deeper, shall be 
found amongst the fortrisa Bemember what ya« 
have seen, boy, and profit by it 

[Exit foflowed 6y Burt; the dooi^ larte^ 
Ernest runs to Ulrica^ who is stilt ffiUtUff 
at the itindow. 

Ernest (Leads her awa^.) Speak! thia siiOMa is 
terrible. 

Ulrica. (Bursts into tesufs.) Oh, thatberrible sight- 
Father! father! my strsnglii almost gave way, 
but I tiionght of yon, and prayed for Sim. 

Ernest. 1 mns^snbniit to fate ; ttMnortow flBothsr 
dungeon will receive mo««^seapa^ theai, ii bapelesa 

Utriaoi. iRa]^idlf,> Ko, no; I gays up botfra, that 
Imigfaikeeptiifct {Tntes^efi'omhers^sei^ Tide 
wiU liberate as. To work, to wa^. We'll aiwa^ 
^we*!! breathe tbe sAt of f readon or perish. 

{rhetfhoHily draw the bedoMi dndism* dt 
thehini^efihedoofsmhajtte. Mmie. 

Ulrica. It^elds! It yields! 

The door gives teajf. Scene closed in. 



gCENE IT.— il handsome apartment in the forlrm, 
ana grounds. Window injku, and secret door behind 
arras. Door to lock. Ca.RlSTlN^eni$rSj followed 
bu attendanf^ who carry a table and an arm chair. 
Pens, ink, andpa^er on the table. 

Chris. That will do : place the tabia theM; aad 
the chair, my lady will write in this apartment ; 
you may go now. (Attendants e»it.) Fbor dear^hing, 
she's almost wild at the thoughts of leaying this 
BhieBaafd'soaBtlet— so an I; to tMak that is three 
days we af« to go to Bittersdorf ; ones oMside tUe 
vraHs, m sing aad dance fs* joy. (>SMa> I wonder 
what has become of that funby Mttte man Hon 
Paris; I've seen worse-looking animala Then ha 
appears so desperately fond of me; but all the 
men are— doaeas are dying hourly t&t mv« and 
have baeife these t^o years; but the^cp nptdesd 
yel^ as their heads are too thick, and thebr beatls 
AM too hardf far me «s breaks - ' 

Enter COU^T D'O^^. 

Cennt. Send yaw zuistnss to &ar Ofartsttei^ < 
• chHS. Tasf My kffd. 

Count. I shall not forget your kind attentlaii>atti 
devotion to her. 

Cfhris. I hope he won't— the flrebraad ! {JMde.) 

i£xU. 

OaiunA Tbe lawyer trill soon anNa^ tboA the 
estate^ t^ith Matto'i-slghataveriMll to miiiAb^yaitl 
adoubc. 

Mnter MA^p, eonducted l» CtS^flMf ^Sn^tea^s 
her to a chair, then exit, 

dtnm§.l ttitt abottt «e fatm ny^mtoiM ttfty^L 
Ta tK^6 4aTs yoci l«av»'thl» plaee. t sm Mao 
<jaW«a to SneWa to- j<*in the a^sayi BtJfore w^ pa**, 
p6rtAps fbl-Bv'e^, lliaiVe taken some pitnSMtloMs 
T<vlatiVe to our property, which 1 trust yoo will ap- 
prove of. The r^niract made on our marrlaga was 
dictated by the himg, as you know, whioh leaves to 



X060 PBI^KEA 

«lt]Mr of »• tbat ndrrlTei tbe MUteeof both* I 
bftTe made anotiier cImum, whloh leaTea to yoa m j 
private fortune, and I expect you to make a aimtiar 
VlU in my favour. {Producn a paper.) 

Marit, I understand. Yon know I have not long 
to live— yon think ^I will not agree to thla. 

Count. Marie, yon are utterty regardless of the 
wound you inlQict on my heart. 

Marie. Talk no more of kindness to me; we know 
each other. Cast aside your pretended mask, and 
act aa you have ever done^as a traitor and a vil- 
lain. To you I owe all my misery. Tou tore me 
from one who was my husband by the laws of 
heaven. 

Cottnt. (Smiling.) Though not by the laws of 
man. 

Mmrie. Wretch! to obtain my wealth and remove 
him, yoa basely accused him of conspiring against 
hto khig— he was condemned to die— then, to force 
me into a hated union, you offered to save his life, 
and prove his Innocence. I trusted you, and con- 
■ented. How have you kept your word? 

Cowtt By serving my king. 

Marie. No, traitor! by persecuting an Innocent 
man-*by tyrannlzhig over a helpless woman. No 
aooner was I yours, than you burnt the only proof 
of Emeat's innocence; obtained the jailorship of 
(his prison, to which your victim had been removed ; 
his Ufe being spared, you have murdered him; 
now, to complete your purpose, you would rob me. 
(Oroeees.) ,, , 

Count. iPreeenting pen.) Sign the paper, Marie, or 
you never quit this castle— (a«{<fe) alive. 

Marie. I will not. I defy your threats. 

Covnt. (Seizing her hand.) Obey me, madame, 
sign it. 

Marie. Never! I will not disinherit my child. 

Count. (Raaxing his hold.) Tour child! You shall 
pay dearly for this avowal The signature I must 
and will have. 

^fi;«rOHBISTINE. 

Chrii. The lawyer has arrived, my lord. (Rune to 
Marie, who einke on a chair.) In tears, madame f 

Count. Attend to her. I shall tetum shortly, 
madame. Beware! 

lExit. Marie bursts nUo tears. 

Chris. (Kneeling.) "What is it. dear mistress : his 
oruelty again? I only wish I was a man for bis 



Marie. I'll throw myself at the feet of the Ung : 
he will protect me. ^ , 

Chris. Do, and I'll throw myself down with you. 
His 'M»it»i*M ftt Tereher, only ten miles from the 
castle; write to him, madame, and tell him all 
•boat it ^ . 

Marie. Who will convey the letter? 

Chris. 1 wilL 

Marie. How can you quit the castle ? ^ 

OuHs. Easy enough. Til get turned out Write 
the letter, my lady, and leave me to contrive; a 
woman's head is more than a match for twenty 
men's at any time. [Marie exits.} I'd go to the end 
of the world for her. Once ovtside, Til run all the 
way to the_palace. I wonder what the king will 
say to me. He'll curtsey, and I shall bow—no, Ishall 
ourtwy. Please, your glorious Majesty, I've brought 
a letter. (Imitates.) Give it me, pretty damsel? 
He must see I'm pretty, if he ain*t blind. I give 
it— he reads— looks at me— perhaps kisses me— 
fumps on his horse, and gallops back here to hang 

•6 j{ovsmor and relieve my lady. 



0» STAtfi. 

JSntor FAN FAN, disguised eu A iMoi-eimet, tarrifin9 
a faggot and an axe. 

Fan P. Any wood wanted for the flres. (Sen 
Christine. Drops hisa^eand bundle, and runs to her.) 
I've found you— I've found you again. 

Chris. How did you get hito the castle? 

Fan F. (Holding up axe.) I axed my way in. 

(Thris. What? 

Fan F. I bribed the woodman to lend me his 
clothes, axe. and sticks, and came to supply the 
governor with wood. I've been in every room to 
make up the fires, in hope of finding yen. I have 
done so, and we'll never part again. 

Chris. Mr. Fan Fan. 

Fan F. Look on that bundle of sticka— they re- 
present matrimony— married life— nothing but 
sticks tied together, and precious tough ones they 
are sometimes. (Takes up faggot.) See how strong 
they are when bound together, nobody can break 
hai— that's matrimony— but when they're apart, any- 
body can snap a single stick. (Breaks a stick:) 
That's me— don't let me be broke np— marry me, 
and let me be double. 

Chris. Ton my word, sir, you're quite a philo- 
sopher. 

Fan F. I don't mean to leave the caatlo till you 
go with me. I'm not bashful now. 

ChrU. (Pausing.) What a capital idea. 

Fan F. Alnt it ? I knew you'd like it 

Chris. (JTot attending^ Just what 1 wanted. 

Fan F. To be sure it Is. (AsideO I knew the sticks 
would tickle the faggot 

Chris. You have come just in time to serve me. 

FanF. No.havel, byjlngo? ' 

C%m. From this moment you must never leave 
me. 

Fan F. (Aside.) How she adores me. 

vhris. Be silent Obey me, and shut your eyes. 

Fan F. I'll open my mouth, tmd shut my eyes, 
and take whatever you like to give me. 
Re-enter MABIE, wUh Utter, not seeing FAN FAN. 
GHEISTINE stands before him. 

Chris. Hush! it's my mistress. 

Fan F. I'll ask if she wants any wood. 

Marie. Here is the letter. Should it fall into 
D'Osbom's hands my life would be sacrificed. 

Chris. Fall into his hands. I'll swallow It first 

Fan F. ShaU I swallow it for yon ? {Aside.) 

Chris. ItsbaU reach the king to^ilght 

Count. (WUhout.) Burt! Buril 

Marie. Your master is coming. 

Fan F. Let me pick np my axe, and ont my 
stick. 

Marie. W^o is this man ? 

FanF. I'm a wood-pecker— no, a wood-cutter. 

(Botts.) 

Chris. He's devoted to my interests, Htdy, and is 
here to aid me.- I'll answer for his fidelity with 
my life. He pi omised to die for us if rec^nired. 

Fan F. I'll die for you— not for both, mmd. 

Christ SUence! the Governor. Don't notico 
him. 

^«<«r COUNT. 

Chris. Yes, madame, this good young man. 

Fan F. Good young man i Oh, dont, Ohristy. 

Chris. Will you do anything for us ? 

Fan F. J'll do anytUng for you— not for hwr. 

iAside.) 

Chris. He will assist our escape. 

Coirn^. Will he? (Motion-ynt door.) 

Fan F. No, na A'll ouly oss.'st yon— I can't 
I marrv you both. 



. SS'I' i^*'^^ ^ CkruhMj 1 thought yon 
faithful— I WM mlBtftkeii. Betir© to your Bpart- 
menti madame. (To Marie.) I wfll see you to-iSJht. 
r?^*"*«i/?'*^''*^ ^^"^'^ Eemain here,^rH 
iR^^nUrBUmj,mth two soldiert,) Now. coratesa 
CMane txiU into chamber to Burl) Yoa know my 
ordera. [SxU. 

I'oH F. Thank your honour— I'll cut your wood 
for nothing. 

Burl {Laughs.) You're done for now ? 

Fan F. What does he mean ? 

^^^-^y''* ifo**** to *am us out of doors. 

Fan: F. That's just what we want. 

But^ (Placing hinud/ betteeen them.) Take my 
arao, MademoiseUe Ohrlatlne. Allow me to march 
yon out of the castle. 



Fan F. No, you don't, Mr. Prussian Blua I shall 

-laroh her out myself. F " - 

look after his own haggage. 



i myself. Every soldier ought to 

„.„ ^wn haggage. 

Chris. It's shameful to send her away. 
^J'T ^'SJSI *H *^' It- good bye-yon may keep 
the twenty francs I gave you, and if ever you come 
to Earls, call at my shop in Corkscrew Straet 

Burl Stop, my bird, you're not going yet, these 
gentlemen (Pomtt to toldien.) wUl conduct you to 
a inug place underground. 
o-f^ ^. Under ground I oh, lord! no tricks, Mr. 
Soldier. I aint used to them. I gave fifty francs to 
get in— now I'll give a hundred to get ait. 

BuH. I can't help you-oome, Christine. 

Fan /*. Let her be pat under ground with me. 
then. ' 

Chris. I shall soon return. 

Fan F. Oh. Christy, we shall never see each 
ptber any more. I'm worm's meat— whenever you 
look upon a broken stick think of me.' 



CChruttne and Burl exit. Solditrs march Fan 
Fan of. Music. Noise^eard at secrtt door- 
Jlat, it opens, and Ulrica cautiously appears. 
She loots round much exaUed. and thi-ows 
tnndow open.) 

Ulrica. No one, you may oeme forth, father. 
Bnfer EENEST, frompcmd. 

Ernest. This must be the state apartment what 
Firbach called the Countess's room. 

Ulrica. From this window we can descend to the 
outer moat, let us make the attempt at once, lest 
we are aqrorised. 

Ernest. t)^l^ my child, if your oounge deserted 
you ;— should your faanda slIjU- 

the cord. Hlwmtch from thiastainSise, and give 
you notice if any one approaches. Lose not a mo- 
ment. 

iRuns to leing, Ernest reenters closet, and 
brings out a stout cord. Music.) 
Ernest. This wfll enable us to descend. It Is a 
few-ful height for her to venture. (Fastenscord. A 
noiH; thM dnw vpens.) Footsteps t a woman I 

En^er MA&IE. 

Marie. (Alarmed.) That form I 

Ernest. MsMel 

Marie. Ernest. 

^meif. My own, long lost Marie. 

MaHe. Have you arisen from the tomb? They 
told me yoa weredead, 

Ernesf, Talk not of me, love^ tell me of yotirself 
—speak to me I where^ how, bare you lived these 
nfteeu long years— tell me? 



l»BISaNfiB OF ^TAtfi. j^j 

M^'^WM^IfJ^^lJ"^**^^ ^ro ^^ the 
man the king compelled me marry. 

Srnest.Jo marry ? who I who is he ! 

bom How did you regain your liberty? 

Ernest. Your child reclaimed me. 

^arie. Ulri<» living I merciful Providence! 
«„f?'f* She is watching there-while I prepared 
our only road tp freedom-it is a perUous one. 

„ (Points to ipindow.) 

1-/I?''*'* ^^° Y*" ^® detected; there is a door 
ll faSteitl"^ chamber-let me fasten it-wait bat 

(Bushes off.) 
Re-enter ULBICA. 

TiSS*;/*^*'' '***'' '^■'«"» o"^^® »w lost. 
I heard the Governor speaking to Burl : he bade 
him prepare the gallows for another traitor. We 
Sf«?SlS~V' fljmyltfeehaU be ventured flrst 
They shall not enter heie. 

(Fastens doct.) 

Ernest. I dan not tell her of her mother— my 

first duty is to save her child. I am ready for tVt 

rr)^^ n«j«i. . t w . <^PProaches the window.) 

UJrtca. Quick! quick! keep a firm hold— done 

c^t your eyes down, or you'll grow diay. (Be 

descends.) Oh, how the cord swfaags ; I dara not 

trust myself to look down on him, should it break, 

®^* (Shuddtrs.) 

COUNT D'OSBOBN wUhouL 

Count. Sound the alarm ! 

^yj^^^tJ^^ '^^^ «*^° **««' He is not half 
way down. Here is but one chance. 



(Music, Closes windowr-taies up th^eordjoad 
runs to the door ia apparent disorder 
mating violent gesticulation.) 

Enter COUNT D'OSBOBN. 
C^nf. The dumb boy ! how came you he^ f 

(Music She signs that the prisoner during 
her sleep had tied her hands, that she awole. 
Just as he was escaping, and th^ in pur~ 
sumg him she lost, hvwoif. Brums beaL) 

^P"J}^-^ y°° ^^e deceived me your fate ia 
sealed. Which way did he take? 

(Ulrica points to closet, when Marii knocks a* 
the door.} 
Marie. Ernest! Ernest! 

OOUNT opens door, HABIE enters. 
MaHe. D'Osbom! Ernest is lost! 
Count. Ernest ! Have yon seen him ? Is he he^ ? 
(A gun isjtred^ Ulrica screams and supports 
Maric-^Count opens window.) 
Count. A cord- the prisoner is rapidly deacendhig ; 
curses on him! he will escape 1 fire! fire! (Guns 
heard.) Missed him, by heaven! {To Ulrica.) Trea- 
cherous viper ! (Sees axe.) this will serve m* 

iUlrica staggers to the windo» 
Ulrica. You have killed my father, 

{Faints againa the window 
Marie. Her father! my child! 

[She is '(foing towards UM(a, when Conn' 
D'Osbom prevents her. Picture. Brums 
beating. 



1004 F^SONEB OF STATE 

Enter CHBISTINE hattilf, FAN FAN r</ni to 7ur. 

fan. F. Iljzzal we'll never park again Chrlaty. 
Enter MAEIE leith Officer. 

Marie. The King I Emftflt alive J 

Ernest. Aad juatlfled. Maiie, my deliverer 1b our 
O&ildl 



Ulrica. l^oUier, (Emhraee.) Father, both milted 
honour and freedom before US. Now, indeed, am 
I rewarded! 

{Join9 their hands, and JtmcU. liuaic 
Flourish. Pictur*y military ialute, <md 
€urtain/ath.) 



THE DUENNA. 

A COMIC OPERA, IN THREE ACTS.— BY R. B SHERIDAN. 
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persons ^e|[te0entet> 



Don j£}toKS. 
Don Fssdinand. 
Don Antonio. 
Caslos. 
Isaac Msndoza. 



L0PB2. 

Father Paul. 
Lat Brotexr. 
Francis. 

AuaUSTINX. 



ACTL 

SCENE I.— -.1 Street 

Enter TjOVEZ, with a dark lantern. 

Lop. Past three o'elockl So, a notable hour for 

one of my regular disposition to be strolling like a 

bravo through the streets of Seville 1 Well, of all 

services, to serve a young lover is the hardest : 

not that I am an enemy to love ; but my love and 

my master's differ strangely. Don Ferdinand is 

mnch too gallant to eat, drink, or sleep ; now, my 

loye gives mo an appetite; then I am fond of 

No. 36.-'Thb British Drama. 



Lorenzo. 
Lewis. 
Sancho. 
Friars. 
Masqueraders, Ac 



Olara. V 
Louisa. 

DOBNNA. 

Louisa's Maid* 
Clara's Maid. 



dreaming of my mistress, and I love dearly to toast 
her : this cannot be done without good sleep and 
good liquor ; hence my partiality to a feather-bed 
and a bottle. What a pity now, that I have not 
further time for reflections I but thy master expects 
thee, honest Lopez, to secure bis retreat from 
Donna Clara's window, as I guess. {Music loithout.) 
Eh I sure I heard music. So, so 1 who have we 
here? Ohl Don Antonio, my master's friend 
come from the masquerade, to serenade my young 
mistress. Donna Louisa, I suppose: so, we shall 
haye the old gentleman up presently. Lest he 



^HgH THE DUENNA. 

■honbl miM hif son, I bad best lose no ttme in 
nemng to my post. 



lExit. 

Snt(r ANTONIO an4 LOBB^ZO, iffUh nmkt and 
music 



AIIL-ANTONIO. 

Tell me, m^ lute, can thy soft Hrain 

80 gently speak thy master's pain ; 
/So softly sing, so htimbly sigh. 
Thai, though my sleeping le»e shall know 

Who sighs—who sigh* below. 
Her rosy slumbers shaU notfiy t 

Thus may some vtifbn vihi*mr mort 

Than ever I dare sffeak t^jbrt. 

Jj»m. Antonio, your mistrcBS wtil neyer wake 
while yon sing so doleftdly; JOve, ^ko a cradled 
iQfAlltk is lulledi by a sad melodf. ' 

Asd, I do not wish to disturb her rast 

Larm. The reason is, becaosb you know sbe 
dor* not regard you tnon^ to aj>pear, tf you 
ftwakedher. 

Ara. ISivs, then, 111 f oiiTip^e yp|L 



AI1>.^ATO>NI0. 

The breath of mom bi4s kenu the night : 
Unvea those beaviednls eyes, my fair; 
I'or, till the dauM qf}ove is thert ' 

I feel no day, / own no light. * 

LOUISA.— ^plies from a window. 

Waking, J heard thy numbers ehi^e. 
Waking, the dautn did bless my sight ; 

*Tis Phoebus, sure, that ufooes, I cried, 
Who'speaks in song, who moves in light, 

DON JEBOME.— From a window. 
What tagabondt art these J hear f 



QCpfE XI.— il JHatga, 
Enter FEBDINAND and LOPEZ. 



Fiddling, ftuting, rhyming, ranting, 
IHping, scraping, whining, canting^ 
F^ft scurvy minstrels, fty I 

TRIO. 

IiOn. ilTcry, pr*ythee, father^ why so rough t 

Ant An humble lover 1. 

Jec ffevi durst you, daughUr, lend an ear 
To such deceitful stuff f 

<iuick, from the window fly ! 

JjfGi, Adieu, Antonio / 

Ant Must you got 

XtOO.) We soon^ perhaps, may meet again ; 
Ant > For though hard fortune is oar foe, 

The god of love wiU fight for ««. 

Jer. Beach me the blunderbuss / 

Aut. ft Lon. The god of love, uho knows our pain, 
itr» Hence / or these slugs are through your 

bram. 

iETeutU Jerome and Louiu from ihe lotndow, 
and ilfUonio ami Lorenzo, 



Lop. Tmlr, sir, I think tb«t a little sleep, once la 
a week, or so - 

Ferd. Peace, fool I don't mention sleep to me. 

Lop. No, no, sir; I don't mention your low-bred, 
yalgar, sound sleep; but I can't help thinking that 
a gentle slumber, or haU-an-hour's dozing, if it 
were only for the novelty of the thing— 

Ferd. Peace, booby! I say. Oh! Clara* dear, 
cruel disturber of my restl 

Lop. And of mine, too. 

Ferd. 'Sdeath ! to trifle with me at such a jnno- 
ture as this ; now to stand on punctilios. Love 
me t 1 don't believe she ever did. 

Lop. Nor I, either. 

Ferd. Or is it, tha( her scz never know their 
desires for an hour tocether. 

Lop. Ah! they kn^ them oftener than they'll 
own them. 

Ferd. U there, in the world, bo inconstant a 
creature as Clara ? 

Lop. I could name op^ 

Ferd. Yes, the tauf fool who mxhrnita to her 
caprice. ' ■' 

Lop. I thought he couldn't miss U. 

iAside.J 

Ferd. Is she not capHciovs, teasini^. tyrannical, 
obstinate, perverse, aMurd? Ay, 61 *riWeme«s of 
faults and follies; her ktoks are scora, ^nd her 
very smiles -'Sdea^t I wfsh 1 hadn't mentioned 
her smiles; for she does smiM fueh beaming 
loveliness, such f asdiattog brt^tness— Oh ! death 
and madness! I sfaaU die if I Icise her. 

Lop. Oh ! these d— d smfles have undone all I 

{ExiL 

AIB.— FERDINAND. 

Could I her faults remember. 

Forgetting every charm. 
Soon would itnpartial reason 

The tyrant love disarm. 
But when enraged I numbo' 

Eadi failing of her miind. 
Love still suggests her beauty. 

And sees-^hile reason's 6i£ndL 

Be-€nter LOPEZ. 

Lop. Here comes Don Antonio, sir. 
Ferd. Well, go you home; I shall be tiiere pre- 
sently. 
Lop. Ah ! those cursed smiles I 

Enter ANTONIO. 

Ferd. Antonio, Lopez tells me he left yoa ohant- 
ing before our door. Was my father waked ? 

Ant. Yes, yes ; he has a shigcdar affection for 
musks, so 1 left him rearing at his barred window, 
like the print of Bajazet in the cage. And wbat 
brings you out so early ? 

Ferd. I believe I told you, that to-morrow was 
the day fixed by Don Pedro an0 Clara's unnataral 
stepmother, for her to enter a convent, in order 
that her brat might possess her fortune. Made 
daaperate by this, I procured a key to the door, 
and bribed Clara's maid to leave it unbolKed; 
at two this momtaig, I entered, miperoelYed, mnA 



lEant, 
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•tole. to her obftinber: I fonnd Iter waking and 



weeping. 
Ant. Htt 



Ant. Hi4>p7 Ferdinand ! 

FerdL 'Sdeath! hear the conclusion. I was rated 
•H the most confident rnfflan, for daring to approach 
her roon» at that bouj- of night 

A' t. Aj, ay, thi9 waB at first 

Ftrd. No sueh thing ; nhe would not hear a word 
jEroni «!•• bat threa^ned to raise her mother; if I 
cud not instantly leaie her. 

AsU. Wel^ but at last ? 

Fer4. At laet? why, I was forced to leave the 
howeet as I came la. 

Afft. And did yon do nothing to offend her? 

^^rcL Nothing, as I hope to be saved; I beUeve 
1 night snatch a doten -ov two of kisses. 

AhL Was that aU? Well, I think I never heard 
of anch assoraooe. 

f^ik Zounds 1 I tell yoa I behaved with the ut- 
most respect 

Aid. Oh. lord! I don't mean yuo, but in her. 
Bu^ hftrfcye, Ferdinand, did yon leave yonr key 
with them ? 

ferd. Yes; the maid who saw me out, took it 
from thedoor. 

Ant. Then, my life for it^ her mistress elopes 
After yon. 

ferd. Ay» to bless my rival, perhajjs. I am in 
a humour to suspect everybody. You loved her 
once, and thought her an angel, as I do now. 

Ant, Tee, I loved ber till I found she wouldn't 
love me ; and then I ^scovered that she hadn't a 
good feature in her face. 

Am— ANTONIO. 
/ Rc'«r could any lustre tee 
In eyet that teould not look on mtf 
J n^er saw nectar on a lip, 
But where my own did hope to sip. 
ifinf the ttaid, who seek* mi/ hearty 
Cktoti ofroUy wntoud^'d bf art f 
I will oten the colour true, 
Whe/i yielding blushes aid their hue. 

Is her hand so soft and pure t 
I mus; press »', to he fure; 
Jfor can J be certain then, 
Tin it, grateful, press again ; 
Must I, Kith attentire ey, 
Watch her heaving bosom sighf 
I unit do so, when I see 
That heaving bosom sigh for me. 

Besides, Ferdiaand, yon have fall secnrity in my 
love for year sister; help me there, and I cui 
never disturb yon with Olara. 

Ferd> Ab far as I can, consistently with tho 
hoDOor of our family, yon know I will; but there 
mnat be no eloping. 

Ant. And yet, now, you would carry off Olara! 

Ferd, Ay, that's a different case : we never mean 
that o^era should act to our sisters and wives as 
we do to others. Bat, to-morrow, Clara is to be 
forced into a convent 

Ant. Well, and am not I as unfortunately drcnm- 
0taDiae4 ? To'mOrrow, yOnr father forces Louisa to 
marry Isaao, the I ortuguese. But come wittt me, 
anA we'll deviae something, I warrant 

Ferd. I most go home. 

Ant. Well, adiea! 

F!t04t1Bn% Antonio, if yon do not love my sister, 
you have too much honour aad firiendship to sup- 
plMtiMWithClac*. 

It 



AIE.— ANTONIO. 

Friendship is the bond of reason; 

But if beauty disapprove, 
Heattt n dissolves all other treason 

In the heart thuVs true to love. 
The faith u-fUch to my friend I sworey 

As a civd oath I vieic ; 
But tJie charms which I adore, 

Tm religion to U true. 



[Exeunt. 



SCENE IIL^il Room in Don Jerome's home. 
Enter LOUISA and Duenna. 

lou. But, my dear Margaret, ray charming 
Duenna, do you think we shall sucoeed? 

Duen. I tell you again, I have no doubt on't; bnt 
It must be instantly nut to tho trial. Everything is 
prepared in your rdOm ; and, for the rest, we mast 
trust to fortuoe. 

Lou. My father's oath was, never to see me tRl I 
had consenteil to— 

Duen. 'Twaa thus I overheard him say to his 
friend Don Guzman : " I will demand of her to- 
morrow, once for all, whether she will consent to 
nmrry Isaac Mendoza; if she hcBitat'^, I will 
make a solemn oath never to see or speak to her, 
till she returns to her duty." These were his 
words. 

Lou. And on his known ob8Und>te adherence t<> 
what he has once said, yon have formed this plan 
for my escape. But have yon secured my maid in 
onr interest? 

Duen. She is a party in the whole ; but remem- 
ber, if we sacceed, yon resign an right and title in 
little Isaac, the Jew, over to me. 

Lou. That I do with all my soul; get him, if yOb 
can, and I shall wi»h yoii joy most heartily. He is 
twenty times as rich as my poor Antonio. 

AIR— LOUISA. 

Thou canst not boast of fortune's store. 

My lore, while me they wealthy call. 
But I was gtadiofind thee poor* 
For with my heart Td give thee dllf 
And tJien f?ie ^rat^ul youth shaU owfff 
I lov'd him for himself alone. 

But when his worth my hand shall gain, 

No word or look of mine shall sfuno 
That J the smallest thought retain 
Of what my bounty did bestow ; 
Yet stiU bis gr'aieful h*art shall own, 
I lov'd him for himself ahne. 

Duen, I hear Don Jerome coming. Quick, giv^ 
me the last letter 1 brought you from Antocid ; yoti 
know that is to be the ground of my dismission. X 
must slip out to seal it up, as undelivered. 

Enter DON JEEOME and FEEDHsAND. 

Jer. What ! I suppose you havo been serenad'- 
Itog, too, eh? Disturbing some l;^aceable neigh- 
bourhood with villanous cat^t, and lasdviooa 
piphig. Out on't I You set your sister here a vile 
exanfple ; but I come to tell you, madam, that 1*11 
suffer no more of these midhfght incantatlond; 
these amorods orgies, that steil the senses in tho 
' hearing; as they say, Egyptian embalmem lerre 
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mammies, «xtrftCtlng fh«brals Ihrough the ears. 
However, there is an end of your frolics: Isaao 
Mendfza will be here prcBently, and, to-morrow, 
you shall marry him. 

JjOU. Nerer, while I have life. 

Fird. Indeed, sir, I wonder bow you can- think 
of snch a man for a son-in-law. 

Jer. Sir, you,are very kind to favour me with 
your sentiments; and, pray, what is your objection 
to him? 

Fei^. He is a Portuguese. In the first place. 

Jer. No such thing, boy; he has forsworn hia 
couniry; 

Lou. He is a Jew. 

Jer. Another mistake: he has been a Christian 

Ferd. Ay, he left his old religion for an estate, 
and has not bad time to get a new one. 

Lou. But stands like a dead wail between chnrch. 
anil aynagogue, or like the blank leaves between 
the Old and New Testament 

Jer. Anything more? 

Ferd. But the most remarkable part of his 
character is hia passion for deceit and tricks of can- 
ning. 

Lou. Though, at the same time, the fool predo- 
minates so much over the knave, that I am told he 
is generally the dupe of his own art. 

Fenl. True! like un un kllful gunner, he usually 
roi-'R s his aim, and is hurt by the recoil of his own 
piece. 

JtT. Anything more ? 

Lou. To sum up all, he has the worst fault a has- 
band can have— he's not my choice. 

Jer. But you are his ; and choico on one side is 
BufBcient. Two lovers should never meet in mar> 
riage. Be you sour as you please, he is swe^ 
tempered ; and for your good fruit, there's nothing 
like ingrafting on a crab. 

Lou • detest him as a lover, and shall ten times 
more as a hnaband. 

Jer. I don't know that: marriage generally makes 
a great change ; but, to cut the matter short, will 
you have him or not? 

Lou. There is nothing else I could disobey you 
in. 

Jer. Do you value your f ather^s peace ? 

Lou. So tnuch, that I will not fasten on him the 
regret of making an only daughter wretched. 

Jer. Very well, madam; then mark me: never 
more will I see or converse with you till yon return 
to your duty. No reply. This and your chamber 
shall be your apartments ; I never will stir out 
without leaving you under lock and key ; and when 
I*m at home, no creature can approach yon but 
through my library. We'll try who can be most 
obstinate. Out of my sight 1 There remain till 
.you know your duty. (Fusha her ont.) 

Ferd. Surely, sir, my sister's inclinations should 
be consulted in a matter of this kind, and some 
regard paid to J>on Antonio t)eing my particular 
friend. 

Jer. That, doubtless, is a very great recommen- 
dation : I certainly have not paid Eufflcient respect 
toil 

Ferd. There is not a man llvmg I would sooner 
choose for a brother-fai-law. 

Jer. Very possible; and if you happen to have 
isver a sister, who is not 4t the same time a daugh- 
ter of mine, I'm snre I shall have no objection to 
the relationship; but, at present, if you please, 
we'll drop the subject, 



Ferd. Nay, sir, 'tis only my r«gard for my sisf*' 
makes me speak. 

Jer. Then pray, sir, in fntare. let your regard for 
your father make yoo hold your tongue. 

FetxL I have done, sir. I shall only add a wish that 
you would reflect what at oar age you would have 
felt, had you been crossed in your affeodon for the 
m other of her you are so severe to. 

Jer. Why, I must coafess, I had a great atfeotlon 
for your mother's ducats; but that was all, boy^ I 
married her for her fortune, and she took me !n 
obedience to her father, and a very happy conplo 
we were. We never expected any love from, one 
another, and so were never disappointed. If wo 
grumbled a little now and then, it was soon over, 
for we were never fond enough to quarrel ; and when 
the good woman died, why^why, I had as lief she 
had lived; and I wish oyrr widower in Seville 
coold say the same. I shall now go and get the 
key of this dressing-room; bo» good son. If you 
have any lecture in support of disobedience to give 
your sister, it must be brief ; so make the best of 
yonr time, d'ye hear? 

lExiL 

Ferd. I fear, indeed, my friend Antonio has little 
to hope for. However, Louisa has flrmnests, and my 
father's anger will probably only increase her affec- 
tion. In our intercourse with the world, it is na- 
tural for us to dislike those who are inoocently the 
cause of our distress; but in the heart's attach- 
ment, a woman never likes a man with ardour till 
she has suffered for his sake. {Noise.) So ! what 
bustlo is here ? Between my father and the Duenna, 
(00 1 I'll e'en get oat of the way. 

iSxit. 

Enter DON JEROBfE with a letter, puUing in lh» 
Duenna. 

Jer. Tm astonished 1 I'm thnnder-stroek! Here's 
treachery and conspiracy with a vengeance I Ton, 
Antonio s creature, a chief manager of this plot for 
my daughter's elopingl you, that I placed here as a 
scarecrow ? 

Duen. What ? 

Jer. A scarecrow 1 To prove a decoy-dock I 
What have you to say for yourself? 

Duen. Well, sir, since you have forced that letter 
from me, and discovered my real sentiments, I 
scorn to renounce them : I am Antonio's friend, 
and it was my intention that your daughter should 
have served you as all such old tyrannioal sots ahoold 
be served: I delight in' the tender passions, and 
would befriend all under their inflnenee. 

Jer. The tender passions! Yes, they woald be- 
come those impenetrable features 1 Why, thou de- 
oeitfta hag! I placed thee as a guard to the rioh 
blossoms of my dau^i^hter's beauty— I thought that 
dragon's front of thine woold cry *' aloof! "to the 
sons of gallantry. Steel straps and spring guns 
seemed written in every wrinkle of it Bat you 
shall quit my house this instant The tender pas- 
sions, indeed ! Go, thou wanton sybil 1 thou amorons 
woman of Endor, go t 

Duen. You base, scurrillous, old— but I won*t de> 
mean myself by naming what you are.' Yes, 
savage, ril leave your den; but I supjKMe yon don't 
mean to detain my apparel? I may have my thin^ 
I presume? 

Jer. I took yon, mistress, with yonr wardrobe on. 
What hAve yon pilfered, eh ? . i 

J Duen. Sir, I must take my leave ot my mietresB; 
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lie liM valiukhlM of rnina; besidefi^ my eardinal and 
Tvilftreta kerroom. 

Jtr, Yoar veil, foreooth! What, do yoa dread 
being gazed at? Are yoa afraid of your com- 
plexion ? Well, go take yonr leave, and get yoar 
ToQ and cardinal Sol ^oa quit the bonse within 
thoi«e llTO minotee. Ih^-ln, qaick. [Exit Dvatwna.^ 
Here was a predooa plot of mtBchief. These are 
the comforts daughters brini^oiB. 

AHL^JEBOHE. 

a daughter pou Aotie, tMt th» plague of ffoir 2(A^ 
To ptat$ shall yos know, though you've buried j/our 
wife; 
At iwentp^ the moeit at the duty you've taugfU her ; 
Oft, wiuU a plague is an oMiHate daughter { 
Sighing and whining, 
■ Dfuig and pining: 
Oh, what a plague it an obOinate daugfUer t 

When scaru ta their teens, they have wit to perplfx 

us; 
With letters and lovers Jbr ever they vex us ; 
WhVe each still rejects the fair suitor you'ce broughi 

her; 
Oh, what a plague is an obstinate daughter! 
Wrangling and Jangling, 
Flouting and pouting, 
O^,* what a plague is an obstinate daughter! 

Enter IX>IJISA, dressed as the Puenna, with a cardinal 
and vei', seeming to cry. 

Jer. This way, mistress— this way. What! I 
warrant a tender parting. So ! tears of turpentine 
down those deal cheeks. Ay, yon may well hide 
yonr head;— yes, whine till yoar heart breaks ; bat 
ru not hear one wovd of excuse ; so, yoa are right 
to be dumb. This way-*tbis way. 

lExevnU 

Enter the Duenna. 

Duen» So speed yon well, sagacious Don Jerome t 
Oh! rare effects of passion and obstinacy! Now 
shall I tn whether t can't play the fine lady as well 
as my mistress ; and, if I saoceed, I may be a fine 
lady for the rest of my life. TU lose no time to 



ladyf 
•qoip myself. 



lExit. 



SOSMS IV.— 2%« Cowri before Den Jerome's house. 

Enier DON JEBOME and LOUISA. 

Jer. Gome, mistress^ there to yonr way. The 
world lies before yon ; so troop, thou antiquated 
Bve, thoa original sin. Bold! yondor is some fel- 
low ricalking; pecbaps it is Antonio. Go to him, 
d*ye bear ? and tell him to make vou amends, and 
fl6 be has got you turned away, tell him I say it is 
but jnst he should take Ton bims^f; go. {Exit 
Louisa.^ So, I am rid of her, thank heaven 1 and 
now I shall be able to keep my oath, and confine 
my daughter with better security. 

[Exit. 

SCSNE y.-^The Piazza. 
EnterCLASA and her Maid, 
Maid, But where^ madam, is it you intend to 

fO? 

Cla. Anywhere to avoid tbe selfish yiolence of 



my mother-in-law, and Ferdinand's insolent im* 
portunity. 

Maid. Indeed, ma*am, since we have profited 
by Don Ferdinand's key, in making our escape, I 
think we had best find him, if it were only to thank 
him. 
Cla. No : he has offended me exceedingly. 

(They retire.) 
Enter LOUISA. 

Lou. So» I have succeeded In being turned out 
of doors. But how shall I find Antonio? I dare 
not inquire for him, for fear of being discovered; 
r would send to my friend Clara, but that I doubt 
ber prudery would condemn me. 

Maid. Thon suppose, ma'am, you were to try 
if yoar friend Donna Louisa would not receive 
yon. 

{To Clara.) 

da. No; her notions of filial duty are so seTere, 
she would certainly betray me. 

Loti. Clara is of a cold temper, and would think 
this step of mine highly forward. 

Cla. Louisa's respect for her father is so great, 
she would not credit the unkindness of mina 

(Aeidf, not feeing eah other, houixa turns 
and sees Clara and Maid.) 

Lou. Ha ! who are those ? Sare one is Clara. If 
it be, m trust ber. Clara ! 

(Advaneesj 

Cla. Louisa! and in masquerade, too! 

Lou. You will be more surprised when I tell 
yon, tliat I have run away from my father, 

Cla. Surprised, indeed 1 and I should certainly 
chide you moat horridly, only that I have jast run 
away from mine. 

Lou. Hy dear Clara ! 

(They embrace.) 

Cla. Dear sister truant! And whither are you 
going? 

lott. To find the man I love, to be sure : and, I 
presume yon would have no aversion to meet with 
my brother. 

Cla. Indeed, I should. He has behaved so ill to 
me^ I don't believe I shall ever forgive him. 

AIIL^CLABA. 

when sable night, each drooping plant restoring^ 

Wept o'er thejlowers her breath did cheer. 
As some sad widow o'er her babe deploring, 

Wakes its beatUy with a tear ; 
When all did s'eep, whose weary hearts did borrow 

One hour from love and care to rest. 
Lot as Jpress'dmy couch in sUent sorrow, 
M^lovercaugM me to his breast. 
Ho vow'd he came to save me 
From ^ose wAo would enslave me; 
Then kneeling, 
Kitses eteoNsig, 
Endless faith he swore; 

But soon JdUd him thence ; 
Fm'had hU fend pretence 
OMain'd one favour then. 
And he had pressed again, 
Ifear'd my treacherous heart might grant him more. 

Lou. Well, for all this, I would have sent him to 

Elead his pardon, bot that I would not yet awhile 
ave him know <^ my lUgbi And where do you 
hope to find protection ? 
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dta. The lady afebeBS of the convent of Si 0»- 
th«riBe i« a relation and kind fiiand of mine ; 1 
shall be secure with her, and joa had best go tbi- 
ther with me. 

Lou. No; I am determined to find Antonio first; 
and, as I lire, here comes the very man I will em- 
ploy to saek hhn for me. 

C^a Whoishe? He's a strange figure I 

Lou, Yes; that sweet creature is tbe man whom 
my father has fixed on for my husband. . 

(!la. And ^11 you speak to him ? are you tnad? 

Lou. He is the fittest man in the world for my 
|)urpose ; for, though I was ta have married him 
to-morrow, he is the only man in Seville, who, I 
am sure, never saw me in his life. 

eta. And how do you l?now him ? 

Lou. He arrived but yesterday, and he was shewn 
to me from the window, as he visited my father. 

Cla. Well, ru begone. 

Lou. Hold, my dear Clara 1 A thought has struck 
me. Will you give me leave to borrow your nlime, 
•« I sea occasion. 

CkL It wilt but dis.(;race you; but use it as you 
please. I dare not stay; {Going.) but, Louisa, if 
you should see your brother, be sure you don't in- 
form him that I have taken refuge with the Dame 
Frlor of the Convent of Sk Catherine, on the left- 
hand side of the piazza, which leads to the church 
of St, Antony. 

Lou. Ha, ha, ha! Til be very particular In my 
diroetions where he may not find you. lExeurU 
Clara and Maid.'] So ! my swain yonder has done 
admiring himself, and draws nearer. (Retires.) 

£nt9r ISAAC and CABLOS; Ittuxc with a pocket* 
glass. 

Isa. (Looking tn th'. glass.) I tell you, triend Carlos, 
I will please myself in the habit of my chin. 

Car: But, my dear friend, l)ow can you think to 
please a lady wiA such a face ? i 

Isa. Why, what's the matter with the face? I 
tmiik it Is a very engaging face ; and, I am sure, a 
lady mtist have very little taste, who could dislike 
my beard. (Sees Louisa.) See, now! I'll die, if here 
is not a little damsel struck with it already. 

Lou. Signer, are you disnosed to oblige a lady, 
who greatly wants your assistance ? ( (/nveils J 

Jsa. Egad! a very pretty \d4ck-eyed girl! She 
has certainly taken a fancy to me, Garlo^. First, 
madam, I must beg the favour of your name. 

Lou. So I it's well I am provided. (Aside.) My 
name, sir, is Doana Clam. dlAlmaosa. 

Isa, What^ Doa Guzman's daughter? I'faithi I 
just now heard she was missing. 

Lou. But sure, sir, you have too much gallantry 
and honour to betray me, who^e fault is love ? 

/<a. So ! a passion for me I Poor girl | (Aside.] 
Why, madam, as for betraying you, I.don't see ho^ 
I Could get anything by it : so ypu may rely on my 
honour; but as for your love, I am sorry your cas4 
is so desperate. 

Lou. Why so, signor ? . 

Isa. Because 1 am positively engaged to another; 
ain't I QarloB ? ; 

Xotf. Nay, but hear me. ' 

fyeit^ Ne, uoi what should I hear you lor? It is 
impossible for m» to court you in an honourable 
, way; and for anyUunff eise^ if I-yere to ooniply 
now't I supjgpBeyou jhavcj sqjflC.Bngi'ateful brother, 
or o9Msin, that would w9#t4o eutmy throat Cor my 
OlvJUty; so, truly, you !iadJ>e8t,gQljpBiieegai«, 

iiou. Odious wretch! (Aside.} But, good siguorj 



it is Antonio d'ErciUa, on whose aoooont t hat* 
eloped. 

Isa. How! what? It is not with me, tben, that 
yon are in love? 

Lou. No, indeed, it ift«ot 

Isa, Then you are a focward, impertinent^ sim- 
pleton; and I shall certainly aoqnaint your father. 

Lou. Is this your gallantry ? . 

Isa. Yet hold ! Antonip d'Ercilla, did you say ? 
Egad! I may make something of this, Antonio 
d'EnsfU»? 

Xotc Yesf and if Sever yon hope to prosper in 
love, you will bring me to him. 

isa. By St» Zago, and I wUi, too. Carlos, tbla 
Antonio is «ie who rivals me (as I have heaH; 
with Louisa! Now, if I could hamper him with 
this girl, I should have tbe field to myself; eh, 
Carlos ? A Ineky thought, isn't it ? 

Car. Yes, very good ; very good. 

Isa. Ah! this little bram is neter at a loss. 
Cunning Isaac! cpnning roguq! Donna Cla^'a, 
will you trust y\)urself awnile to my ftiend's direb- 
tlon? ■ 

Lou. May I rely on you, good signer ? 

Car. Lady, it Is impossible I should deceive yoo. 

AIR-CARLOS. 

Had I a heart for falsehood fram% 

■ / n^er could injure you ; 
For though your tongue nopro^hise daiml'd, 

Your charms would make me tru4. 
To you no soul shall, bear deceit. 

No stranger offer vftofkg ; . 
Butfri^ndi in all the ag'd you'll meet. 

And lover* in th$ yoixng. 
But when. 0iey letsm tJitia'fou have blest 

Another unth your heart. 
They'll bid aspiring piusiem rest, 
, And act a brother s part : . 
Then, lac^y, dread not here deceit, 
■ Nor fear to stiffer wrong ; 
For friends h all the ag'd you'll mset, 

And lovers in the young. 

Isa. Carlos, conduct the lady to my lodgingrs; 
I must haste to Don Jerome ; perhaps you know 
Louisa, madam. She is divinely handsome; isn't 
she? I - -I 

Lou. Tott must excuse nie not joitiing with you. I 
Isa. Wby,^ have heard jtpfu ^Ithands. < 
Lou. 'Her fathef la' nncomrfionl'^ partijft to her; 
but I brieve you wiU-^id she ^s rather a matronly 
air. ' . ,.■ ; 

Isa. Carlos, this is alt envy, Y'ou pretty ^Is 
never.speak. well ofone pjnother^ Harkye ! find out 
Antonio, and I'U saddle h>nx witii tliis scrape^ I 
wairant! Oh! 'twas the. luckiest thought I .l^onna 
Clara, your very obedient. Carlos, to your p<»t. 

DUET. , 

My mistress expects me, and i intisf t^o itffte^. 
Or how can I hope for a smile t 

Soon may you return « pfoaperpus wooer. 
But think what I sniffer the while: 

Alone and a0ayt^om.tfii^ mat* liAwn I hve, 
In strangers fm/orc'd to confide. 

Dear Tody, my friend you may trust, and Ml^ 
. .-proaei . ■ ; ■ ., 

Your sa'vant, protector, and guioh 



Isa. 



Lou. 



Isa. 
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Ani.-CARLOS. 

Oenile maid, ah ! why suspect me t 
Let me serve tliet, then reject me. 
Catut thou trust, cmd J deceive thee t 
Art thou sad, ands/tall I grieve thee t 
OftUle maid, ah, why stispect niet 
Let fM serve thee, thea reject »m. 

TEIO.— LOUTSA, ISAAC, and CABIiOS. 

Lon. Neoer maif'st thou happp be. 
If i» aught thou'rt /alee to me, 

laa, Jfevtr may he happy be. 

If in aught he^s false to thee. 

Oar. Neeermaylheippybef 

If in aught Pm false to thee. 

Loa Ifever may'st thou, 4x. 
IM. Jfever may he, ^te. 
Oar. Never may /, dx. 



lExeunt 



AOTXL 



SCENE L A Library in Don Jeromes house. 
Enter DON JEROME and ISAAC. 

Jer. Ha, ha, ba! ran away from her father I Has 
she girea him the aUpf 8a, ha, ha! Poor Don 
Gnzmonl 

Jsa. Ay; and I am to oondnct her to Antonto; 
by which means, you see, I shall hamper him so 
that he can giro me no disturbance with your 
daughter: this is a trap, isn't itf a nicp stroke of 
canning, eh ? 

Jer. Excellent, escellentl Tea, yes; carry her 
to him, hamper him by all means: ho^ ha, ha! 
Poor Don Onzman! an old fooll imposed on by a 
girl! 

Jsa. Nay, they have the canning of serpents, 
that's the troth on*t 

Jer. Pshal they are canning only when they 
have fools to deal with. ' Why dont my girl play 
me such a trick ? Let her canning oyer-reach my 
cantfon, I say -eh, little Isaac f 

Isa. Trne, true; or let me see any of the sex 
make a fool of me. No, no; egad ; little Solomon 
(as my aant used to call me) understands tricking 
aUtfletoowoll. 

Jer. Ay, hot snch a driveller as Don Qnzman! 

Jsa. And such a dupe as Antonio! 

Jer, Trae ; Bare never were seen snch a couple of 
credulous simpletons; but, come, 'tis time yoti 
riioald see my daughter : you must carry on the 
siege byyooraelf, friend Isaac 

Jsa. Sir, you'll introduce — 

Jer. No: I have sworn a solemn oath not to see 
or spearkto her, till she renounce her disobedience; 
win her to that, and she gains a father and a hus- 
band at (Hiee. 

/«<!. 'Oad ! I shall never be able to deal with her 
alone. Nothing keeps me in such awe as perfect 
beaaty: now Hiere is something consoling and en- 
coaraging in ugliness. 

SONG.-ISAAO. 

GVm Itaae the fiympA who no beauty can boast, 
But hee^th ^nd good-humow to make her his toast ; 
JfHratght, Idon*t mindvhether tiender or fat, 
And eix/tet orf&mr^'-^U mler ^ptarreifor (hat. 



Whatever her eomplerion, Ivow I don*t care: 
If brown, IT is lasting f more phasing if fair; 
And though in her face J no dimples should see, 
IM her smile, and each dell is a dimple to me. 

lAt her locks be the reddest that ever were seen, 
4 ml her «y«« moif be e'en any colour but gre^n ; 
lie Ihey light grey, or black, their lustre an^l, fine, 
J swear J*ve w> Choice; only let her have two. 

*'IHs true, I'd dispense with a throne on her loci; 
Andtehtte teeth, I own, are genteeler than Mad ; 
A little round chin too's a beauty I've heard, 
3ut J onfy desire she mayn't have a beard. 

Jer. You will change your note, my friend, when 
you've seen Louisa. 

• Isa. Oh! Don Jerome, the honour of your al- 
liance— 

Jtr. Ay, but her beaaty will affect you. She la, 
though I say it, who am her father, a very prodigy. 
??here you will see features with an eye like mine; 
res, i'faithi there is a kind of wicked sparkling; 
something of a roguish brightness, that shews her 
to be my own. 

Isa. Pretty rogue! 

Jer. Then, when she smiles, youTl see a little 
dimplein one cheek only ; a beauty it is certainly, 
I yet you shall not say which is prettiest, the cheek 
with the dimple, or the cheek without 

Isa. Pretty rogue ! 

Jer. Then the roses on those chaeks are shaded 
with a sort of velvet down, that gives a delicacy to 
the glow of health. 

Isa. Pretty rogue ! 

Jer. Her skin pure dimity, yet more fair, being 
spankled here and there with a golden freckle. 

Isa. Charming, pretty rogue 1 Pray, how la the 
tone of her voice ? 

Jer. Remarkably pleasing; but if yon could pre- 
vail on her to sing, you would be enchanted; she 
is a nightingale ; a Virginia nigbthigale ; but, come, 
come, her maid shall conduct you to her ante- 
chamber. 

Isa. Well, egad! Ill pluck up resolution, and 
' meet her frowns Intreiridiy. 

Jer. Ay, woo her briskly. Win her, and give me 
a proof of your address, my little Solomon. 

Isa. But, hold t I expect my friend Carlos to call 
on me here. If he cornea, will yoa send him to me ? 

Jer. I will. Lauretta! Come, she'll shew you to 
the room. What, do yon droop ? Here's a motun- 
ful face to make love with ! iBxeuni, 



SCENE IL^Louisa^s dressing-room, 
Enter liaid and ISAAC. 

Maid, Sir, my mistress will wait on you presently. 
(Goes to the door J 

Isa. When she's at leisure ; don't hurry her. 
lExit Maid.} I wish X had ever practised a love- 
scene. ' X doubt I 'ahall make a poor figure, I 
couldht be more afraid if I were going before the 
loqaisitionl So! the door opens; yea, she's com- 
ing; the very rustling of her silk has adiadainfql 
seund. 

Enter the DUENNA, dreesed ae Loussif. 
Now daren't I look rotmd for the soul of me. Bar 
beauty will certainly strike me damb if I da I 
wish she'd speak first. 

Dueis. Sir, I attend your pleasaro. 



im 
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/M. Ro, the Ice Is broken, and a nretty civil be- 
giunlag. too! Hem! niadam — muMi, I'm all at- 
tention. 

Ditm, Nay, eir, 'tis I who shoald listen, and you 
propose. 

Jm. Egad! this isn't so dlsdaiofol, seither. I 
oelieTO I may ventare to look. No; I daren't; 
ne glance of those roguish sparklers would fix me 
ago in. 

Uuen. You &eem thoughtful, sir: let me persuade 
you to Bit dOwD. 

Isa. 80, so; she mollifies apace: she's struck 
with my figure! thin attitude has had its effect. 

Diten. Come, sir, here's a chair. 

Jsa. Madaui, the greatness of your goodness 
overpowers me. That a lady so lovely should 
deign to turn her beauteous eyes on me, so— — 

{She takes ku hand^ he turns and sees her,) 

Duen, You seem surprised at my condescension. 

Isa. Why, yea, madam, I am a little surprised at 
It Zounds I this can never be Louisa : she's as old 
as my mother. 

{Aside.) 

Duen. But former prepossessions give way to my 
lather's commands. 

Isa. (Aside.) Her father! Yes, 'tis she, then. 
Lord, lord 1 how blind some parents are ! 

Duen. Signor Isaac! 

Isa. Truly, the little damsel was right; she has 
rather a matronly air, indeed. Ah t 'tis well my 
affections are ffaced on her fortune, and not on her 
person. 

(Aside.) 

Duen. Signor, won't you sit? 

(JShesits.) 

Isa. Pardon me, madam, I have Bcarce reco- 
Tered my astonishment at ~ your condesoenMon, 
madam. She has the devil's own dimples, to be 
sure. 

(Aside.) 

Duen. Nay, you shall not stand. (He sits.) I 
do not woDder, sir, that you are surprised at my 
affability ; I own, signor, that I was vastly prepos- 
sessed against you, and being teased by my father, 
I did give some encouragement to Antonio ; but, 
then, sir, you were described to me as quite a dif- 
ferent person. 

Isa. Ay, and so you were to me, upon my sool, 
madam. * 

Duen. But when I saw you, I was never more 
struck in my life. 

Isa. That wos just my case too, madam; I was 
struck all on a heap, fur my part 

Duen. Well, sir, 1 see uur misapprehension has 
been mutual; you expected to find me haughty 
and averse, and I was taught to believe you a little, 
black, snub-nosed fellow, without person, manners, 
or address. 

Isa. Egad! I wish she had answered her picture 
as well 

(Aside.) 

Duen. But, sir, your air is noble - nomething so 
liberal in your carriage, with so penefvxting an eye, 
and so bewitching a smila<l 

Isa. Egad ! now I look at her agahit I don't think 
she is so ugly. 

(Aside.) 

Duei^ So little like a Jew, and so mnoh like a 
gentleman. 

Isa. Well, certainly there is aomethiag pleasing 
in the tone of her voice. 

{Aside.) 



Duen. You will pardon this breach of decorum 
In praising yon thus ; but my joy at being so 
agreeably deceived has given mo such a flow of 
spirits! 

Isa. Oh 1 dear lady, may I thank those dear lips 
for this goodness. (Kisses her.) Why, she has a 
pretty sort of velvet down* that's the truth on't ! 

(Aside.) 

Duen. Oh I sir, you have the most inslxmating 
manner— but. indeed, vou should get rid of that 
odious beard; one migbt as well kiss a hedge-bog. 

Isa. Yes, madam : the razor wouldn't be amiss 
—for either of us. (AsideJ Could you favour me 
with a song. 

Duen. Willingly, sir, Ibongh X am rather hoarse 
Ahem! 

(Begins to sing.) 

Isa. Very like a Virginia nightingale! (Aside.) 
Madam, I perceive you're hoarse: Ibegyoa'Unot 
distress 

Duen. Oh! not in the least distressed; nbir, sir. 

SONa— DUENNA. 

When a tender maid 
Is first essayed 
By some admiring swain^ 
How her blushes rise^ . 
I/s?ie meet his eyes. 
While he unfolds his pain; 
If he take her hand^ she trembks quite, 
Touch her lips^ and she swoons outright* 

While pit-oi^t ite. 
Her heart avovs her fright. 

But in time appear 
Fewer signs of fear, 
The youth she boldly views^ 
If her handhe grasps. 
Or her bosom da^, 
2fo mantling blu^ ensues. 
Then to church wellpleas'd the lovers moot. 
While her smiles her contentment provt, 

Andpit-itrpat, dx. 
Her heart avows her love. 

ha. Charming, madam! enchanting! and, truly, 
your notes put me in mind of one that's very 
dear to me; a lady, indeed, whom you greatly re- 
semble. 

Due$u How! is there, then, another, so dear to 
you? Oh! I see how it is: I have your band, 
wliilst another has you heart 

Isa. Oh! no madam, you mistake; it was my 
mother, I meant 

Duen. Come, sir, I see you are amaxed and eon- 
founded at my condescension, and know no» what 
to say. 

Isa. It Is very true, indeed, madam : bat it Is a 
Judgment; I look on it as a judgment on me for 
delaying to urge the time when you'll permit mo 
to complete my happiness, by acquainthig Dob Je- 
rome with your condescension. 

Duen. Sir, I must frankly own to yoo. Chat I can 
never be yours with my father's consent 

Isa. Qood lack ! How so ? 

Duen. When my father in his passion swore he 
would never see me again till I aoqtiiesced in his 
will, I also made a vow, that I would never tnko 
a husband from his hand. Nothing shall make me 
break that oath ; but^ if yon have eirirlt and con- 
trivance enough to carry me off witboat his know- 
ledge^ I'm yonrsu 
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/m. Humph I 

Dutn. Nay, Bir, If you beaitato— 

Jta. I'faith, no iJftd whim this. If I take her at 
her word, 1 shall tecare her fortune, and aroid 
making any settlement in return ; thus, I shall not 
only elMatthe Iotw, bat the father toa Oh 1 can- 
ning rogne; eonning Isaac! Ay, ay, let this little 
brain alone. Egad I I'll take her in the mind. 

{Asidt.) 

Dvm, Well, sir, what's your determination? 

Isa. Madam, I was dumb only from rapture. I 
applaud your spirit, and Joyfully close with your 
proposal ; for tfhich, thus let me, on this lily hand, 
exprese my gratitade. 

Duen. Well sir, you must get my father's con- 
sent to walk with me in the garden. But, by no 
means, inform him of my kindness to you. 

Jsa. No, tO-~be sure; that would spoil all: but, 
trust me, when tricking is the word, let me alone 
for a piece of cnnniog. This very day you shall be 
out of hispowAr. 

Duen, Well, I leave the management of it all to 
70a. I perceWe plainly, sir, that yon are not one 
that can be easily outwitted. 

Jsa. Egadl you're right, madam; yoa're right, 
ifUttil 

Enter Ifaid. 

Maid. Here's a gentleman at the door, who begs 
permlBsicMi to speiJc with Siffnor Isaac. 

I*a, A friend of mine, madam, and a trusty friend 
-—let him come in. i£xU Maid.) He is one to be 
depended on, madam. 

Enter OABLOSL 

So, coz ! 

Car. (Aiide.) I have left Donna Clara at your 
lodghigs ; but can no where find Antonia 

J$a. well, I will search him o^X myself. Carlos, 
you rogue, I thrive, I pros per. 

Car. Where is your mistress ? 
' Isa. There, yon booby, there she standSi 

Cor. Why, she's d— a nglyl 

/to. Hush ! 

iatiopthuftiouih.) 

Duen. What is your friend saying, signer ? 

Ita. Oh! madam, he is ezpressixighiB raptures at 
such charms as he never saw before ; eh, Carlos? 

Car. Av, such as I never saw before, indeed! 

Duen. Ton are a very obliging gentleman. Well, 
Signer Isaac, I believe we had better part for the 
present. Bemember our plan. 

Ina. Oh ! madam, it is written in my heart, fixed 
as the image of those divine beanties. Adieu, idol 
of my soolT Yet once more permit me— 

{.Ki»$a her.) 

Duen. Sweet, oourteons sir, adieu 1 

lea. Your slave eternally. Come, Carlos^ say 
something civil at taking leave. 

Car. I'faith 1 Isaac, she is the hardest woman to 
compliment I ever saw; however, I'll tiy some- 
thing I had studied for the occasion. 

(Aside.) 

SONa.— CABLOS. 

Ah I sure a pair teas never -see/it - 
SojnsUuform'd to nmt fty nature; 

The youth excelling so in mien, 
J'hc 7naid in ev'rif grace and/catur^. 



Oh! how hapry are such lovers. 
When kindred beauty each discovert; 
For surely she 
}Vas made /or tlue^ 
And thou to Mess this lovely<reatnre. 

So mild your looks, your ehildrm thence 

IFtn early learn the task of duty; 
The boys with all their fodher*s sense. 
The girls with all their mother's beauty. 
Oh! how happy to inherit 
At once such graces and imeh spirit t 
Thus while you live, 
May fortune i^ive 
Each blessing equal to your mtriL 

lExeunl. 



"feOBNB UJ.^A Library. 
DON JEBOME and FEBDINAND discovered 

Jer. Object to Antonio? I have said it: his po- 
verty ; can yon acquit him of that ? 

Ferd. Sir, I own he is not over rich ; but he is 
of as ancient and honourable a family as any in 
the kinprdom. 

Jer. Yes, I know the beggars are a very ancient 
fsmily in most kingdoms ; but never in great re- 
pute, boy. 

Ferd. Antonio, sir, has many amiable qualities. 

Jer. But he is poor; can you clear him of that, 
I say ? Is he not a gay, dissipated rake, who has 
squandered his patrimony? 

Ferd. Sir, he inherited but little i and that his 
generosity, more than his profnseness, has stripped 
him of ; but he has never sullied his honour, whioh, 
with bis title, bas outlived his means. 

Jtr. Psha ! yon talk like a blockhead. Nobility, 
without an estate, is as ridiculous as gold lace on a 
frieze coat 

Ferd. This language, sir, would better become a 
Dutch or English trader, than a Spaniard. 

Jer. Yes; and those Dutch and English traders, 
as yott call them, are the wiser people. Why, 
booby, in England, they were, formerly, as nioe, 
as to birth and family, as we are : but they have 
long discovered what a wonderfhl purifier gold is; 
and now, no one there regards pedigree in any 
tbing but a horse. Oh I here comes Isaac ! I hope 
he has prospered in his suit. 

Ferd. Doubtless, that agreeable figure of his 
must have helped his suit surprisingly. 

/er. How now? 

(Ferdinand walks aside.) 

Enter ISAAC. 

Well, my friend, have you softened her? 

La. Oh! yes ; T have softened her. 

Jer. WhntI does she come tc^ ? 

Isa. Why, truly, she was kinder than I expected 
to find her. 

Jer. And the dear little angel was civil, eh ? 

Isa. Yes, the pretty little angel was very civil. 

Jer. I'm transported to hear it. Well, and yon 
were astonished at her beauty, eh ? 

Isa. I was astonished, indeed ! Pray, how old is 
miss? 

Jer. How old? Let me see— eight aod twelve— 
she is twenty. 

Jsa. Twenty? 

Jer. Ay, to a month. 



Isik. 



Jer. 



Isa. 



Jer. 
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Isa. Then, upon my soul, she is the oldest-look- 
ing girl of her age in Christendom. 

Jer, Do you think so? But, I belieye, you will 
not see a prettier girl 

J$a. Here aud there one. 

Jer. Louisa has the family face. 

Isa. Yes, egad I I should have taken it for a 
family face, and one that has been in the family 
some time, tea 

(Atide.) 

Jer. She has her father^s eyes. 

Isa. Truly, I should have guessed them to hare 
been so. If she bad her mother's spectacles, I 
belioTe she would not see the worse. 

(Aside.) 

Jer. Her aunt Ursula's nose, and her grandmo- 
ther's forehead, to a hair. 

Isa. Ay, faith I and her graiidfMher*8 chin to a 
hair. 

Jer. Well, if she was but as dutiful as she's 
hflrndsome-r-and, harkye I friend Isaac, she is none 
of your made-up beauties ; her charms are of the 
lasting kind. 

Isa, I'faithI so they should; for if she be but 
twenty now, she may be double her age, before her 
years will overtake her face. 
. Jer. Why, coundsl master Isaac, you are not 
sneering, are you ? 

Isa. Why, now, eeriously, Don Jerome, do you 
think your daughter handsome? 

Jer. By this light, she's as handsome a girl as 
any in Seville. 

IscL Then, by these eyes, I think her as plain a 
woman as ever I beheld. 

Jer. By St. Jago, you must be blind. 

Isa. VOyjao; 'tis yon are partial. 

Jer. How! have I neither sense nor taste? If 
» fair skin, fine eyes, teeth of ivory, with a lovely 
bloom, and a delicate shape ; if these, with a hea- 
venly voiee, and a world of gra«e, are not charms, 
I know not what you call beautiful 

/«a. Good lack! with what eyes a father sees! 
As I h^ve life, she is the very reverse of all this; 
M tor the dimity skin yon told me of, I sweur, 'tis a 
thorough nankeen as (2 ver I saw ; for her eyes, their 
utmost merit is not squinting ; for her teeth, where 
there is one of ivory, its neighbour is pure eJ^ony, 
black and white alternately, jnst like the keys of 
an harpsichord. Then, as to lier singing, and 
lieiiv<enly voice; by thia hand, she has a Hiiriir, 
cracked pipe, t\^ sounds, for all the world likp a 
child's trumpet 

Jer. Why, you little Hebrew scoundrel, do you 
mean to insult me t Out of my house, X say! 

Ferd. Dear sir, what's the matter ? 

(AcbfQheiMg.} 

Jer. Why, this Isfraelite here has the impudence 
to say your sister's ugly. 

Ferd. He must bi cither blind or insolent 

Isa. So I find they are all in a story. Egad! I 
believe I have gone too far. (Aside.) 

Ford. Sure, sir, there must be some mistake; it 
can't be my sister whom he has seen. 

Jer. *Sdeath ! yuu are as great a fool as he! 
What mistake can there be ? Did not I lock np 
liOuisa ? and haven't I the key in my own pocket? 
And didn't her maid shew him into the dressing- 
room ? And yet you talk of a mistake ? No ; the 
Portuguese meant to insult me ; and, but that this 
roof protects him, old as I am, this sword should 
dQ me justice. 



Isa. I must get off as well as I can; her fortone 
U not the less handsome. (Axide.) 

DUBT.-ISAAO AKD JEEOME,^ 

Believe i»«, ff0od eiTt I m'tr measU ta c0emL 
My mtsireu J love, and I value ruf friend J 
To tem ker, and teedhy, is stiU mv requeet. 
For belter, for tcorse^ and I swear I don't JesL 

Zounds/ jf9u'd best not provoke me, mvraffe is so 
high. 

Hold Mm fastf I beseech you^ his rage is $o 

high; 
Ooodfirt you're too hot, and this place I muit 

fiy- 

You're a knave and a eotf and this place potfd 
but/ly. 

Isa. Dan Jerome, eome now, let ns lay aalde all 
jokuig, and be serious. 

Jer. flow? 

lea. Ba, ha^ faa! I'll be bttn^^dif yon haven't 
taken my abuse of your daughter seriously. 

Jer. Yon meant it so, did not yon ? 

Isa. Oh, mercy, no! a joke; just to try horn 
apgry it would make you. 

Jer. Was that all, I'faith? I didn't know you 
had been snch a wag. Ha, ha, hal By St Jiffol 
you made me very angry, though. Well, and do 
you think Lonilsa handsome ? 

Isa. fiandfiomet Venus de Medicis was a ^bil ' 
to her. 

Jer. Qive me your hand, you little jocose rogue. 
Egad ! I thoQght we had been all off. 

Ferd. So! I was in hopes this would haye been 
a quarrel; but I find the Jew is too cunning. 

(Aside.) 

Jer..Aj, this gust of passion has made me dry. 
I am seldom ruffled. Order some wine in the next 
1 oom. Let us drink the poor gfrl's health. Poor 
Louisa! Uglv, eh? Ha, ha, fiat Twaa a very 
good joke, indeed. 

Isa. And a very true one, for all that 

{Aside.) 

Jer. Aod, Fsrilinand, I insist apon your drinkini; 
success to my friend. 

Ferd. Sir, 1 wUl drink fiuccees to my friend, with 
all my heart 

Jer. Come, little Solomon, if any sparks of anger 
hajd remained, this would ne the only way to queoch 
them. 

TAIC-JEfiOME, F£BDINAKD,aff(7JSAAa 

A bumper of good lif uor 

WiU end a contest quicker. 

Than jusHce, judge, or vicar. 

So fill a cheer Jul gUus, 
And let good humour pass. 

But if more detp the guarrelf 

Why, sooner draia the barrel. 

Than be the hatful fellow, 

Thai's crabbed when he's m/eOow. 
A bumper^ Jtc. 



[Exeunt. 



SCENE lY. ^Isaac's Lodgings. 
Enter UOUISA. 



Lou. Was ever truant daughter so whimsically 
circunfitanced m I am ? I have sent my Intended 



THE DUENNA, 
husband to look after mvloyer; the man of my 
ftitMr*t'ohoiee to gOD6 to hzlntt toM MM wan of' iny 
own ; bat bow dlBpifitiDg 1b this interval ctf Mcpec* 
tatloni 
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BONO.— LOIT'SA. 

Wh(U bard, oh I time, dixovtr^ 
With tpingifint made thee move t 

Ah! »ure he teas some Idver, 
Wh« neW had kA Ms love. 

For iqAo than once did prove 
Tite pangs vhkk abuace brinfft. 

The' but one daig 

Be were avay, 
dould pidure thte with wings f 

Enter CARLOS. 

Bo, friend, to Antonio f omid ? 

Gar. 'I conld not meet with him, lady; but I 
doubt nott my friend Isaac will be hero with him 
preaentfy. 

Lou. Ob, Bhanoel Ton have need no diligenceL 
J8 thte yoiuf courtesy to a lady, who has trusted 
herself to your protection ? 

Car. fndeed, madam, I have not been remiss. 

Lou. Well, well; but if either of yon had known 
hovf each moment of delay weighs upon ^he heart 
dt herwhO loves, and waits fhe object of her Jovo 
onY ye "would not tht^n, have ttjf^ed thus. 

Car. Alas, I know it too well." 

Lou. Were yoiiever in lov*, then? 

Car. I wai, lady ; bat wUle i bAve life, will nerer 
beagaiii. 

LtHf, Was your mistress so cruel ? 

C'^r. U she had^ always been so-, I should have 
been happier. 

SONa.-^ABLOS. 

OJ^ had my love ne'er smiVd on ms^ 

Ine'ir had iMoum such anguish; 
But thi"k hoie false, Jtoto cruel <Ae, 

To Ud me cease to languish. 
To lid me hope her hand to gain. 

Brtathe on aflame ha\f perisKd; 
And then with cold andflv d di dain^ 
' Tq kilt the hope she cherished. 
Not toofse his fate, who oh a wrecl^ 

That drove as viods did Mow it ; 
Sdenl had Wt the shaiter'd deck. 

To find a grave below it. 
Then land was eried—no more resign'd, 
' 7/<? glow*d with Joy to hear it , 
JSor worse his fate, his woe to find, 

The wreck must sink ere near iL 

Lou. As I live, here Is your friend coming with 
Antonio. I'll retire for a moment to surprise 
Mm. C£xiL 

^nfer ISAAC and ANTONIO. 

AnL Indeed, ray good friend, you must be mis- 
taken. Clara d'A}manza in love with me, and em^ 
ploy'you to bring ifle to meet her! It is impossl- 

Isa. That yon shall see in an instant Carlos, 
where \b the Jadv it In the ne^t room is she ? 
' Ant. IJay, if thtft lady Is really there, she cer- 
tainly wasos me t6 copdnct her to a dear friend of 
mlhk, nrho has long been her loyer. 

fjM. I'Bha) I ton yon *tfB no such thing. Toa 



are the man she wants, and nobody bat you. 
Here*B ado to persnaiSB you to take a pretty girl 
that's dyitig for yon ! ' 

Ant But I have no affection for this lady. 

Isa. And you have for Louisa, eh? btit take my 
word for it, Antonio, you have no chance there; 
80 you may as well secure the good that offers It- 
self to you. 

Ant. And eould yon reconcile it to your con- 
science to Supplant your friend ? 

Isa. Pfsh 1 Conscience has no more to do with gal- 
lantry, than it has with politics. Why, you are no 
honest fellow, if love oan't make a rogue of you; 
so oome, do go fas, and speak to her at least 

Ant. Well, I have no objection to that 

Isa'. (Ofeiis th^doe¥.) There, there she is? yonder 
by the window. Get in, da (Rushes him in, and half 
shuts the door.) Now, Carlos, now i shall hamper 
hfan, I warrant "Stay, Fll peep howthpygo on. 
Egadl- ho looks confoundedly posed; Now, she's 
coaxing him. See, Carlos he begins to come to : 
S'y, ay, he'll soon forget his conscience. 

Car. I.,ook; now ttrey are both laughing! 

ha. Ay, so th*y are. Yes. yes; they are laughs 
ing at the dear friend he talked of. Ay, poor devil, 
they have Outwitted him. 

Car^. ^b w he's ktesiag her haod. 

Isa. Yes, yes, 'faith, they are agreed. He's 
cau^'ht, he's entangled. My dear Carlos, we hate 
brought it about Oh! this little cunning head! 
I'm a Bfacbia?<|^a Very Machiavel. 

Car. I hear saftiebody inquiring for you« I'll see 
who it is. ^,Exit. 

Enter ANTONIO and LOUISA. 

Ant. Well, my good friend, this lady has so en- 
tirely convinced me of the certainty of your sacceKs 
at Don Jerome's, that I now resign my pretensions 
there. 

Jsa. You never did a wiser thing, believe me ; 
and as for deceiving your friend, that's notlilng at 
all ; tricking is all fair in loVe, isn't It ma'am 'i 

Lou. Certainly, sir; and I am particularly glad 
to find you are of that opinion. 

Isa. Oh! lud, yes, ma'am. Let any one outwit 
me, that can, i say. But here, let me join your 
hands : there, you lucky rogue I I wish you happily 
married, from the bottom of my soul 

Lou. And I am sure, if yoa Wish it, no one else 
should prevent it 

Isa. IV ow, Antonio, we are rivals no more; so 
let us be friends, Will you? 

Ant. WUh all my heart Isaae. 

Isa. It is not every man, let me tell you, that 
would have taken such pains, or been so geueroua 
to a rival. 

Ant. No, 'faith! I don't believe there's another 
besides yourself in all Spain. 

Isa. Well, but you resign all pretensions to the 
other ^dy 7 

Aitt. ^at I do, most shicerely. 

Isa, I doubt you have a little hankering there 
stUL 

AnU None in the leasts upon my souL 

Iscu I meaA after her fortune. 

Ant. No, believe me. *Y6tt are heartily welcome 
to every thing lAe halL 

Isa. Well, 'faith, you have had the best of the 
bargain, as to beau^, twenty to one. Now I'll tell 
you a secret; $ am to carry off Louisa this yery 
evening. 

Ant. Indeed! 



im 
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7m. Tef, she hM iwoni not to iak« a hnabMid 
from her father's hand ; eo, I*t6 persaadBd him to 
tmst her to walk with mo in the garden, and than 
we shall gire him the slip. 

Lou. And la not Don Jerome to know anything 
ofthis? 

Jsa. Oh! Ind, no ; there lies the jest DonH 7on 
see, that by this step I over-reach him? I shall be 
entitled to the glrrs fortone, without settUnf a 
dacat on her. Ha, ha, ha! I'm a conning dog, 
aVt I ? A sly little yUlain, eh ? 

Lou. Ha» ha, ha! yon are, indeed! 

Jaa. Bogolsh, you'll say, but keen, eh?— devilish 
keen? 

AtU. So TOO are, indeed ; keen— venr keen. 

Itc, And what a langh we shall have at Don 
Jerome'a when the truth oomes ont, eh? 

lou. Yes, ril answer for it, we shall have a good 
laugh, i^en the truth comes out. Ha, ha, ha 1 

Enter CASLOS. 

Car. Here axe the dancers oome to practise the 
fandango yon intended to have honoored Donna 
Louisa witL 

7m. Oh, 1 sha'n't want them : bat as I most pay 
them, 1*11 see a caper for my money. Will yon 



Lou. Willingly. 

Isa. Here's my friend, whom yon may command 
for any service. Madam, your^Mst obedient. 
Antonio, I wish you all hapctineee. Oh, the easy 
blockhead I what a tool I have made of him ! This 
was a master-piece. {Aside.) 

[Exit. 

Lou, Carlos, will you be my guard again, and 
convey me to the Convent of St Catherine ? 

Ant. Why, Louisa— why. dionld you go there? 

Lou. I have my reasons, and you most not be 
seen to go with me ; I shall writo from thence, to 
my father; perhaps, when he finds what he has 
driven me to, he may relent 

Ant. I have no hopes from him. Oh, Louisa, in 
these arms should be your sanctuary. 

Lou. Be patient but for a little while. My father 
cannot force me thence. But let me see yoo there 
before evening, and I will explain myself. 

Ant. I shall obey. 

Lou. Come, friend. Antonio, Carlos has been a 
lover himself. 

Ant. Then he knows the valoe of his trust 

Car. Yon shall not find me unfaithful. 

TBIO.— ANTONIO, CABLOS, ofid LOmSA. 

Soft pity never Uavet the gentU breout, ' 

\Ykere love has been received a wOcome gwit^ 
A s wand ring saints poor huts have sacred madtt 
He halUnes ev^ry heart he onee has stoay'd ; 
A nd vhen his presence ve no longer skaret 
null leaves compassion asarelie there. 

lExeunt. 



ACTin. 

SCENE I-nA Librarf. 

Enter JEBOME and a ServanL 

^*er. Why, I never was so amazed in my life t 
Louisa gone off with Isaac Mendozat whati 
steal away with the very than whom I wanted her 
to marry ? elope with her own husband, as it were ? 
It is impossible! 



Sent. Her maid says, sir, they had your lea^a 10 
walk in the garden, while yon were abroad. Th 
door by the sumbbery was foond open, and they 
have not been heard of since. [Exi^ 

Jer. Well, It is the most nnaocoontable affair. 
*Sdeath ! there is certafaily eome infernal myatory 
in it I cant comprehemL 

Enter Second JServeaU. with a letter. 

aerv. Here is a letter, fir, ttoai Signer Isaac. 

[Exii. 

Jer. So, so ! this will explain. Ay, Isaac Men- 
doaa. Let ae see. {Reade.) 

** Dearest Sir,— Yon mus^ doubtless, be much 
surprised at mv flight with your daughter." Yes, 
'faith, and well I may. '* I had the happiness to 
gain her heart at our flrat interview." The devil 
yoo had ! " Bat she having unfortunately made a 
vow not to receive a husband from your hands, I 
was obliged to comply with her whim." So^ sot 
"We shall shortly throw oorselvea atyoor feet; 
and I hope you will have a blessing reeidy for one 
who will then be your wm-in'Jaw. 

** JakLO Memdoka.** 

A whim, eh ? Why, the devQ's in the girl, I thinki 
Thie morning, she would die, teoner than have 
him ; and before evening, she runs awf y with him I 
Well, well, my will's accomplished, let the motive 
be what it will; and the Portoguese, sorely, will 
never deny to f olfll the rest of the article. 
Enter Servant, tvHh another letter. 

aerv. Sir, here's a man below, who says h« 
brought tixis from my young lady, Donna Looiaa. 

{ExiL 

Jer. How! Yes, It is mydaughtor*B hand, in- 
deed I Lord, there was no occasion for them botk 
to write, well, let's see what she says. (ReadtJ 
*' My dearest Father,— How shall I entreat your par- 
don for the rash stop i have token;— how comeaa 
the motive r* Pish 1 hasn't Isaac just told me the 
motive? One would think they were not together 
when they wrote. " If I have a spirit too resentful of 
ill-usages, I have also aheart easily affected by kind- 
ness." So, so! here the whole matter comes ont; 
her resentment for Antonio's ill-usage haa made 
her sensible of Isaac's kindness. Yes, yes ; it is all 
plain enough. Well: — '*! am not married yat» 
though with a man ( am convinced adores mcL**— 
Yes, yes ; I dare say Isaac Is very fond of her.— "But 
I shidl anxiously expect your answer, in which 
should I be so f ortonato as to receive your consent, 
you will make completely happy, youreveraffeetion- 
ate daughter— LociSA." My consent? To be sore sIm 
shall have It. Egad ! I was never better plesaed. 
I have fulfilled my resolution; 1 knew IshoahL 
Oh I there's nothing like obetina^. LewisI 

Enter Servant. 
Let the man who brought the last letter, wait; and 
give me pen and ink below. 1 am impatient to net 
poor Louisa's heart at rest Hallo! Lewis I Banehoi 

Enter Servants. 
Bee that there be a noble supper provided in tha 
saloon to-night Serve up my best wines, and let 
me have music, d'ye hear ? 

Serv. Yes, sir. 

Jer. And order all my doora to be thrown open; 
adutit all guests, with masks, or without maaksi 
rfalth! we^ll have anight of it; and 1*11 let them 
aee how merry an old man can be. 

[Exeunt Strvemtt 



SONa-JEEOME. 

£>A / the days when I was yotmg, 

When Ilaugh'd in fortune's spils^ 
TaUc'd oflme the whole day long^ 

And with nectar crown'd the night ! 
Then itwas^ old father Care^ 

Li' tie recfd I of thy frown ; 
Balf thy malice youth could bear^ 

And the rest a bumper drown. 

Truth, they say, lies in a wll ; 

Why, I vow, I ne'er cou'd ue. 
Let the water-drinkers tell; 

There it always lay fin" we. 
For when the tparkliatg wine went round, 

Veoer saw I falsehood's mask. 
But still lionest truth I found 

In the bottom of each flask. 

Truel'at leng'h my vigour's flown, 

I have years to bring decay; 
Few the locks that now I own. 

And the few I have are grey. 
Ttt, o^d Jerome, thou may'st boosts 

While thy tpifUsdo not tire, 
Still beneath thy age's frost, 

Glows a spark of youthful fire. 



lExit, 



SCENE IL— 2%e New Piazza. 
Enter FEBDINAND and LOPEZ. 

Ferd. WhAt! oould you gather no tidings of •her, 
nor guess where she was gone? Oh I Clara^ 
Clara 1 

Lop. In truth, sir, I eonld not That she was 
ran away from her father, was in everybody's 
month; and th|it Don Uuzman was in purstdt of 
her was also a very common report. "Where she 
was gone, or what was become of her, no one 
conld take upon him to say. 

Ferd. 'Sdeath and fury, yon blockhead! she 
can't be out of Seville. 

Lop. So I said to myself, sir : " 'Sdeath and fury, 
yon blockhead, (says I,) she can't be oat of Se- 
Tille." Then some said she had hanged herself 
for love ; and others have it, Don Antonio had 
carried her off. 

Ferd. 'Tis false, scoundrel I no one said that 

Lop. Then I misunderstood them, sir. . - 

Ferd. Go, fool, get home, and never let me 
see yon again till you bring me news of her. [Exit 
Lapez.1 Oh 1 how my fondness for this ungrateful 
girl has hurt my disposition ! 

Enter ISAAC. - 

Jsa. Bo! I have her safe, and have only to find a 
priest to many us. Antonio now may marry Clara, 
or not, if he pleases. 

Ferd. What ? what was that yon said of Clara ? 

Isa. Oh! Ferdinand, my brother-in-law, that 
shall be, who thought of meeting yon I 

Ferd. Bat what of Clara ? 

Jsa. rfaith, you shall bear. This morning, as I 
Was coming down, I met a pretty damsel, wbo told 
me her name was Clara d'AImanzo, and begged my 
protection. 

Ferd. Howl 

Jsa, She said she had eloped from her father* 
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Don Guzman, but that love for a young gentleman 
in Seville, was the cause. 

Ferd. Oh, heavens I did she confess it? 

Isa. Oh I yes ; she confessed at once ; but, then, 
says she, my lover is not informed of my flight, 
nor suspects my intention. 

Ferd. Dear Ijreature! no more I did, indeed. 
Oh! I am tho happiest fellow! ^Aside.) Well, 
Isaac? ' 

Isa. Why, then, she entreated me to find him out 
for her, and bring him to her. 

Ferd. Good heavens, how luckj! Well, come 
along, let's lose no time. 

{Pulling him.) 

Isa. Zooks ! where are we to go ? 

Ferd. Why, did anything more pass? 

/so. Anything more ? yea ; the end on't was, that 
I was moved with her speeches, and complied with 
her desires. 

Ferd. Well, and where is she ? 

Isa. Where is she? Why, don't I tell yon I^com- 
plied with her request, and left her aafe in the arms 
of her lover. 

Ftrd. 'Sdeath ! you trifle with me. I have never 
seen her. 

Isa. You ! Oh, lud, no! How the devil should 
you ? *T was Antonio she wanted : and with Anto- 
nio I left her. 

Ferd. Hell and madness! (Aside.) What! 
Antonio d'Ercilla? 

Isa. Ay, ay, the very man ; and the beM part of 
it was, he was shy of taking her at first He. talked 
a good deal about honour and oonscience, and 
deceiving some dear friend; but, lord! we soon 
over-ruled that 

Ferd. You did? 

Isa. Oh! yes, presently. "Such deceit" Bays 
he.— ''Pish! (says the lady,) tricking is all fair in 
love."—" But then, my friend," (says he).— "Psha! 
d— n your frtend," (says I). So, poor wretch, he 
has no chance. No, no; he may hang himself, aa 
soon as he pleasea 

Ferd. I mast go, or I shall betray myself. 

{Asid^) 

Isa. But stay, Ferdinand, you haven't heard the 
best of the joke. 

Ferd. Curse on your j6ke ! 

Isa. Good lack! what's the matter now? I 
thought to have diverted you. 

Ferd. Be racked! tortured! damned— 

Isa. Why, surely, you are not the poor devil of a 
lover, are you? I'faith! as sure as can be, he *8. 
This is a better joke than t'other. Ha, ha. ha ! 

{Aside.) 

Ferd. What 1 do you laugh ? yon file, mischievous 
varlet! {Collars him.) But that you're beneath pay 
anger, I'd tear your heart out 

^ (Throws him from himj 

Isa. Oh I mercy ! Here's usage for a brother-hi- 
law! 

Ferd. But, harkye, rascal! tell me directly 
where these false friends are gone; or, by u»y 
soul — 

(Draws.) 

Isa. For heaven's sake, now, my dear brother-in- 
law, don't be in a rage. I'll recollect as«\vell as I 
can. 

Ferd, Be quick, then ! 

Isa. I will, I will ; but people's memories differ \ 
some have a treacherous memory ; now mine is a 
cowardly mr^>mory ; it takes to its heel^ at sight of 
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» dmim ffrord; It doei, i'faltfa! and I oonld as 
won fight as recollect. 

Ferd. Zounds! tell me the tnxth, and I won't 
hurt yon. 

/to. No^ no; I know yon won't, my dear brother- 
in-law ; bat that ill-looking thing there— 

Ferd, What, then, you won't tell me f 

/«a. Yeel yea! I will— I'll tell yoa all, npon my 
soul I But why need yon listen sword in hand ? 

i^«rd Why, there. (Puts up.) Now? 

I$a. Why, then, I believe, thev are gone to— that 
is, my Mend Carlos told me, he had left Donna 
Clara— dear Ferdinand, keep your hands off— at 
tfae convent of St Catherine. 

Ferd. St Catherine. 

j$a. Yes ; and that Antonio was to come to her 
there. 

Fitd. Isthtothetmth? 

Imo. It is, indeed : and all I know, as I hope for 
life. 

Fird. Well« coward, take your life. 'Tis that 
false, dishonourable Antonio, who shall feel my 
Tengeanco. 

Im. Ay, ay, kill him; cut h!s throat and wel- 
come. 

Ferd. But, for Clara— infamy on her; she is not 
worth my resentment 

Js€L No more she is, my dear brother-in-law. 
rralth! I would not be angry about her ; she Is not 
worth it, indeed. 

Ferd. *T\k false! She is worth the enmity of 
princea 

ItcL True, true ; so she is ; and I pity yon ex- 
ceedingly for having lol^t her. 

Ferd. 'Sdeath, yourasoal! how durst yon talk of 
pitying me? 

/«a. Oh ! dear brother-in-law, I beg pardon, I 
don't pity yon in the least upon my soul. ' 

Ferd. Get hence, foot and provoke me no 
further; nothing but your insignificance saves 
you. - 

/M. I'faith ! then my insignificance is the best 
friend I have. I'm going, dear Ferdinand. What 
a cursed hot-headed bully ho is ! 

lAside.-'ExeurU. 



SCENE HL^The Qarden qftlie Convent. 
Enter LOUISA and CLABA. 

Imt. ^nA yon really wish my brother may not 
find you out? 

Cla. Why else have I concealed myself under 
tluadlsguise? ^ . ^ 

lou. Why, perhaps, because the dress becomes 
you i for you certainly don't intend to be a nun for 
lire. 

Ola. It indeed, Ferdinand had not offended me 
HV last night— 

lou. Come, come, it was his fear of losing you 
made him so rash. 

'Oia. Well, you may think me cruel ; but I swear, 
if he were here this instant— I believe I should 
i02^T^ him. 



SONG.— CLARA 

Sff him we love ofended^ 
How so6n our anger ftiett 

One day apart, 'tis ended; 
Behold hitf\ and U dieM, 



Laa night yow rwing Wolhtr, 

Enrag'd I bade depart^ 
And sure hie rude preiumptiim 

De*erv*d to loee my heeart 

TtX^ were he now before me^ 

In spite of injur d pridf^ 
I fear my eye* would pardon^ 

Before my tongue could chide. 

Lou. I protest, Clara, I shall begin to think yon 
are seriously resolved to enter on yonr probation. 

Cla. And, seriously, I yerv much doubt wjiether 
the character of a ntin would not become me best 

Lou. Why, to be sure the character of a nun is a 
very becoming one at a masquerade ; but no pretty 
woman, in her Benses, ever thought of taking the 
veil for above a night. 

CI '. Tonder I see your Antonio is returned. I 
shall only interrupt you. Ah t I^ouisa, with what 
happy eagerness you turn to look for him I 

\Exit. 
Enter ANTONIO, 

Ant. Well; my Louisa, any news since I left you? 
Lou. None. The messenger is not returned from 

my father. 

AnL Well, I confess I do not pereeWe what we 
are to expect from him. 

l^ou. I shall be easier, however, in baving made 
the trial ; I do not doubt your sincerity, Antonio ; 
but there is a chilling air around poverty, that often 
lulls affection, WvxX. was not nursed lii it >f we 
would make love our household go4> we had best 
fcocure him a comforTablc roof. 

SONG.— ANTONIO. 

IIovD Oft, Louisa, hast thou told, 

i:or wilt thou the fond boaet dieown. 
Thou would'st not lose Antonio'e iote, 

To rtign the partner of a ihmnel 
And by those lips, titat tpoke. to tnui, 

A od by tluU handf Fte freu'd to mine. 
To be the lord of wealth erndpowir, ■ 

JJi/ beav'ns, J would mot part with thine I 

Then Jiow, my soul, can we he poor, 

Who otcn what kingdom* could not buv t 
Of this true heart thoa shall be ^een, 

Jn seizing thee, a monarch J. 
Thus uncontrctVd in mutual bHsSt 

And rich in love's exhauitiUu mine. 
Do thou snatch treasure* from mt \ip*. 

And Til take kingdom* Ifockftom f$wift 

Enter Maid, with a letter. 

Lou. My father's answer, I suppose. 

Ant. My dearest Loufsa, you maybe assured that 
it contains nothing but threats and reproaches. 

Lou. Let us see, however. (Reads.) "Dearest 
dtiughter, make yourself happy; ^ou have my'fnll 
consent *to marry as your whfan has chosen, but be 
sure come home and sup with yodr affeetiotiato 
father."' « 

Ant. You jest, Loufsa! 

Lou. (OivesMm the letter.) Bead— read. 

Ant. 'Tis so, by heavens! 6ure there must be 
some mistake; but that's none of otrr business. 
Now, Louisa, you have no excuse for delay. 

Lou, Shall we not, ihen, retnm and thank my 
father? 

Ant. But first let the priest put it out of his power 
to recall hit word. I'll fly to procure one. 



THE DUENNA. 



tm 



Lorn. "Hvt tf yon P^rt with me again, perhaps yea 
nay lose me. 

AnL Oome, then;, there i» a friar of a neigh- 
Ixwring convent who 1b my friend. Tou have 
already been diverted by the manners of a nuouery ; 
let na aee^ whether there is less hypocrisy among 
the holy fathers. 

Jiou^ Tn afr»id not, Antonio } for in religion, as 
iaiiiendahip, those who profess most are ever the 
least sincere. 

[Exeunt. 

£nter CLABA. 
da. So! yonder they go, as happy as a mntdal 
and confessed affection can make them, while 1 am 
left in soUtiuleb^ Heighol Lore may, perhaps, ex- 
cuse the rashness of an elopement from one's 
fdead^ hot I am sore, nothing bnt the presence of 
the man we love can support it. Ha? wliat do 1 
see? FeEdhwndf aa I Uvel Hov could he gahi 
nOmission? By potent gold, I eappoea, as Antpnlo 
did. How eager and disturbed be semns ; he shall 
net know me aa yei (Lets down her teU.) 

EMef FERDINAND. 

l^erd. Yes; those were certainly they: my in- 
formation was right 

(Going.) 

Cla. (^toga him.) Pray, signer, what is your bu- 
siness nenj ? 

Ferd. Ko matter •> no matter. Oh! they stop. 
{Loolcs out.) Yes, ihat is the perfldious Clara, in- 
deed! 

Cld., So; a jealous error: I'm glad to see him so 
moved. 

{Aside.) 

Ferd, Hot diiguise can't conceal her. No, no ; I 
i:now her too weU 

eta. "Wonderful discernment! but, signer— 

Ferd. Be quiet, good nun, don't tease me. By 
heavens I she leans upon his aim, hangs fondly on 
ft! Oh! woman, woman! 

Cla, But, slgnot, who la it you want? 

Ferd. Not you, not you ! so, pr'ythee, don't toase 
me- Yet, pray, stay: gentle nun, was it not Donna 
Clara d'AImanza just parted from you? 

Cla. Claral d'AImanza, siguor, is not yet out of the 
garden. 

Ferd. Ay, ay I knew I was right And pray, 
ifl not that gentleman now at the porch with her, 
fiitQuidd'Ercilla? 

Cla. It is indeed, signer. 

Fitd. So, so! now but fgr one question more. 
0^ yon inform me for what purpose they have 
gone away? 

C/o. They are gone to be married, I believe. 
'./W-d "Very welL Enough. I^ow if I don't mar 
tteirweddiixg— 

[Exit. 

(fia. (tfnveili.^ I fhought jealousy had niado 
loveHB qufck sighted; ba.t it has made mine blind.. 
li)nisa-s story accounts to me for this error ; and I 
ara^lad Jo And I have power enough over him to 
mm film fio tmbappy. fiut why should not I be 
present at.his snrprise, when undeceived? "When 
Oe'fi through fhft fjorch, t'll follow him; and, 
perhaps, JLouisa shall not singly be a bride. 

SONG.— CLARA. 
Adieu I fhou.drearjf pile, where never dies 
TM tuilen tcho MfrepentORt eight ; 



Ye leister mourners qfeach lonelp edlj 
Inured to hymns and sorrow^ fare ye vfeU f 
For happier scenes I fly this darksome grovif 
To saints a prison^ biU a ton^ to love. 

SCENE IV.-^A Court before the Priory, 

Enter ISAAC, foUotved by ANTONIO. 

Ant. What, my friend Isaac ! 
Jsa. "What, Antonio! Wish me joy! I tune 
Louisa safe. 
Ant. Have you ? I wish you joy with »U xdy 

BOUL 

Jsa. I have come here to procare a prie^ct to 
marry ns. 

Ant. Sot then we are both on the same ermco ; 
I am come to kx>k for Father PauL 

Isa. Ah! lam glad ont But, i'faithl he must 
take me first ; my love is waiting. 

Ant. And so is mine: I left her in the porch. 

Jsa. Ay, but I am in haste to get back to IXn 
Jerome. 

Ant. And so am I, toa 

Isa. Well, perhaps he'll save time, and marty US 
both together; or I'll be your father, and you siiall 
be mine. Come along; but you are obliged (o ijoe 
for all this. 

AnL Yes, yes. 

SCENE v.— il Room in the Priory. Friars ai i/ts 
table drinking. 

GLEE AND CHORUS. 

This bottle's the sun cfour toUe^ 

IJis beams are rosy wine; 
■RV, planets, that are not able 

Without his help to shine. 

Let mirth and glee abound; 

You'll soon gi'ote bright^ 

With borrow'd lights 

,And shine as he go s round. 

Paul Brother Francis, toss the bottle abot^t, aud 
give me your toast 

Fran. Have we drunk the abbesb of St Uran- 
Une? 

Paul. 7CS, yes ; she was the last 

Fran. Then I'll give yon the blue-eyed qui of 
St Catherine's. 

Paul. With all my heart. Wrinit.) Pray, 
brother Francis, were there any benediotions left 
in my absence. 

Fran. Don Juan Cordnba has left a hondrad 
ducats to remember him in our masses. 

Paul. Has he? Let them be paid- to our wln^ 
merchant and we'll remember him in our glaasea, 
which will do just as well Anything more? 

Fran. Yes; Baptista, tl»e rich miser, who died 
last week, has bequeathed us a thousand pistoles, 
and the silver lump, he used in his own chamber, 
to burn before the imago of St Anthony. 

Paul. 'Twas well meant; but we'll employ hi« 
money better. Baptista's bounty shall Ii--:ht th« 
living, not the dead. St Anthony is not afraid to 
be left in the dark, though he waa {A knocking 
withoutj See who's there. 

{They ckar the taffle, and retire behind th» 
curtain. Francis goes to tht door tanA 
opens itd 



1070 



THE DUENNA. 



jenUr Petier. 
For. Here's one without, in pressing haste to 
speak with Father Paul. 
Fran. Brother PauJ I 

(Paul comes from behind the euruin voilh a 
glass of wine and a piece ofcal^) 
Paul Hero! How durst you, fellow, thus abruptly 
break in upon our devotions ? 
For. I thought you were finished. 
Paul No, they were not; were they, brother 
Francis ? 
Fran.- Not by a bottle each. 

Paul. But neither you nor your fellows mark 
how the hours go. No^ you mind nothing but the 
gratifying of your appetites. Ye eat, and swill, 
and sleep, and gormandize, and thrive, while we 
are wasting in mortidcation. 

For. We af^k no more than nature craves. 

Paul. 'Tis false; ye have more appetites than 
hairs; and your flashed, sleek, and pampered 
appearance, is the disgrace of our order. Out 
on'tl If you are hungry, can't you be oontent with 
the wholesome roots of the earth ; and if you are 
dry, isn't there the crystal spring ? {Drinks.) Pat 
this away, (gion a glass) and show me where I'm 
wanted. (Pcrter drains the glass. Paul gdng^ re- 
turns.) So! you would have drunk it, if there 
bad beea any left. Ah I glutton, glutton I 

[Exeunt. 

BCENE YL—The Court before the Proiry, 
Enter ISAAC and ANTONIO. 

Isa. A plaguy while coming, this ssjme Father 
Paul. He's detained at vespers, I suppose, poor 
fellow. 

Ant. No; here he comes. 

Enter PAUL. 

Good Father Paul, I crave your blessing. 

Isa. Yes, good Father Paul, wo are come to beg 
a favour. 

Paul What Is it, pray? 

ha. To marry us, good Father Paul; and in 
truth, thou dost look the very pi-iest of Hymen. 

FauL In short, I may be called so ; for I deal 
in repentance and mortification. 

Isa. No, no ; thou seemest an olflcer of Hymen, 
becavse thy presence speaks content and good 
humour. 

Paul. Alas! my appearance is deceitful. Bloated 
I am, indeed; for, fasting is a windy recreation, 
4uid it hath swoln me like a bladder. 

Ant. But thou hast a good fresh colour in thy 
face, father; rosy, i'faithl 

Pant. Yes, I havo blushed for mankind, till the 
hue of my shame is as fixed as their vices. 

Jsa. Qood man 1 

Paul. And I have laboured, too ; bat to what 
pixrpoBe? They continue to sin undermy very nose. 

Isa. I feeksl father, I should have guessed as 
much ; for your nose seems to be put to the blush 
more than any other part of your face. 

Paul. Go, you're a wag. 

Ant. But to the purpose, father. Will ygu of- 
ficiate for us ? 

Paul. To join young people thus clandestinely 



is not safe ; and, indeed, I have in my beart many 
weighty reasons against it 

Ant. And I have in my hand many weighty 
reasons for it. Tsaao, haven't yoa an argnmeat 
or two in our favour abont you? 

Isa. Yes, yes; here is a most nnanswerable 
purse. 

Paul. For shatne! you make me angry: yon 
forget who I am ; and when importonate peqple 
have forced their trash— ay, into this pocket, here 
~or into this—why, then, the sin was tbeira. {Then 
put money into his pockets.) Fie! now, how yon dis« 
tress me. I wonld return it, but that I must touch 
it that way, and so wrong my oath. 

Ant. Now, then, come with ns. 

Isa. Ay, now give us your title to Joy and rap- 
torSb 

Paul WeU, when yonr hoar of repentance cornea, 
don't blame me. 

Ant. No bad oaotlon to my friend Isaac. (Atide.) 
Well, well, father, do yon do your part, and I'll 
abide the consequence. 

Isa. Ay, and so will L {They are going.) 

Enter LOUISA, running. 

Lou. Oh 1 Antonio, Ferdinand is at the poroh, and 
inquiring for us. 

Isa. who? Don Ferdinand I He*8 not inqtdring 
for me, I hope. 

Ant. Fear not, my love ; I'll soon pael^ him. 

(To Louisa.) 

Isa. Egad! you won't Antonio, take my advice, 
and run away; this Ferdinand is the most onmer- 
ciful dog, and has the cursedest long sword ; and 
upon my soul, he comes on purpose to cat your 
throat 

Ant. Never fear, never fear. 

Isa. Well, you may stay If yon will ; but PU get 
some one to marry me; for, bySt; Jago, he shall 
never marry me again, while I am master of a pair 
of heels. 

(Runs out.} 

Enter FERDINAND. 

(Louisa veUt hef^lf.) 

Ferd. So, sir, I have met with you at last; 

Ant. Well, sir? 

Ferd. Base, trencherousman! whence oan a false, 
deceitful soul,y ike yours, borrow confldenoe, to look 
so steadily on the man you've injured? 

Ant. Ferdinand, you are too warm. Tia true 
you find me on the point of wedding one 1 love be- 
yond my life; but no argument of mine prevailed 
on her to elope. I scorn deceit as mncn as yon. 
By heaven ! I knew not she had left her fatherX 
till I saw her. 

Ferd. What a mean excuse; you have wronged 
your friend, then, for One whose wanton <<orward« 
ness anticipated your treachery; of this, indeed, 
your 7ew pander informed me: but let yoor con- 
duct be consistent, and since you have dared to do 
wrong, follow me, and shew you have a spirit to 
avow it. 

Lou. Antonio, I perceive hia;mi8take; leave him 
tome. 

Paul. Friend, you are rude, to interrnpt the union 
of two willing hearta 

Ferd. No, meddling priest; the hand he seeks ii 
mine. 

Paul. If so, I'll proceed no further. Lady, did 
you ever promise this youth yonr hand? 

(To Louisa, who shakes her head.) 
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/VrdL Cl»rBt I Ibank you for your Bilence: I would 
not baTo beard your tongoe atow aaoh ttMty ; be 
it your punishment to remember, I beTe not re- 
ppoecbed you. 

JBMcp OLAfiA. 
aa. Wb*t mockery ie tbis ? 

(AsideJ 
Ferd. Antonio, you are protected now, bat we 
shall meet. 

(O^inff; Clara holds om armt and lautta Vu 
other.) 

DUST.—LOUISA aitd OLABA. 

Loo. Turn the* rounds I pragthHt 
C<dm awMl€ thjf rage. 

Cle. IviM»thaptoMiaiffheet\ 
Andthy wrtUh a$$uaffi» 

Loo. Ooakbi thou not di$cortr 
One $o dear to thtet 

Clfc Canai thom he a lover. 

And thuefyfrom mef 

(Both unveil.) 

Ferd, How't.tbisI my ilsterl Clan tool Tm 
ecnfoniaded. 

ZoH. 'Tis even ao, good brotber. 

^«l. Howl what impiety I Did tbe m*n want 
to marry bia own aiater f 

Low. And are not you aabamed of yooraelf, not to 
know your own aiater f 

Cla. To driTO away your own mistreaa ! 

Lqu. Don't you aee bow jealouay bltada people ? 

Cla. Ay, and will yon ever be jealoua again ? 

Ferd Never, never. Too, aiater, I know, will 
foi^Te me; but bow, Olara, aball I preaume-** 

Cia. No. no, juat now yon told me not to teaae 
3rou. "What do yon want, good aignor?** "Not 
yon, not you.** Obi yon oUnd wretcbl But 
a wear never to be jealoua again, and Til forgive 
yon. 

Ferd. By all— > 

Cla, There, that will do: yonll keep the oatb 
JnatMwelL 

iGivee her hand) 

Lou. But. brother, here is one to whom aome 
apology ia dne. 

Ferd Antonio. I am ashamed to thlnk«- 

Ant. Not a word of ezonae, Ferdinand ; I have 
not been in love myaelf without learning that a 
lover'B anger abould. never be reseated. Bnt, eome, 
let ua retire with thia good father, and we'll ex- 
plain to you the cause of this error. 

GLEE AND OHOBUS. 

€tft doee ffif men smile to hear 

Wordu vowt of feign' d refford; 
Welt he inom when they*rt tineere ; 



Never elow to ^ioe reuardi 
For hit glorjf 4s to prove 
Kind to thou who vedfor looe. 



l^xcunf. 



SOXNE yiL^A grand Saloon. 

Enter DON JEBOMB and ServanU. 

Jer. Be anre, now, let everything be in the best 
order; let all my aervanta have on the. merriest 
facea: but tell them to get aa I)tt)e dnink aa posai- 
^ tqi after supper, 



Enter a Sertfant. 
Sent. Sir, here ia Signer laaac. 
£fi(«rISAAa 

Jer. 3o, my dear aon-in-law! There, take my 
bleaaing and forgiveneas. But wbere'a my dangh- 
ter? wbere'a Lonlaa? 

Isa. She*a without, impatient for a blesaing, bnt 
almoat afraid to enter. 

7er. Oh, fly, and bring her In. [Fxit Jsaac} 
Poor girl I long to see her pretty face. 

Jsa. {Without.) Come, my chatmer! my trem- 
bUng angel! 

Enter ISAAC andth* DUENNA. 

Jer. (Runs to meet them; she kneels.) Come to my 
arms, my^Starts baet.) Why, who the devil have 
we here? 

Isa. Nay, Don Jerome, yon promiaed ber for- 
givenesB ; see how the dear creature droops ! 

Jer. Droops, indeed 1 Why, gad take me. this 
ia old Margaret. But where's my daqgbter, wbere's 
Louisa? 

Isa. Why bere, before your eyea Nay, don*tbe 
abashedjiny sweet wife. 

Jer. wife, with a vengeance! Wby, xoundat 
yott have not married the Duenna ? 

Duen. {Kneeling.) Oh, dear papa, yon'U not dis- 
own me, Bure. ^^ 

Jer. Papa, i^pa! Why, zonnda! yonr impudence 
is aa great aa yonr nglineas. 

/mi. Bise, my charmer; go, throw yonr snowy 
arms about bis neck, and convince him you are — 

Duen. Oh, sir, forgive me. 

{Bnibraees him.) 

Jer. Help, murder! 

Servants. What's the matter, sir? 

Jer. Why, here, this d-d Jew has brongbt an 
old barridan to strangle me. 

Isa. Lord, it is bis own daughter; and he is so 
bard-hearted he wont forgive ber. 

Enter ANTONIO and LOUISA. 

(nejf kneel) 

Jer. 2Sonnds and fury! What's bere now? Who 
sent foryon, sir, and who the devil are you? 

Ant Ibis lady's husbaiid, air. 

/fo. Ay, that be ia, I'll be sworn : for I left 
them with the priest, and was to have given ber 
away, 

Jer. Yon were? 

Isa, Ay, that's my boneet friend Antonio; and 
that's the little girl I told you I had hampered blm 
with. 

Jer. Why, yon are either dmnk or mad: tliis ia 
nydanghter. 

lea. No, no; 'tis yon are botb drunk and mad, I 
think. Bens'i your daughter. 

Jer. Harkyei old iniquity, will yon explain aU 
this, or not? 

J>uen. Come, then, Don Jerome,! will; tbongh 
onr habits might inform you all. Look on your 
daughter there, and on mo. , 

Isa. What's this I bear? 

Duen. The truth is, that In yonr passion, this 
morning, you made a small mistake ; for you turned 
vour daughter out of doors, and locked up your 
bumble servant 

Isa. Ob, Ittd! oh, Indl here's a pretty fellow, 
to turn his daughter out of doors, instead of an q14 
duenna. 

/fp, 4n4 oh, iQd! Oh, Ind! kero*B a pretty feir 
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low, to marry an old dawiiMS iMtead of my dangh- 
ter. Bat how came the rest about? , 

Vuen. I have only to add, that I remained in 
your daughter's plaoa, and had the good fortune to 
engagAtbe alfectiona of my sweet husband here. 

Im. Her husband ! why, you old witch, do you 
think ril be your husband now? This is a trick, 
a cbeat, and yon ought all to be ashamed of your- 
8e1ve& 

AnU Harkye ! Jsaao, do you dare to complain 
of tricking f Bon Jerome,! give you my word, 
thi? cunning Portuguese has brought all this upon 
Mmself, by endeavouring to over-reaoh yon, by 
getting your daughter's fortune, without making 
any settlement In return. 
Jtr. Ovs^r-reach me I 

.Jjou, 'twas BO, indeed, sir; and we can provait 
to you. 

Jer. Why, sad take me*, it ii}u«t be so; or he 
could never nave put up with sueh a face aa Mar- 
gMtt's. So. lUtle Solomon, I wish you joy of your 
wile, with all my eouL 

Lou. Isaac, trieking is all fair in love. Let yon 
alanafor aidpt! ' 

Ani. A cunning dog, aren't you? A sly little 
^lai%ah9 

Lou. Bojuish, perhaps; but keen, devilish keenl 

V^. Yet, yes; his aunt always called him little 
Solomon. 

. Zm. Why, Ijbp plagnea of JBgyp^ upon y^u aU ? 
Bui do you think Til submit to aueb. an impositi^iv? 

Jji<..]4aao, «ne serious word: you'd better be 
content as ypu are; for, bfUeve me, you will find 
that, in tbe opinion of tbe world, there is not a 
(airer subject for contempt and ridicule, than a 
knave become the dupe of his -own ari 

Isa. I don't om"*. I'll not endure this. Don 
JerooM, 'tis you have done this ; yon would b9 so 
cursed positive about the beauty of her yon lo<iked 
up, and all the time, I told yon sha was as old as 
my mother, and as ugly as the devU. 

Duen. Why, yo^ little ibBigniflcant reptile! Dares 
such a thing as you pretend to talk of beauty ? A 
walk^ig veuleau I a body that seems to owe all its 
oonseqaence to the dropsy 1 a pair of oyea Hke two 
dead beetles in a wad of brown dough I aboard 
like an artichoke, with dty shrivaUod jaws, that 
would diagnuia the mummy of a monkey 1 

Jer, Well done, Margaret 1 

Duen. But you shall know that I have a brother, 
who wears a sword, and if yon don't do me jus- 
Uca 

Ita. Fire sei|ze your brother, and yon too t I'U 
fly to Jerasalem to avoid you. 

Jkuen. Fly where.yon will, I'llfoUow yon. 

Jer. Throw your snowy arms about him, Ma^ 
garatb [Exeunt Jeaac and .JMienna,} Ikit, LouJfia, 
ar6' you really married io inis modsst gentlems^ ? 

Lou. SiTr in obed^ca to your commands^ I gave 
hfln myliand within this hour. 

wG0r. My oqmmands? 

4n?. Yea, sir; here ia your consent under your 
own hand. 

Jer. Howl would you rob me of my child by a 
tiiek, A falsa inetcnoe ? And do you think to get 
ncr fortune by the same means ? Why, 'sliie I yon 
dra as great a rogue as Isaac. 

inf. No, Don Jerome; though I have profited 
by this paper, iu gaining your daughter's hand, I 
•qorfi to obtain lier fqrtune by deqeiW. Thai'e, yir, 
(oiMi a HdUeir.) Now give her your blessing for a 



dowar, and aU the Uttto I pottaai shall be ealOed 
on her iaiietnni. Had yon wedded her to a iprinoe, 
he could do no more^ 

Jer. Why, geA take mel but you aie a irety ex- 
traordinary fellow. But have yon the impudence 
to suppose no one can do a generous action bat 
yourself? Here, Louisa, tf'Il this proud fool of 
yours, that's he's the only man I know \^X woald 
renounce your forttme; and, by my Bonl,Jl}e's the 
only man in Spaiu that's worthy of it There, bleaa 
you both: I'm an obstinate old fellow when I'm in 
the wrong; but yott shall now find me as steady in 
the right 

Enter FERDINAND and CLABA- 

Another wonder still! Why, sirrah! Ferdinandi 
you have not stolen a nun, have you ? , 

Ftrd. She is a nun in nothing but faer.habit; sir. 
LooSc nearer, and yon will perceive '(fs Clara d'Al- 
manza, Don Guzman's daagbtecs and* with ptfdon 
for stealing a wedding, she Saalso my wife. 

Jer. Gadsbud! and a great fortuue. Ferdinand, 
you are a prudent yoong ro^ud, and I forgrve you, 
and, ifecks! you are a pretty little damseL Give 
your father-in-law a kiss, you smiling rogue! 

Cla. There, old gentleman ; and now mind yoa 
behave well to us. . , ^ 

. Jer. Ifecks) those lips haven't been chilled by 
kissing beads. Egad ! I tMlieve, I shall grow the 
best bumoured fellow in Spain* Lewis! jSancho ! 
Carlos! d'ye hear? Are all my doors >hrowB open f 
Our childpen's weddings are the onlx holidUya our 
age can boast; and tMn we draip, witif, pieaaaio, 
the little stock of spirits time has left ua. (Music 
within) But see, hero come our frieuds and neigh- 
bours! ... 

Enter Mtuqutradert. 
And, i'faith I we'll make a night ^% w^tti wine, 
and dance, and catches : then old and ^octnjj; shall 
join ns. 

FINALB. 

Jer. Come now for jesi and smiling, ' 
. Both old and young beguiling ; 

Let tu laugh at^play^ t» MyfAs atad gay^ 
TBI we banish tare aiea^. 

Loo. Thut«in»rMmUh^BbmKM4md»(m9t 
Thilnmrt shall glide along. 
Wtthaheart at ease^ mtrtf^ fnerrif fket. 
Can nofer/aU to please. 

Fcrd. Each bride with flushes glowing; 
Our wine as roty flowing. 
Let vs laugh rndpfoViAQPitfi^ oot^ ^oy. 
Till we banish care away., 

Ant Then h^alihsio every fiHendt 
The nighfs repa t sfiad ead; 

With a I turt at eoH^ mtrry^ merry glees, 
Can never fail to placm. 

Cla. JVbr, while we are so Joyous, 
Shall anxious fear annoy us , 
Lei w laugh and play, so blythe astd gay. 
Till we banish care c ~ 



Jer. For generous guests lite tftessg 
Accept the wish to please ; 

Si) ire'il laugh audploy, S9 blytfie and gap 
Your smilee drive care away. 



THE ROMAN FATHER. 

A TRAGEDY, IN FIVE ACTS— BY WILLIAM WHITEHEAD. 




iroratfi«M.<«>"Di:>TRAoncK ! Peivs her off V'—Act T, scene 1. 



TULLUS HOSTILIUS. 

HORATIUS. 

VALBRtUS. 



If^xusm |Uprre3e«te&t 



PIlTBLIUS. 

VOLSCIKIOS. 

OlTIZ^NS. 



SOLDIKRS. 
YAtKRIA. 
HORATI.V. 



ACT I. 

SO^NE J,— A Room in HorcUin's hou-e. 

VOLSOINIUS crosses th^ stage, H084TIA fottow- 

Horatio. Stay, soldlar. As you parted (rpm my 
father. 
Something I overheard of near concern, 
But all imperfecUy. Said you not, Alba 
Was on the hrlbk of fate, and Rooie determined 
This day 16 crush her haughty rival's power, 
Or peri^ in th* attempt? 



Vol Twas so resolv'd, 
This morulug, laily.oro [ left the camp. 
Olfr heroe3 are tired out with Iltij riu;; wir. 
And lia.ir-uumeanin<$ lighL 

Horatia. Then this day 
Is llx'(J for death ot conquest? (Hz hows.) To ma 

doath, 
Whoever conquers I {Aside.) I detain you, «tr. 
Comaiend me to my brothers; say,- 1 wish — 
Bat wherefore should 1 wish? The gods will 

crown 
Their virtues with the just success they merits 
Yet let me ask you, sir— 

FM. My duty, lady. 
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Commanda me hcDC«. 

And eonqnest'B self would loM iti channs to me, 
Should I not share the daofer. 

(4* VoticinitiM goe$ out, enUr VALEBIA, 
wfh> lookM fint 9n him^ and (hen on ifo- 
ratia.) 

Valeria. My dear Horatia^ wherefore wiU tfaoa 

court 
The means to be mhappj ? StlU inquiring, 
Still more to be undone. I heard it too ; 
And flew to find thee, ere the fatal news 
Had hurt thy qniet, tliat thon might'st haTe learnt 

it 
From a friend's tongue, and dress'd in gentler 

terms. 
Horatio. Oh, I am lost, Valeria t lost to virtue. 
Ev'n while my conntry*s fate, the fate of Eome, 
Hangs on the conqueror's sword, tlris breast can 

feel 
A softer passion, and divide its cares. 
Alba to me is Borne. Woaldst thou believe it ? 
I would have seat by him, thou saw'st departing. 
Kind wishes to my brothers ; but my tongue 
Denied its office, and this rebel heart 
£v*n dreaded their succesa Oh! Guriatius, 
Why art thou there, or why an enemy ? 
Valeria. Forbear this self-reproach; he is thy 

husband. 
And who can blame thy fears? If fortune make 

him 
Awhile thy country's foe, she cannot cancel 
Vows register'd above. What, though the priest 
Bad not conHrm'd it at the sacred altar. 
Yet were your hearts united, and that union 
Approved by each consenting parent's choice 
Tour brothers lov'd him as a friend, a brother ; 
And all the ties of kindred pleaded4>r him. 
And still must plead, whate'er our heroes teach 

us. 
Of patriot strength. Our country may demand 
We should be wretched, and we must obey; 
Bat never can require us not to feel 
That we are miserable: nature there 
Vv'ill give the He to virtue. 
Jloratia. True; yet sure 
A Roman virgin should be more than woman. 
Aro we not early taught te mock at pain. 
And look on danger with undaunted eyes? 
]'at what are dangers, what the ghastliest form 
or death Itself ?— Oh 1 were I only bid 
To rush into the Tiber's foaming wav^ 
Or from the height 

Of yon Tarpeian rock, whose giddy steep 
Has tum'd me pale with horror at the sigtat 
I'd think the task were nothing! but to bear 
These strange vicissitudes of torturing pain, 
To fear, to doubt, and to despair as I do— 
Valeria. And why despair? Have we lo Idlj 

leam'd 
The noblest lessons of our infant days, 
Our trust above? Does there not still remain 
The wretch's last retreat, the gods, Horatlaf 
' ri.s from their awful wills our evils spring 
And at their altars may we find relief. 
Say, shall we thither ?«.Look not thus dejected, 
But answer me. A confidence in them, 
Ev'ii in this crisis of our fate, will calm 
Thy troubled nonl. and fill thy breast with hope. 
JJoratUt. Talk not of hope ! WhatsUouldlhope? 



That Alba conquer?— Cursed be every thought 
Which looka that wav ! 

Valeria. Forbear, forbear, HoTJitia 
N«r fright me wjith the tliougbr. Bome cannot f^U. 
Think on the glorious battles she has fought ; 
Has she once fail'd, though oft exposed to danger? 
And has not her immortal founder praniis*d 
That she should rise the niatrsss ofthe worid? 

B^rutia. And If Borne ooBqusn^ thm Horati* 
dies. 

Vekria. Why wilt thon f om ?ain Imsfss of 
horror, 
Industrious to be wretched? Is it then 
Become impossible that Borne shoold triumph, 
AndOariaausUvel He must, he shall : 
Protecting cods shaU q»read Cheh- shields around 

And k)ve shall combat in Horatia's causes « 
HaraHia. Thlnk'st thon so meanly of him?— No, 
Valeria; 
His sours too great to give me such a trial ; 
Or could it ever come, I think, myself. 
Thus lost in love, thus abject as I am, 
I should despise the slave, who dar'd survive 
His country's ruin. Ye immortal powers ! 
1 love his fame too well, his spotless honour 
At least I hope 1 do, to wish him mine 
On any terms which he must blush to own. 

iSfiout.. 

What means that shout?— Might we not ask, Va- 
leria? 
Didst thou not wish me to the temple I— Come, 
I will attend thee thither: the kind gods 
Perhaps may ease this throbbing hearty and spread 
At least a temporary calm within. 

Valeria, Alas, Horatia! 'tis not to the temple 
That thou wouldst fly; the shout alone alarms 

thee. 
But do not thus anticipate thy fate ; 
Wbyshouldstthou learn each chance of varying 

war? 
Stay but an hour, perhaps, and thou shalt know 
The whole at once. Ill send^I'll fly myself 
To ease thy doubts, and bring thee news of joy. 
Jloratiur, (Without.) What hoi Vindicius. 
Valeria. Hark! 'tis thy father s voice, he comes 
to cheer thee. 

Enter HOBATIUS and VALEBtUa 

HoratfMi. \En*.ering.) News from the camp, my 
child!— 
Save you, sweet maid I 

{Seeing Valeria.) 
Your brother brings the tidings, for, alaa 1 
I am no warrior now; my useless age. 
Far from the paths of honour, loiters hert 
In sluggish inaetirity at home. 
Yet I remember— 

Horatio. You'll forgive us, sir. 
If with Impatience we eaqpeot the tidings. 
HoraHus, I had forgot; the thought of what I 
was 
Engross'd my whole attention. Pray, young sol- 
dier, 
Belate it for me ; you beheld the scene, 
And can report it justly. 
Valerhts. Qentle lady, 
The scene was piteous, though itseod be peace. 
fforatia. Peace! 0, my fluttering heart! by what 
kind meana? 
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VaieHus. Tware tedlona, Iftdy, «&d 
To ptint the disposition of tha field $ 
Suffice Ut we were aon'd, and front to front 
The adTone legions heard the trumpet's sound t 
But Tsin was the alarm, for motlonlesB, 
And wrapt in thought they stopp'd; the Uadred 

ranks 
Had eaoght each other's eye8» nor dar*d to lift 
The f anltering spear against the breast th^ lof'd. 
Again the alarm was ^rta, and now thay seem*d 
Preparing to engage, when once again 
They hnng their drooping heads, and inward 

monm'd: 
Then nearer drew, and at the third alarm, 
Casting their swords and oseleBs shields aside, 
Bash'd to each other's arms. 

ZTorolttM. 'Twas so, jost sOp 
(Though I was then a child, sret I have heard 
My mother, weeping, oft relate the story) 
Soft fitj touch'd the breast of mighty ehjjefs, 
Romans and Sahanes, when the matrons msh'd 
Between their meeting armies, and oppoB'd 
Their helpless Infanta, and their heaVing breasts, 
To their adTancing swords, and bade them there 
Sheaths all their Tengeanoe. Bat I interrupt 

Proeeed, Valeiios; they would hear the event 
And yet, methinka, the Albaos-^pray go on. 
ValtriuM. Our king HostiUns from a rising 

mound 
Beheld the tender interview, and join'd 
His friendly tears with theirs ; then swift ad- 

▼anc'd, 
£v*n to the thickest press, and cried, My friends^ 
If thus we love, why are we enemies? 
Shall stem ambition, rivalship of power. 
Subdue the soft humanity withia us? 
Are we not Join'd by every tie of kindredf 
And can we find no method to compose 
These jars of honour, these nice principles 
Of virtue, which infest the noblest mind? 
Boratiut, There spoke his country's father I this 

transcends 
The flight of earth-bom kings, whose low ambi- 
tion 
But tends to lay the face of nature waste, 
And blast creation I-»How was it reoeiv'd ? 

ValeriuL As he himself could wish, with eager 

transport. 
In short, the Boman and the Alban chiefs 
In oonncil have determin'd, that since glory 
Must have her victims, and each rival state, 
Aspiring to dominion, scorns to yield. 
From euher army shall be chose three champions, 
To light the eanse alone, and whata'er state 
Bhair prove superior, their acknowledged power 
Shall fix the Imperial seat» and both unite 
Beneath one common head. 

Horvttia, Kind heaven, I thank thee \ 
Blesa'd be the ftlsndly grief, that toneh'd their 

souls! 
And bless'd tbe tongne, 
Which brings the gentle tidhagst ■ 

Valeria, Now, fioratia, 
Tour idle fears are o'er. 

Horatio. Tet one remains 
Who are the ehamplonst are they yet elected ? 
Has Bome— 

VaUritu, The Boman chiefs now meet in conndL 
And ask the presence of the sage fioratius. 
fforatiui. {After a pauie.) But still, methinks, I 

like not this, t6 trust I 



The Boman cause to snch a slender hazard i 
Three combatants 1 'tis dangerous— 
Boratia. {1% a fright^ My father I 
Horuiiue. I might, perhaps, prevent it«>- 
MoreMa* Do not, sir, oppose the kind decnsL 
ValeriMt, Best satisfied. 
Sweet lady; 'tis so solemnly agreed to 
Kot even Horatlns's advice can shake it 
JSTonKtaa And yet, 'twere well to end tbeee dvil 
broils: 
The neighb'ring states might take advantage of 

them. 
Would I were young again ! how glorious 
Were death in suda a causal And yet, who 

knows, 
Some of my boys may be selected for it— 
Perhaps may conquer ! Grant me that, kind gods. 
And close my eyes in transport !— -Come, Valerius,^ 
ru but despatch some necessary orders. 
And straight attend thee. Daughter, if thou lov'st 
Thy brothers, let thy prayers be ponr'd to heav'n. 
That one, at least, may share the glorious task. 

IBxU. 
Vaieriui. Borne cannot trust her cause to Wor- 
thier hands. 
They bade me greet you, lady. 

(2b Hwaiku) 
Roratia. {yfiih tome hetitatian.) My brothers* 
gentle sir, you said were well. 
Saw you their noble friends, the Curiatli? 
Tbe truco, perhaps, permitted it 

Vaieriiu. Tes, lady, 
I left them jocund in your brothers* tent, 
Like friends, whom envious storms awhile had 

parted, ' 

Joying to meet again. 
Horatio. Sent they no message ? 
Valerius. None, fair one, but such general saluta- 
tion 
As friends would bring unbid. 
fforaiia. Said Caius nothing? 
Valerius. Calus? 

Jloratia. Ay. Caius ; did he mention me ? * 
Valerius. "Twos slightly, if he did, and 'scapes me 
now- 
Oh, yes, I do remember, when your brother 
Ask'd him, in jest, if he had aught to send; 
To sooth a love-sick maid, (your pardon, lady.) 
He smil'd, and cried, Olory's the soldier's mistress. 
Boratia. Sir, you'll excuse me— something of 
importance— 
My father may have business— -<A, Valeria! 

(Aside to Valeria.) 
Talk to thy brother, know the fatal truth 
I dread to hear, and let me learn to die. 
If Cnriatius has indeed forgot me. 
IWerius. She seems disorder'd? 
Valeria. Has she not cause ? 
Can yon administer the baneful potion, ' 
And wonder at the effect? 
VeOerius. Yon talk in riddles! 
Valeria. They're riddles, brother, whiol) your 
heart unfolds, 
Though yon affect surprise. Was Caf!atins 
Indeed so cold ? Poor shallow artifice, 
The trick of hopeless love! I saw it plainly. 
Tet what could yon propose? An hour's nneasi- 

nees 
To poor Horatia ; for be sure by that time 
She sees him, and yoar deep-wrought schemes arr 
air. 
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Valerhu. What coald I do ? thta peace has ruin'd 
me; ' » ' • w . 

While war conft|itie4, 1 had gleams of hope, 
Some lacky chance might rid me of my rital, 
And time efface ^Is image in her breas^ 
Butno#-^ • 

Valeria. Tea, now yon mnet resoWe to follow 
The advice X gave you flret, and root this'paeslon 
Entirely from yonr heart : for know, she dotes, ■ 
3BVn' to detraction aotfes^ on CoriatittS'; 
And every fear she felt while 4anger threaten'd, 
will now endeaf him more. 

Valerius. Cruel Valeria, 
Yon trivimph in my pain ! 
' Valeria, fly heaves, I do not ! 
I only wonld extirpate every thought 
Which gives yon pain, norfeaye oncj foolish wish 
For hope to dally with. 

Valerius. Yet once more assist me — 
Nay, tarn not from me, by my «oul X meant not 
To Intermpt their loves. Yet, shonld some acci- 
dent, ' 
*Tis not impossible, divide their hearts, 
I might, perhaps, have hope : therefore, till mar- 

• riage 
Gnts off all commerce, and confirms me wretched, 
Be it thy task, my sister, with fond stories, 
Svteh aaour ties of blood may countenance, 
To paint thy brother's worth, bis power in arms, 
His favour with the king } tUen mention many a 

fair. 
No matter whom, that sighs to call you sister. 

Valeria. Well, well, away— Yet tell me, ere y6u 

go* 
Bow did this lover talk of his HoratLx ? 

Valeritu. Why will you mention that ungrateful 

subject ? 
Think what you've heard me breathe a thousand 

times, 
When my whole soul dissolved in tenderness ; 
*Twas rapture all ; what lovers only feel. 
Or can express when felt. He hud been here, 
But sudden orders from the camp detain'd him. 
Fare we' 1 ; Horatius waits me— but remember, 
Dly life, nay, more than life, depends on you. 

[Ejcit 
Valeria* Poor yonth \ he ^ows not how I f co} 

his anguish, 
Yet dare not seem to pity what I feel, 
IIow shall I act betwixt this friend and brotjiert 
Should she suspect his passion, she may doiibt 
My friendship, too ; and yet to tell it her 
Were to betray his cause. No, let my heart 
With the same blameless caution still proceed; 
I'b each inclining most as most distrest: 
Be just to both, atnd leitve to heaveff the rest ! 

iBxU. 



ACTIL 

60SNE L— il Ro<m in the houst of fforatius. 

^nter HOBATIA and VALBBIA, 

JloraUa. Valeria, 
This seeming negligence of Ouriatjus 
BeLra;^s.a secret coldness at the heart. 
May not long absencd, or the charms of war. 



Bave damp'd, at least^ If not etfac'd, his pasBloDt 
I kiM# not What to OOAk. 

Valeria. Think, my Horatia, 
That yoer*re k Ibrer, aM have leara'd-the art 
To raise vain seraples^ and tortasnt yonnelf 
With ev{sry dfttant hint of YaMle4 tIL 
Y<yar Cerriatiha^tin remain^ the same. 
My brother idly trifled with your pastion, 
Or mlg^^ p^r'hapsi nnheedingly relate 
What^oB i66 ne&vly feet. But see, yoor father ! 

H^HOia. He seems tianspcHied ! bum some happy 
news 
Hae brought him batik thhs early. Oh, my heart! 
I long, yet dread, to ask him. Speak, Valeria ! 

Enter HOBATIUS. 

Valeria. Yon're soon, retnm'd, my lord. 

Iforatiut. BMtmi'd, Valeria f ' • 

My life, my yooth>3 retamVl i I tread in air ! 
I cannot sveak ; my joy'A too great for nttrrance, 
Oh, I conld weep !-^ my sent, my sons ate chosen 
Their cotmtry^e combatants t not oms but all! 

Iforatia. My brothemi,- MtA yon, sir ? 

fforatiui. All three, my child, 
All three are ohampionB in the cause of Borne. 
Oh, happy state of fathers ! thus to fe^ 
New warmth revive, and Bprlaging life renewed 
Even on the margin of the grarel 

Valeria. The time 
Of combat,isittIx'dt 

Horatius. This day, this honr, 
Perhaps, decides our doom. 

Valeria. And is it known 
With whom they must engage f 

^<>rar»«. Not yet, Valeria; 
But with impatience we expect each moment 
Tbe resolutions of the Alban senate. 
And soon may they arrive, that ere we quit 
Yon hostile field, the chiefs who dard oppose 
Bome's rising glories, may with shame ooofesa 
The gods protect the empire they have raiff'd. 
Where are thy smiles, Horatta? Whence pro- 

ceeds 
This sullen silence, when my thvonging joys 
Want words to speak them? Pr'ythee, talk of 

empire. 
Talk of those dariings of my sonVthy brothera 
Gall them whatever wild faney oan tnggest; 
Their country's pride, the boast of futore times, 
The dear defence, the gnardiaxi goda of fiomel— 
By heav*n, tliou etand'st nnmof d, nor feels thy 

breast 
The charms of glory, the eztatle warmth 
Whleh beams new life^ and lifts ns nearer heaven t 

Horatio. My graoious* father,- with- earp^iae find 
transport • ' 

I heard the tidings, as becomea yonr daughter. 
And like your daughter, %eie onr sex-aHowMI 
The noble privilege whkh xflaBissaqM, ' '• • 
Oonld die with' pleasuie loot my eouritry^ oanae. 
But yet, permit a sister's weakness,' sir, ' 
To feel the pangs of nature, attd-te dread ' 
The fate of those she hyves, kbwever glorious. 
And sure they cannot all survive a confltbt 
So desperate as this. 

Horatius. Survive I Bybearen, 
I could "not hope that they Bhonld all anrvfve. 
No; let them fall If frum their gloriotie deaths 
Bem^B freedom Bpring; I shall be nobly petd •■ 
For every eiharpeerpang the parent f eetak •* 
Had I a thOQfiand sens, in saeb a caosd 



I could behoRt fheln MMdtaff; at liiy fee^ 
And fthaiik the gods wiUi tears ! 



J?«<«rPUBLIUS HOEATIUS. 

Fvb. My father 1 

(Qferinff to Jtneef.) 
Eoratvu. Hence 1 
Kneel not to me- stand off: and let me view 
At distance, and with reverential awe, 
The champion of my country I Oh, my boy ! 
That I should live to this— my soul's too full; 
Let this, ami this speak for me— Bless thee, bless 
thee I 

{Embracing him.) , 
But wherefore art thou absent from the camp ? 
Where are thy brothers ? Has the Alhan state 
Determin'd ? Is the time of oonabat flx'd ? 

Fub. Think not, my lord, that filial reverence, 
However due, had drawn me from the field, 
Where nobler duty calls ; a patriot's soul 
Can feel no humbler ties, nor knows the voice 
Of kindred, wh«i his country claims his aid. 
It was the king's command I should attend you. 
Else had I stay'd till wreaths immortal graced 
My brows, and made thee proud indeed to see 
BeueAth thy roof, and bending for thy blessing 
Not thine, Horatins, but the son of Bome ! 
Moratius. Oh, virtuous pride 1— 'tis bliss too ex- 
quisite 
For human sense l-»thu8 let me answer thee. 

{Embracing him again.) 
Where are my other boys? 

Pub. They only wait 
Till Alba*B loit'ring chiefs declare her champions, 
Our future victims, sir, and with the news 
Will greet their father's oar. 
JforatiuM. It shall not need. 
Myself will to the field. OooM, let us haste, 
BIy old blood boils, and my tumuUooas spirits 
Pant for the onset. Oh I for one short hour 
Of vigorous youth, that I mi^ht share the toil 
Now with my boys, and be the next my last 1 
^'otkL Ify brotherl 
Pub, My Horatlat ere the dews 
Of eveninpr fall, thou shalt with transport own 

me; 
Shalt own thv country's saviour in thy arms. 
Or bathe Mi honest bier with tears of joy. 
Thy lover greets thee, and complains of absence 
With many a sigh, and many a longing look 
Sent toward the towers of Borne. 

Horatio. Methinks, a lover 
Might take th* advantage of the truce, and bear 
His kind complimeuts himself, nor trust his vows 
To other tongues, or be obliged to tell 
Hm passing winds his passion. 

Pub. Dearest sister. 
He with impatience waits the lucky moment 
That may wfth honour benr biw to your arms. 
Didst fhon but hear ^ow tenderly ha talks, 
How blames the doll delay of Alban conneiis. 
And chides tlie ling'ring minutes as they pass. 
Till fate determines, and the tedious chiefs 
Permit his absence, thou wouldst pity him. 
But soon, my sister, soon shall every bar 
Which thwarts thy happiness bo far away. 
We are no looger enemies to Alba, 
This day unites us, and to-morrow's sun 
May hear thy vows, and make my friend, my bro- 
ther. 
ir«r<Mutf. {Having talked apart with Valeria.) 



THE BOHAK FATHER. l^J 

*Tis truly Boman! Here's a maid, Horatta. 
Laments her brothor lost the glorious proof 
Of dyioff for his country. Come, my son, 
Her softness will infect thea^ pr'ythee, leave ber. 
Horatio. (Looting first to her father^ and then 

tenderly on her brpiher.) 
Kot till my soul has pour'd its wishes for him 
Hear me, drea*! god of war, protect and savs 

himl 

(Eneeling.y 
For thee, and thy immortal Bome, he fights ! 
Dash the proud spear from every hostile hand 
That dares oppose him ; may each Alban «hief 
Fly from his presence, or his vengeacce feell 
And when in triumph he returns to Bome^ 

(Rising, i 
Hail him, ye maids, with grateful songs of praise, 
And scatter all the bloomfng spring before aim ; 
Curs'd be the envious brow that smOes not then, 
Curs'd be ^be wretch that wears one mark ol' 

sorrow, 
Or flies not thus with open arms to greet him I 



Enter TULLUS HOSTILIUS, YAUSBIUB, «nu< 
Guards, 

Vaferitu. The king, my lord, approaches. 
Horatius. Qracioussir, 
Whenoe comes this condescension ? 

Titllus. Could I have found a nobler messenger, 
I would havo spar'd myself th' ungrateful task 
Of this day's embassy, for much I fear 
My news will want a weicomsk 

^Tora/ittf. Mighty king 1 
Forgive an old man's wai*mth— 'they have ncfc 

sure 
Made choice of other combatants ! My sonsi 
Must they not fight for Bome ? 
TuUm. Too sure they must. 
HonUius. 'I hen I am blest. 
Tuilu^ But that they must engage 
Will hurt theo most when thoa shalt know Willi 
whom. 
Horatius. I care not wh(»n. • 
Tullus. Suppose your nearest friends, 
The Aurintii, were the Alban dioic^ 
Could yon boar that? Could yon, young man, sop> 

port 
A conflict thei'o? 

Pub. I could perform my duty, 
Gtreat sir; though even a brother should oppeeo 
me. 
Tullus. Thou art a Boman ! Let thy king embraco 

thee. 
Horaiius. And let thy father catch thee from liia 

anns! . 
Ttaius. Know then, that trial must be thine. The 
Albans 
With env^saw one family prodqce 
Three chiefs, to whom their ootmtry dar'd entrust 
Tba Boman cause, ^i1 scorn'd to be undone. 
lloraiia. Then I am lost indeed I 

{Swxm^) 
Pub. My sister ! 
Valeria. My Horatial . 

Horatius. Ohi fooHsh gtzl, to shame thy father 
thus I 
Here, bear her in. 

{Horatia is carried i», Valgus and Valeria 
follow.) 

I am coneem'd, my soTsreign, 
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That eyen the meaneat part of me sbould blast 
AVith impious grief a cause of so much glory. 
But let the virtue of m j boy excuse it 

Tullus. It does most amply. She has cause for 
sorroiv. 
The shock was sudden, aod might well alarm 
A firmer bosom. 

We leave her to her tears. For you, young soldier, 
You must prepare for combat Some few hours 
Are all that are allow'd yoa But I charge you 
Try well your heart, and strengthen every thought 
Of patriot in you. Think how dreadful 'tis 
To plant a dagger in the breast ycu love ; 
To spurn the ties of nature, and forget 
In one short hour whole years of virtuous friend- 

ship. 
Think well on that 

Pub. I do, my gracious sovereign ; 
And think, the more I dare subdue affection, 
The more my glory. 

T^Uui. True; but yet consider. 
Is it an easy task to change affectionp ? 
In the dread onset can your meeting eyes 
Forget their usual intercourse, and wear 
At once the frown of war, and stem defiance? 
Will not each look recall the fond remembrance 
Of childhood past^ when the whole open soul 
Breath'd cordial love, and plighted many a vow 
Of tend'rest import 1 ThinV on that, young soldier, 
And tell me if thy breast be still unmov'd? 

Pub. Think not, oh king! howe'er resolv'd on 
'combat, 
I sit so loosely to the bonds of nature. 
As not to feel their force. I feel it strongly. 
I love the Curiatli, and would serve them 
At life's expense: but here a nobler cause 
Demands my sword : for all connexions e!se, 
All private duties are subordinate 
To what we owe the public Partial ties, 
Of son and father, husband, friend, or brother. 
Owe their enjoyments to the public safety, 
And without that were vain. Nor need we, sir. 
Cast off humanity, and to be heroes 
Cease to be men. As in our eftrllest days, 
While yet we leam'd the exercise of war. 
We strove together, not as enemies, 
Yet consc!ou8 each of his peculiar worth, 
And scorning eaeh to yield ; so will we now 
t:ugage with ardent, not with hostile minds, 
Not fif*d with rage, but emulous of fame. 

TuUus. Now I dare trust thee ; go and teach t^ 
brothers 
To think like thee, and conquest is your own. 
This is true courage, not the brutal force 
Of vulgar heroes, but the firm resolve 
Of virtue and of reason. Come, Horatius, 
Thy other sons €ha.l\ meet thee at the camp ; 
For now I do bethink me, 'tis not fit 
'J'hey should behold their sister tbns alarm'd. 
Haste, soldier, and detain them. 

{Tooneo/tkeOmrdi.) 

JloraUus. Gracious sir. 
We'll follow on th^ instant 

TuUm. Then farew^Ml. 
When next we meet^ 'tis Bome and liberty! 

[Exit wiih Quards. 

fforaHus. Come, let me arm thee for the glorious 
toil. 
I have a sword whose lightning oft has bla2'd 
Dreadfully fatal to my country's foes ; 
This Shalt thpu bear ; myself will gird it on, 



And lead thee forth to death or victory. 

(Ooin^.) 
And yet my Pnblius, shall I own my weakness ? 
Though I detest the cause from whence they 

spring, 
I feel thy sister's aorrovs like a father. 
She was my soul's delight 

Pub. And may remain so. 
This sudden shock has bat alarm'd her virtue, 
Not quite subdued its force. At least, my father. 
Time's lenient hand will teach her to endure 
The ills of chance, and reason conquer love. 

fforatiu*. Should we not see her ? 

Pub. By no means, my lord ; 
Yon heard the king's conunands, aboat my bro- 
thers. 
And we have hearts as tender sure as they. 
Might I advise, you should confine her closely. 
Lest she infect the matrons with her grief, 
And bring a stain we should not wish to fix 
On the Horatian name. 

Sora'itu. It shall be so. 
We'll think no more of her. 'Us glory calls, 
And humbler passions beat alarms in rain. 

lEzn. 

As fforatiu* gee-, of, HORATIA enters at anolher 
door. 

Iloraticu \There Is my brother ? Oh ! my dearest 
Publiup, 
If e'er you loved Horatia, ever felt 
That tenderness which you have seemed to feel. 
Oh, hear her now 1 

Pub. What wouldst thou, my Horatia? 

Soratia. I know not what I would— I'm on the 
rack, 
Despair and madness tear my lab'ring souL 
And yet my brother, sure you misht relieve me. 

Pu\ How ? by what means ? By heaven, I'll die 
to do it 

Soratia. You might decline the combat 
* Pub. Hal 

Horatia. I. do not 
Expect it from thee. Pr'ythee, look more kindly. 
And yet, is the reqnest so very hard ? 
I only ask thee not to plunge thv sword 
Into the breast thou lovest ^ot kill thy friend ; 
Is that so hard ? I might have said thy brother. 

Pub. What canst thou mean? Beware, beware^ 
Horatia; 
Thou know'st I dearly love thee, nay, thou know'st 
I love the man with whom I must engage ; 
Yet hast thou faintly read thy brother's soul. 
If thon canst think entreaties have the power. 
Though urged with all the tenderness of tears. 
To shake his settled purpose; they may make 
My task more hard, and my soal bleed witliia me, 
But cannot touch my virtue^ 

Soratia. 'Tis not virtue 
Which contradicts our nature, *tis the rage 
Of over-weening pride. Has Bome no champions 
She could oppose but you? Are there not thoo- 

sands 
As warm for glory, and sjb tried in arms, 
Who might without a crime aspire to conqaest, 
Or die with honest fame ? 

Pub. Away, away ! 
Talk to thy lover thus. But 'tis not Cains 
Thou wouldst have infamous. 

Soratia. Oh I kill me not 
With such unkmd reproaches. Yes, I owil 
I love him, roore-^-» 
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J^uh. Than a chaste Soman mtid 
Should dare confeaa. 

Hwatia. Bhonld darel What means my bro- 
ther? 
I had my father's tanetlon on my love, 
And duty taught me first to feel its power. 
Should dare confess I Is that the dreadful crime t 
Alas ! hat spare him, spare thy friend, Horatius, 
And I will cast Mm from my breast forever, 
wm that oblige thee? Only let him die 
By other hands, and I will learn to hate him. 

Pub, Why wUt thou talk Urns madly ? Love him 
sUllI 
And if w^ fall the victims of our country, 
(Which beav'n avert I) wed, and enjoy him freely. 

Jlo^atia. Oh, never, never. What, my country's 
banet 
The mnrd'rer of my brotherl may the gods 
First tear me, blast me, soatter me on winds, 
And poor oat each unheard of vengeance on me I 

M. Do not torment thyself thus idly— Qo, 
Compose thysdf, and be again my sister. 
Enter HOBATlUS wUh the moord. 

Horatius. This sword hi Veil's field—What dost 
thoahere? 
Leave him, I charge thee, girl— Oome, come, my 

PahUuB, 
Let's hast^ where doty calls. 

HoraOa. What! to the field? 
He must not, shall not go ; 
Oh, if you have not quite cast off aifection t 
If you detest not jour distracted sister^— 
. Boratitu. Shame of thy race, why dost then hang 

upon him ? 
Wouldst thou entail eternal infamy 
On him, on me, on all? 

Horatio. Indeed I would not: 
I know I ask impossibilities; 
Tet pity me, my father I 

Pab. Pity thee: 
Begone, fond wretch, nor orge my temper thus. 
By heaven, I love thee as a brother ought 
Then hear mv last resolve ; if Fate, averse 
To SLouM and us, determine my destmction, 
I charge thee wed thy lover ; he will then 
Deserve thee nobly. Or, if kinder gods 
Propitiona hear the prayers of suppliant Borne, 
And he should fall by me, I then expect 
No weak upbraidings for a lover's death. 
But such returns as shall become thy birth, 
A sister's thanka for having saved her country. 

iSxii. 

Horaiia. Y*t stay— yet hear me, Publins 

Horatius. Forbear, rash girl, thon'lt tempt thy 
father 
To do an outrage might perhaps distract him. 

Horatio. Alas! forgive me, sir, Tm very 
wretched. 
Indeed I am->yet I will strive to stop 
JThis swelling grief, and bear it like your daughter. 
Do bat forgive me, sir. ^ 

Hoi^<ttius. I do, 1 do- 
Go in, my child, the gods may find a way 
To make thee happy yet But on thy doty, 
Whate'er reports may reach, or fears alarm thee, 
I charge thee come not to the field. 

HoraHa. I will not. 
If yoa command it, sir. But will yon then, 
Aa far as cruel honour may permit, 
Bemeanber that yoor poor Horatia's life 
B«Bga OB thia dreaof nl contest l 



Horatius. (Looking qfler her.) Spite of my boasted 
strength, her grief unmanB me. 
But let her from my thoughts! The patriot's breast 
No hopes, no fears, but fur hlu country knows, 
And in her danger loses private woes. 

[Exit 
VALEBIOS aiuf VALEBIA muting. 

Valerius, Now, my Valeria, where's the charming 
she 
That calls me to her? with a lover's haste 
I fly to execute the dear command. 

Valeria. 'lis not the lover, but the friend sbs 
wants. 
If thou dar'st own that name. 

Valerius. The friend, my sister 1 
There's more than friendship in a lover's breast. 
More warm, more tender is the fiame he feels — 

Valeria. Alas! these raptures suit not her dis- 
tress: 
She seeks th' indulgent friend, whose sober sense, 
Free from the mists of passion might direct 
Her jarring thoughts, and plead her doubtful cause. 

Valeriits. Am I that friend? Oh I did she torn her 
thought 
On me for that kind office? 

Valeria. Yes, Valeriua 
She chose you out to be her advocate 
To Curiatius; 'tis the only hope 
She now dares cherish ; her relentless brother 
With scorn pejects her tears, her father flies her. 
And only you remain to soothe her cares, 
Audsave her ere she sinks. 

Valerius. Her advocate 
To Curiatius I 

Valeria. 'Tis to him she sends yon. 
To urge her suit, and win him from the field. 
But come, her sorrows wUl more strongly plead 
Than all my grief can utter. 

Valerius. To my rival 1 
To Ouriatlus plead her cause, and teach 
My tongue a lesson which my heart abhors t 
Impossible! Valeria, pr'ythee, say 
Thou saw'st me not ; the business of the camp 
Confined me there. Farewell. 

{Going.) 

Valeria. What means my brother ! 
You cannot leave her now ; for.shame, turn back, 
Is this the virtue of a Boman youth ? 
Oh, by these tears I — 

Valerius. They fiow in vain, Valeria ; 
Nay, and thou know'st they do. Oh, earth and 

heav'n ! 
This combat was the means my happier stsrs 
Found out to save me from the brink of rain ; 
And can I plead against it, turn assassin 
On my own life? 

Valeria. Yet thoa canst mnrder her 
Thou dost pretend to love ! away, deceiver : 
I'll seek some worthier messenger to plead 
In beauty's cause ; bat first inform Boratia, 
How much Valerius is the friend she thoogJ/t hmi. 

{Going.) 

VaUeriui. Oh, heavens! stay, sister; lis an ar- 
duous task. 

Valeria. I know the task is hard, and thought I 
knew 
Thy virtue, toa 

Valerius. I must, t will obey thee. 
Lead on— yet, pr'ythee, for a moment leave m<^ 
Till I con recollect my scatter'd thoughts, 
And dare to be nnhappy. 



ValeHa, My Vftlerius! 
t fly to tell her you but wait her pleasure. 



[Exit. 



VtOiriuL Yes I will undertake this hateful office ; 
It never can succeed. Yet, at this instant. 
It may be dang'rouF!, wbile the people melt 
With fond compassion. N o, it cannot be : 
JliB reBolutton's flx*d, and virtuous pride 
Forbids an alteration. To attempt ft 
Makes hermy friend, and may afford hereafter 
A thousand tender hours to move my suit. 
'iliat hope determines alL iExif. 



AOTIIL 



SCENE I— 7%fi sam0, 

SnUr HOBATIA and VALERIA fforatia with a 
scarf in her hand. 

fforatia. Where is thy brotiier f Wherefore stays 
he thus ? 
Did yon conjure him? did he say he'd come t 
J have no brothers now, and fly to him 
As my last refuge. Bid he seem averse 
'J'o thy entreaties ? Are all brothers so ? 

Valeria. Dear maid, 
Ttestraln your sorrows; I've already told you 
My brother will, with transport, execute 
Whatever you command. 
* fforatia. Oh I wherefore, then, 
Is he away ? Each moment now is precious ; 
If lost, 'tis lost for ever, and if gain'd. 
Long scenes of lasting peace, and smiling years 
Of hapi^nesB unhoped-for wait upon it 

Valeria. He will anon be here ; pray, be calm ; 
Soooess is thine if it depends on him. [ErU. 

fforatia. Success! alas, perhaps, evep now too 
late 
I labour to preserve him ; the dread arm 
Of vengeance is already stretch'd against him, 
And he must falL Yet, let me strive to save him. 
Yes, thou dear pledge, designed for happier hours, 
(To the scar/J 
The gift of nuptial love, thou shalt, at least, 
Essay thy power. 
Oft as I framed thy web, 
He sat beside me, and would say in sport, 
l^is present, which tiiy love designs for me, 
Shall be the future bond of {Mace betwixt us : 
T^ this we'll swear a lasting love ; by this, 
llirough the sweet round of all our days to come, 
Ask what thou wilt and Curiatias grants it 
Oh I I shall try thee nearfy now, dear youth I 
Glory aftd I are rivals for thy heart, 
And one most conq,uer. 

Enter VALERIUS. 

Vdleritu. Save you, gracious lady 1 
On the first message ^nmicfa my sister sent me 
1 had been here but was oblig'd by office. 
Bra to their champions each resigned her charge, 
To ratify the league 'twixt Rome and Alba. 

fforati€i. Are they engaged, then ? 

ValeHus. No, not yet engaged ; 
Soft pity for awhile suspends the onset ; 
The sight of aear relations, arm'd in fight 
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Against each otlier, touch'd thd gazers' hearts I 
And senators on each eidciliave proposM 
To (^ange the combatants. 

fforatia. My blessings on them I 
Think you they will succeed ? 

Vahrius. The chief s themselves 
Are resolute to fight 

fforatia. Insatiate virtue! 
I mufiit not to tiie field ; I am confln'd 
A prisoner here : or sure, tliese tearer would more 
Their filmy breast Oh! sir, forgive a »aid, 
Who dares, in spite of modesty, confess 
Too soft a pasGden. Will you pardon me, 
If I entreat you to the field again, 
An humble suitor from the veriest wretch 
niat ever knew distress? 

Vakriue. Dear lady, speak! 
What would you I should do ? 

ffttratia. Oh, bear this to bin. 

Valeritu. To whom? 

fforatia. To Coriatius bear this scarf t 
And tell him, if he ever truly lov^d. 
If all the vows he breath'd irere not false tons 
To catch th' unwary mind, (and, sure, Uiey were 

not!) 
Oh, tell him how he may with honour cease 
To urge his cruel ri^t ; the- senators 
Of Rome and Alba will approve suirii mildness. 
Tell him his wife, if he wili own tiiat name. 
Entreats him from the fold) hife leet Horatia 
Begs on her trembling knees he would not tenapt 
A certain fate, and murder her he loves. 
Tell him, if he oonseots, she fondly swean. 
By every god the vajying world aidores, 
To know no brother and no sire but hin^ 
With him, if honour's harsh e<Mnmands require ily 
She'll wander forth, and seek some distant home, 
Nor ever think of Borne or Alba more. 

Vdleritu. Could I, sweet lady. 
But paint your grief with half the force I feel it, 
I need but tell it him, and he must yield. 

fforatia. It may l>e so. Stay, stay ; be sure yoa 
tell hhn, 
If he rejects my suit, no power on earUi 
Shall force me to his aims. 

Valeria. Away, my brother! 
But oh ! for pity, do your office justly. 

(^Aside to Valerivs.) 
Let not your passion blind your reason now;' 
But urge your cause with ardour. 

VdUriuM. By my soul, 
I will, Valeria. Her distress alarms me; 
And I have now no interest but hers. - 

lExit. 

fforatia. He's gone. I had a thousand things- 
yet, I'm glad be*s gone. Think yea,- V»- 
• leria, 
Your brother will delay ? They may engage 
Before he reachers them. 

Valeria. The field's so near. 
That a few minutes brinf^s him to the place. 
My dear Horatia, success is yours alrei^. 

fforatia. And yet, should I succeed, the hard- 
gain 'd strife 
May chance to rob me of my future peace. 
He may not always with the eyes of love 
Look on that fondness wliioh has 8tahb*d his 

fame. 
He may regret too late the sacrifloe 
He made to love, and a fond woman's wealmesss 
And think the milder Joys of iocial lift ^ ' 



And, 
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Bat in rep«y.h]m for the mighty loss 
Of patiicft reputation. 

Valeria. Pray, forbear? 
And search not thus into erentfnl time 
For ills to come. 
Like Bome distemper'd vrretch, your wayward 

mind 
Bejects all nourishment, or turns to gall 
*> He very balm that should relieve its anguish, 
fie will admire thy loye, which could persuade 

htm 
To gire up glory for the milder triumph 
Of heartfelt ease, and soft humanity. 
Moratia. I fain would hope so. Yet we hear not 

of him. , 

Tour brother, much I fear, has sued in vain. 
Could W0 nqt send tq urge this sl^w express ? 
This dread ancertainty ! I long to know 
My life Qr death at x)nce. 

ValeHa. Shall I to the walls? 
I may from thence with ease surrey the field, 
And can despatch a messenger each moment 
To tell tbee ail goes well. 

Uoratifk My best Valeria f 
Fly, then; .. 
Thou art a Boman maid; and, though thy friend- 

B|up_ 
Detains theid here with one who scarce deserres 
That sacred name, arc anzibus for thy country. 
But yet, for charity, thipk kindly of me; 
For thou Shalt llnd by the event, Valeria, 
I am ft Boman, .too, however wretched. 

iExit^Va^eria. 
Am t a Boman, t^en ? Ye powers ! I dare not 
Besolve the W»l opestioD I propoae, 
Xf dyizig WQ^ BJaBice, I were a Bomah : 
But to stand up against this storm of pamiom. 
Transcends a woman's weakness. Harkl what 

noise ? 
' Tis news from Curiatius t Love, i th tok theel 

js»}<<i*voLSOiKina 

Well, does he yield? Pistraot me not ^Ith 

silence. 
Say, in one word— - 

¥•1 YourAfttberi— ^ 

fforatia. What of hfan ? 
Would be not let him yield ? Oh, cruel father! 

Vol. Madam, he's here— 

Horatio. Who? 

Vol. Bome by his Attendants. 

Hotatia. What mean'st thou ? 

EiUer HOBATIUS, kd in bp frit servomtu 

HwAiM*. Lead me yet a little onward; 
I shall recover straighi 

Soratia. My gracious sire! 

Horatius. Lend me thy arm, HoratitL So^ my 
chiid. 
Be not surpiis'd ; an old man must expect 
These little riioeks of nature; they arc bints 
To warn us of our end. > 

flaratia. Bow are you^str?. 

BorcUnu. Better, much betten • My frail body 
oouMfioC ' ' , 

Support the swelling tumult of my soul. 

Horatio. ^cKJMcident^ 1 hDpe, alann'd you, siiv 
My brothers^— 

Hm-mUut. Here, go te the fleM again, 
Too, Cauttts and Yindicius, and otaserre 



Sadb etroumstaiioe. I ahall be glad to hear - 
The manner of the light 

fforatia. Afe they engaged? 

Horathu. They are, Horatia. Bat, flrs^ let mb 
thank thee 
For staying from the field. T would have seen 
The fight myself, but this unlucky illness 
Has forced me to retire ? Where is thy friend ? 

EnUr a Servcmif ulto g^ra a paper to fforatia, and 

retires. 

What paper's that f Why doRt thon tfeuWo so ? 
Here, let me <q>en it ' Taicet th4 paper, and reads ii.) 

From Curiatius ! 
fforatia. Gfa, keep me not in this anspense^ my 

father I 
Believe me from the rack. 
- fforMivt* He tells thee here^ 
He dares not do an action that would make him 
Unworthy of thy loTe{ and, therefore—^ 

fforatia. Dies! 
Well, rm satisfied. 

fforatius. I see by this 
Thou hast endeavoured tq peranade thy lover 
To quit the combat Couldst. thou think, Horatia, 
He'd sacrifice his country to a woman ? 
fforatia. I know not what I Uiought iie proves 

too plainly. 
Whatever it was, I was deceived in him 
Whom I ap|died to. 

fforatius. Do not think so, daughter : 
Gould he with honour have declin d the fight, 
I should myself have join'd in thy request, 
And foro'd him from the ^eld. But think my child, 
Had he consented, and had Alba's cause, 
Supported by another arm, been baffled, 
What, then, couldst thou expect ? Wei^ he not 

, curse 
His foolish love, and hate thee for thy fondness ? 
Nay, think, perhaps, 'twas arllBce in thee 
To aggrandize thy race, and lift their fame 
Triumphant o'er his ruin and his country'si 
Think well on that, and reason must convince 

thee. 
fforatia. (Wildly.) Alas! had reason ever yet the 

power 
To talk down grief, or bid the tortur'd Wretch 
Not feel his anguish ? 'Tis impoeslble. • 
Could reason govern, I should now rejoice 
They were engaged, and count the tedious mo* 

ments 
Till conquest smiled, and Bome again wad free. 
Could reason govern, I should l>eg of heaven 
To guide my brother's sword, and pli^nge'it deeji 
Ev'n in the bosom of the man I love ; 
I should forget he ever won my soul, 
Forget 'twas yourcommaud th$U) bade me love hiw, 
Nay, fly. perhaps, to yon detested field, 
Aad spurn with sconi his mangled body from mc. 
fforatius. Why, wilt thou talk thus? Pr'ythee bo 

more c&lm. 
I can forgive thy tears ; they flow from nature ; 
And could have gladly wi^'d the Albau state 
Had found us otiier e^emioe to vanquish. 
But heaven has wiird it, and ^^avau's will be done! 
The glorious expectation. of success 
Bnoys np.my een^ nor lets a tbcMight intrude . 
To dash my promis'd joys. What st<M>dy valour 
Beam'd freor ibeir eyesl ju-st «0) if fauosr's power 
May form conjecture from bis after^«, ' ^ 

ttome'B founder must have loofc'd, wneawaim ja 

youth, 



I«62 



J^ortb tothe field again. What, hoi VotacinluB ! 
Attend me to the camp. 

Uoratia. My dearest father, 
Let me entreat you stay : *^e J^^,^«J 
V7ill diecompose yon, and a Q-^^fk relanee 
May prore most dangerous. Ill restrain my teart, 
If they offend you. , . , , 

ff»^s. Well ril l>e advlB'd. 
•Twere now too late : eie thUi they must have con- 

quer'd. 
ALd he»'i the happy messenger of glory. 
Enter VALERiA. 

Valeria. All's lost, all's min'fl! freedom is no 

more! 
lloratiui. What dost tbou say ? 
Valeria. That Rome's subdued by Alba. 
Ilorativs. It cannot be. Where are my sonsf 

^ Valeria. Publins Is still alive; the other two 
Have paid the fatal debt they ow'd their counfry. 
Uoratius: Publins alive! You must mistake, 
Valeria. 
He knows his duty better. 
Ho must be dead, or Rome victorious. 

Valeria. Thousands as well as I, beheld the com- 
bat. ^ , 

After his brothers' death he stood alone, 
And acted wonders against three assailants; 
Till forced, at last, to save bimsclf by A^gbt- 
Horalius. By flight 1 And did the soldiers let 
him pass? ^ .„ . . 

Oh! I am ill again ! The coward, vlUaln ! 

{nr<nnng himself into Ids chair,) 
Jloralia. Alas! my brothers! 
Horaiius. Weep not for them, girL 
They've died a death which kings themselves 

might envy; ^ , _ ^ 

And whilst they lived, they saw theh* country tree. 
Oh I bad I perish'd with them .! But for him 
Whoso impious flight dishonours all bis race, 
Tears a fopd father's heart, and tamely bar<;-rs 
For poor precarious life his country's glory, 
Weep, weep for him, and let me join my tears! 
V^pia, What could he do, my lord, when three 

opposed him ? 
fforaliuM. He might have died. 
Oh! vilkin. villain, villain! 
And he shall die ; ihis arzb shall sacrifice 
The life he dared preserve with infamy. 

{Endeavouring to rw<.) 
What means this weakness ? 'Tis untimely now, 
When I should punish-an ungrateful boy. 
Wns this his boasted virtue, which could charm 
His cheated sovereign, ond brought tcara of joy 
To my old eyca ? .So young a hypocrite ! 
Oh ! shame, shame, shame ! 

Valeria. Have patience, sir; all Rome 
Beheld his valour, and approv'd his flight, 
Against such oppoeition. 
//ora«t/«. Tellnotme! 
What's Rome to me? Rome may excuse her 

traitor ; 
Jut rm the guardian of my house** honour, 
And I will ptnaish. 4>ray ye, lead me forth : 
I would have air. But grant me strength, kind 
gods, 



THE SOMAN FATHER. 

To do this act of jpatlce, and FIl own, 
Whate'er 'gahiat Rome your awful willa decree, 
iron ftQl are Just and merciful to me. 

lExettnL 



ACT IV. 
SCENE I^A Room in fforatiuit house. 
Enter HORATTHS, VALERIA following. 

EoraiHu, Away, awayl I feel my strength re 
new'd, 
And I will hunt the villain through the world ; 
No deserts shall conceal, nor darkness hldo him. 
He Is well sklU'd In flight ; but he shall find 
'Tls not so easy to elude the vengeance 
Of a wrong'd father's arm, as to escape 
His adversary's sword. 

Valeria, Restrain your luge 
But for a moment, sir. When yon shall hear 
The whole unravell'd, you'll find he's innocent 

Horatiue. It cannot be. 

Valeria. And 8ee,,my brother comes I 
He may, perhaps, relate— 

fforatius. I will not hear him ; 
I will not listen to my shame again. 

Enter VALERIUS. 

Valerius. I come with kind condolence from the 
king, 
To soothe ft father's grief, and to express— 
fforatius, I've heard it all; I pray you, ^>are my 
blushes. 
I want not consolation ; 'tis enough 
They've perish'd for their country. But the 
third— 
Valerius, True ; he, indeed, may well iupply 
your loss, 
And calla for all your fondness. 
fforatius. All my vengeance : 
And he shall have it sir. 

Valerius. My lord, what fault has he com- 

mitted? 
fforatius. Why will you double my confusion 
thus? 
Is flight no fault? 

Valeria: In such a cMb as his 
'Twas glorious. 

fforatius. Glorious! Oh! rare sophistry ! 
To find a way through infamy to glory! 

Valerius Infamy! 
What was it Infamous to save hit country? 
Is art a crime ? Is it the name of flight 
We can't forgive, though Its ador'd effect 
Restor')d us all to freedom, fame, a.nd empire? 
fforatius. What fame, what freedom ? Who has 

sav'd his country? 
Vakrius. Your son, my lord, has done it 
fforatius. How— when—where? 
Valerius. Is't possible I Did not yon Bay you 

knew; 
fforatius, 1 care not what I knew. Oh ! tell me 
all! 
Is Rome, still free ? Has Alba « has my son— 
Tell me— 
Valerius. Your son, my lord, has slain her chsm- 
ptonsi 
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' Oti'aiius. What, Pntiitatr 

Valtrius. H«. 

HoraHiu. Were tfaece not three remeloSagt 

ValerT¥$. Troe, there were, 
But wounded aU. 

Horathu. Toar sister here had told na 
That Rome was Tanqnish'd, that mysonwaa fled— 

Vaterius. And be did fly; but 'twas that fli^t 
preserv'd ni. 
All Boine» as well as she, has been deceiT'd. 

Jiofxaitu. Come, relate it 
Did t not say, Valeria, that my boy 
Mast needs be dead, or Borne Tlctorfoos ? 
I loog to hear the manner— WelL Valerioe^ 

Vulerhu. Toar other sons, my 161M,' had paid the 
debt 
They ow*d to Borne, and he alone remained 
'Gainst three opponents, whose nnlted etrength, 
Though wounded each, and robb'd of halt their 

force. 
Was si ill too great for bis. Awhile he stood 
Their Ueree assaults, jand then, pretended flight 
Only to tire his wounded adversaries. 

Horatiu: Pretended flight, and this sncceeded, 
bat 
Ob. glorious boy! 

JWfHut. *Twas better still, my lord : 
For all pursued, but not with equal speed. 
Y-*^^, eager for the conquest pressd to reach 

4iim; 
Nor did the first, till 'twas too late, perceive 
His fainter brothers panting far behind. 

JJoratius. He took them singly, then? An easy 
conquest; 
Twas boy's play only! 

Valti'iM, tjevcr did I see 
Such universal Joy, as when the last 
Sunk on the ground beneath ^oratiu8' sword ; 
Wbo seemed awhile to parley as a friend. 
And would have given nim life, but Caius scom*d 
ft 

raln*ja. Oaius! Oh, poor Horatia I 

ZforatiuM. Peace, I charge thee! 
Oo, dress thy face in smiles, and bid thy friend 
Wake to new tra nsports. Let ambition flro her. 
ViluA is a lover lost ? There's not a youth 
In Bome but Y^ill adore her. Kings will seek 
For her slllance nnw, and mightiest chiefs 
Be hoDonr'd by her smiles. Will they not, youth ? 

[Exit Valeria, 

IWtrius. Host sure, my lord, this day has added 
worth 
To her whose merit was before unequall'd. 

IToraltus. How could I doubt his virtue; Mighty 
godsl 
This fe true glory, to preserve his country. 
And hid. by one brave act, th* Horatian name 
In fame's eternal volumes be enrc^l'd. 
Oracious heaven 1 

Wbera is he ? Let me fly ! and, at IiIh feet, 
Forget the father, and inpiore a pardon 
For Boch injuaticc. 

Vnhnut. The king, ere this. 
Has from the field despatched him! 
Bat. hark ! that shout 
Which soanda from far, and seems the mingled 



Of thousands, speaks him onward on hia way. 
jJoruUut. How my heart dances 1 Tet I hlosh 
to meet him. 
Bat I will on Come, com^ Horatia ; leere 



Thy sorrow far behind, and let us fly 
With open arms to greek our common glory, 

muer HOEATIA md VALEBIA. 

Boratia. Tes, I will go ; this father's hard com^ 
mand 
Shall be obey'd : and I will meet the conqueror : 
Bot not in smilee. 

Vaieriv*. Oh ! go not» gentle lady ! 



ICi^t I advise- 



'ateria, Yonr grief s an yet too fresh, 
And may offend nim. Do not, my Horatia. 
Vttltritis. Indeed 'twere better to avoid his pre- 



It will revive your sorrows, and recall-- 

Horatia. Shr, when I saw yon last, I was a wo« 
man. 
The fool of nature, a fond prey to grief. 
Made np of sighs and tears. Bat now, my soul 
Disdains the very thought of what I was; 
*Tis grown too callous to be mov'd with toys. 
Observe me well : am I not nobly changed f 
Stream my sad eyes, or heaves my breast one 

groan? 
No : for I doubt no longer. 'Tis not grief ; 
*Tis resolutfon now, and flx'd despair. 

Valeria, My dear Horatio, yon strike terrors 
thronghme; 
What dreadful purpoee hast thon form'd? Ohl 
speak! 

Valerius, Hear me, swet lady. 
Ton must not go; whatever you resolve. 
There is a sight, will pierce yon to the souL 

Horatia. What sight? 

Vaftrim. Alas, I &onld he glad to hide it ; 
But it is— 

Horatia. What? 

Valtrivi. Your brother wears in triumph 
Tbe very scarf I bore to Curiatios. 

Horatia. {Wildly.) Ye gods, I thank ye 1 'tis with 



joy I hear it 
ildfi ■ 



If I shoold falter now,.that sight wonld rouse 
My drooping rage, and swell the tempest louder. 
Bat, soft I they may prevent me ; my wild passiott 
Betrays my purpose. I'll dissemble with them. 

{Sits down.) 
Vaferia. How do yqib my Horatia ? 
Horatia. Alas! my friend, 'tis madness which X 
utter. 
Since yon persuade me. then, I will not go. 
But leave me to myself, I would sit here ; 
Alone In silent sadaesB pour my tears. 
And meditate on my unheard-of woes. 

Valerius. (To ValerPi.) Twere ^vell to humour 
tbia But may she not. 
If left alone, do outrage on herself? 
Valeria. I have prevented that ; she has not near 
her 
One instrument of death. 

Iff 'e/vi/.<. Ketire vro^ then. ''" 

[Exii tcith Valeria. Affer a tJiort silence 
Horatia rises and comes foricard. 

Horatia. Yes. t'jcy are gone*, and now, \ifi flrol 

my soul ! 
Thin wav I can elude their search. The heart, 
Which dotes like mine, must break to be at ease. 
Just now I thooght, had CnriaUas lived, 
I could have driven him from my breast for 

ever. 
But death has oaneellVl all my wrongs at once. 
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They wei» not wrpogs; *twu virtue which undid 

And Ttrtoe fmftH imlte tu hi the grave. 
1 heMPd them say, at they departed hence, 
Thai they taHl I9llb*<l ne.of All wetzM of death. 
Vain thought t they knew not half Horatia'e pur- 

poed. 
Be resolute, my brother.; let not weak . 
Unmanly foiid&eKB intafelewitb thv Tirtuo, 
And I win touch .thpe nearly. Oh ! conie on, 
*Tis thou alone canBt gite Horfttta peace. .. 

tfirft. 



ACT V. 

SOEKI! i— jl Birttt in Romt, 

Chonu of Touthx wd Ttr^rtni, tinginff, andtcaUfring 
U-anehis of oak^ flowtrt^ Ac, 

Enter BOEATIUS, UarUnf[w the arm of I>nBLIUS 

Oboraa Tbv* for freedom nobly uon^ 

Jtonu her J^ty, tribtUe pour$ f 
And on one vuftorious ton 
Half exhaust* her blooming gtores. 

A Youth. Scatter here the laurel crown, 
Emblem of immorial praiee. 
Wondrous tfouth I to thy renoirn 
Future titnes shall altars raise. 

A Virgin. Scalier here the myrtle tereath. 

Though the bloodless «fctor'« dne ; 

Orat^ul thousands sav'dfrom death 

Shall devote that wrealh to you, 

A Yonth. Scatter here the oaten bou(ih ; 
Eo'n for em av. rtedfate ; 
We that civic meed best* »t 
Be Bated aU tchp uai'd ikt ttate, 

OhoroB. Thus, for freedomtdx. 

Jloratius. i?hou dost forgive mo, then; my dear- 
est boy, 
I cannot tell thee half my ecRtacy. 
The day which gave thee first to' my glad hopes 
Was misery to this. I'm mad with transport! 
Why aro ye sileut there? Again renew 
Your songs of praise, and, 4n a louder strain, 
Pour forth your joy, and tell the list'ulug spheres, 
That Eome is freecC by my Horatins' hand, 

Pub. No more, my friends. You mufet Jpermit 
me, sir, 
To oontradiet you. here. Not but my soul. 
Like yours, is open to the charms of praise : 
There is no Joy beyond it> when the miud 
Of him who hears it can, with honest pride, 
Confess it just, and listen to its music 
But now the toils I have sustain'd require 
The interval of rest, and every sense 
^fj aeaf to pleasure. Let me leave you, friends < 
"We're near our home, and would be private now: 
To-morrow W3'll expect your Ifind attendance 
To fiJ^e our joys, and waft our thanks to heaven. 
As they are -going off, HORATIO rushet in. 

IToratia. Whereis this mighty chief? 

IIoraiiut> Hjr daughter's voice 1 



I bade her come : she hag forgot her wancmM, 
And is again my child. 

That tramples nature^s tleft, ^d nobly soars 
Above the dictates of humanity? 
Let me observe him wqII... . 

^u^./vv'hat meaiis my sister? , ,. 

ffotatia, Xhy sister 1 I disclaini the impioiiB 
title; .... 

Base and InbumaoJ Qive me back my husb^d, 
My life, my soul, my murder'dCuriatiusI 

Pitb. Heperlsh'd for. his country. 

JETorafto. .QradOus gods I ,, 
Was*t not enough that t!)ou hadst mnrder'd him, 

git thou must trittmphin thv guilt, and wear 
Is bleeding spoils? Oh! let me tear them from 
thee; ,.( 

Drink the dear drops that issued f conoi his wounds, 
More dear to me than the whole tide that swells, 
With impious pride, a hostile brother's heart 
Iloratius, Am I awake, or is it all illusion ? 
Pub, Boratia,hcai:in«: 
Yet I am calm, andean forgive thy folly; 
Would I could call it by no harsher name. 
But do hot tempt me farther. Go, my ^ter. 
Go hide thee from the world, nor.let a Boman 
Enow with what insolence tho^-dar'st avow 
The infamy, or what is more, my shame, 
How tamely I forgave It. Go, Horatia. 
Soratia. I will not ga What have X tonch'd fhee^ 
then? . ., 

And canst thou feel ? OhI think not thon shalt loae 
Thy share of anguish. 11} jmrsue thee still ^ 
I'll be the fury, that shall haunt thy dreams ; 
Wake thee with shrieks, and place before thy 

Bight 
Thy mangled friends.ln all th^lr.poinp of. horror. 

Pub. Away with her! 'tis womanish complaining. 
Think'st thou such trifles can alarm the man 
Whoso noblest passion te nis country's have ? 
Horatio. Curse on my country's love 1 tilie trick 
ye toAoh u^ 
To make us slaves beneath the mask of virtue ; 
To rob us of each soft endearing sense, , 
And violate the first great law within us. 
I scorn the Impious passioo. 

Pub, Have a care ; 
Thou'st touch'd a stripg which may awake my Ten- 
geance. 
IToratia. (Aside.) Then it shall. 
Pub. Oh 1 if thou dar'st profane 
That sagred tie which winds about my hearV, 
By heaven 1 swear, by the great gods, who mW 
? he fate of empju-es, 'ti«,»ot this fond w'eakn^ ,, 
Nor even thy sez, which shall protect tnoQ irom 
me. 

(Glapping A<f hand on his neortt) 
Horatius. Drag her away: thou'it make me oMrse 
thee, girL 
Indeed, she's mad. 

{To PvMmu.) 
Horatia. Stand oft\ I '4m notanatf. 
Nay, draw thy sword ; I do defy thee, murderer, 
Barbarian, Boman ! Mad I Tho name of Bome 
Makes madmen of you all ; my curses on It ! 
Bise, rise, ye states, (oh! that my voice eonld fire 
Your tardy wrath !) confoeiAl its selflsk igreaftaeea. 
Base its proud walls, and lay its tOYraretn ashes 1 
Pub, l^bearnomore^ 

{prawinghit Wford:^ 
BoraUut. Distraction 1 Force her offl 



rem bohait fa^h^ 



BaraHa. iSlrmwlinff.) OooU lint prove (he Helen 
todentroy 
This enra'd unsocial Btate, Fd die with transport : 
QtoB on the ^reading Area, tiU the loet pile 
Sunk in the blaze, then mingle with its ruins. 

iExit. 
Pub. Thou Shalt not live to that. 

fExU. 
Thus perish aU tiie enemies ol Borne. 

(Without) 
VaUriut. (WUktitO Oh I horror, horror I execrable 
Mtt 
By Borne, and all its gods, thoashalt not*0capel 

JSnter PTJBLITJS 

Pub. My whole soul's moved, 
And BooMi hnmortal genius stirs within me. 
T«% t^ dread powers, whose everlasting fires 
Blaze on our attars, and whose sacred shields, 
From heav'n descending, guard imperial Home, 
I feel, I feel your wrongs; for yon I hear the 
sword. 

EnUr HOBATIA, wmnded. - 

ffortUia. Now thom'st indeed been kind, and I 
forgive you 
The death of Curiatius : this last blow 
Has canoell'd all, and thou'rt again my brother. 

Boratha. Heavens! what a sight I 
A daughter bleeding by a brother's handl 
My child, mychildl 

HorcOM, What means this tenderness? I thought 
to see you 
Inflam'd with rage against a worthless wretch, 
Who has dishonour'd your illustrious race, 
And stain'd its brightest fame: in pity look not 
Thus kindly on me, for I have injur'd yotu 

BoratiuM. Thou hast not, girl; 
I said 'twas madness, but he would not hear me. 

Boratia. Alas! my father, 
All but my love was false; what that insplr'd 
I utter'd freely. 

But for the rest, the curses which I poor'd 
On hesven-def ended Kome, were merely lures 
To tempt his rage, and perfect my destruction. 
Heaven ! with what transport! beheld him mov'dt 
How my heart leap'd to meet the welcome pointy 
Stain'd with the life-blood of my Ouriatius, 
Cementing thus our union ev'n in death. 

Pub. My sister, Uvel I charge thee live, Horfttia ; 
Oh! thouhast planted daggers here! 

Hormtia. My brother! 
Oan you forgive me; too? then I am happy. 
I dared not hope for that Te gentle ghosts, 
That rove Elysium, hear the sacred sound! 
My father and my brother both forgive me t 
I have again their sanction on my love. 
Ohl let me hasten to those happier dimes. 
Where, unmolested, we may share our joys, 
Nor "Boom, nor Alba, shall disturb us more. 

(She dies.) 

SmxKtiut, *TiB gone, the prop* the eomf ort of my 

•go- 
Let me reflect: this mom I had three children, 
No happier father hail*a the sun's uprising : 
Now Xhave none; for, Pnblins, thou must die: 
Blood callB for blood ; to expiate one parricide, 
Jnstloe demands another. Art thou ready ? 

Pvb. Strike! tis the consummation of my wishes 
To die, and by your hand. 

BaratiuM. Oh! bUndoldman! 
WoohUt tboa lift np thy aaorUegiooB hand 



Against the chief, the god that s»v/d 1 

There's something in that fa^e tlOki a^ 

like a divinity. Hence, thou vile weapon,' 
Disgrace my hand no more. 

(A cry toUhoutt Justice, Justice !) 
What noise is that? 

Enter VOLSOINIUS. 

VoL All Borne, my lord, has taken the alarm, 
and crowds 
Of eitizens enraged, are posting hither. 
To call for justice on the head of rublias. 
BoratUu. Ungrateful men! how are they? XjOI 
them come. 

Enttr TULLUS, VALBBIUS, and dUaent. 

Valerius. See,' fellow-citizens, see where elho 
lies, 
The bleeding victim. 

TuUus. Stop, unmanner'd youth! 
Thhik'st tnou we know not wherefore we are here? 
Seest thou yon drooping sire ? 

fforatius. Permit mem, sir. 

Tullut. What would yon, Bomans? 

Vdleriut. We are come, dread sir, 
In the behalf of murder'd innocence ; 
Murder'd by him, the man— 

Boratius. Whose conquering arm 
Has sav'd you all from ruin. Oh ! shame, shame I 
Has Home no gratitude ? Do ye not blush 
To think whom your insatiate I'ogo pursues ? 
Down, down, and worship him. 

1 Citizen. Does he plead for bim ? 
Does he forgive his daughter's death ? 

Boratius. He does. 
And glories in it; glories in the thought 
That there's one Boman left who dares be grateful. 
If you are wrong'd, then what am I ? Must I 
Be taught my duty by the affected tears 
Of strangers to my blood ? Had I been wrong'd, 
I know a father's right, and had not ask'd 
This ready-talking sir, to bellow for me^ 
And mouth my wrongs in Bome. 

Vdlerivs. Friends, countrymen, regard odt what 
be says ; 
Stop, stop your ears, nor hear a frantic father 
Thus plead against his child. 

Boratius. He does belie me. 
What child have I ? Alas I I have but one^ 
And him you would tear from me. 

1 Cititen. Hear him, hear him ! 

Pub. No: let me speak. Think'st thou, ungrateful 
youth. 
To hurt my quiet? I am hurt beyond 
Thy power to harm me. Death's extremest tor- 
tures 
Were happiness to what I feel. Yet know, 
My injur'd honour bids me live ; nay, mora, 
It bids me even descend to plead for life. .. 
But wherefora waste I words? 'Tie not to him. 
But you, my countrymen, to you, I tpeak ; 
He lov'd the maid. 

1 Citizen. How? lov'dherl 

Pub. Fondly lov'd her ; 
And under shew of public justice, screens 
A private passion, and a mean revenge. 
TUnk you I Wd her not? High heav'h^i my 

witness 
How tenderly I lov'd her; and the pangs 
I feel this moment, could you see my heart, 
Would prove too plainly I am still her brotiier. 

1 CUieen, HeshaU besavU 



lOM 



THIS ROMAN FATHElt 



VAleiioi hM misled at. 
Save him, saye him I 

IWlut. If jet a doDbt remaina, 
Behold that Tirtiious father, who could boast, « 
This very morn, a numeroQR progeDj, 
The dear supports of his declining? age; 
Then read the sad reveres with pitylDj? eyes, 
And tell yoar oouscioas hearts thoy fell for yon. 

Horatius. I am oyer-paid by that, nor claim I 
aught 
On their accounts; by high faearen I swoar, 
I*d rather see him added to the heap, 
Than Rome enslay'd. 

1 Citizen. Oh, excellent Horatins! 
Save him, save him t 

TMu. Then I pronoonoe him free. And now, 
Horatfni, 
Th« ereBlttg of thy atormy day at last 



Shall 3lose in peace. Here, take him to thy bresi 
fforatim. My son, my conqueror I 'twas a fata 
■troke, 
Bat shall not wound our peace. This kind em- 
brace 
Shall spread a sweet oblivion o'er our sorrows ; 
Or If, iu after times, though 'tis not long 
That I shall trouble yon, some sad remembrance 
Should steal a sigh, and peevish age forget 
Its revolution, only boldly sav 
Tnou Rav*d the state, ond ril entreat forgivea 
Learn hence, ye Bomans, on how sure a base 
The patriot builds his happiness. 
Qrief may to grief in endless round succeed, 
And nature suffer when our c^dren bleed; 
But still superior must that hero prove, 
Whose mt, best pasaioa ishis contttry*t loro. 
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Sib Johb Bbdtb. 

CoiX>NBL BULLT. 



ACT I. 

SO£K£ L— -Sir John Brute's House. 

Enter SlE JOHN BBUTE. 

Sir J. What closing meat is love, when matri- 
mony's the sauce to it ! Two years' marriage has 
debanched my five senses. Everything 1 see, 
everything I hear, everything I feel, everything I 
emell, and everything I taste, metbinks, has wife 
in'i No boy was «ver so weary of his tutor, no 
girl of her bib, no nnn <rf doing penance, or old maid 
of being chaste, as I am of being married. Sure, 
Na .37.--TBB Bbitish D&aha. 



HXABTFRBE. 


Lady BBiifE. 




Constant. 


Lady Fanciful. 


1 CORNBT. 


Bazor. 


Belinda 


1 SfiRVANTS. 



there's a seoret curse entailed upon the very name 
of wife. My lady is a young lady, a fine lady, a 
witty lady, a virtuous lady, and yet, I hate her. 
There is but one thing on earth I loath beyond her. 
that's fighting. Would my courage come up to a 
fourth part of my ill-nature, I'd stand buff to her re- 
lations, and thrust her out of doora But marriage 
has sunk me down to such an ebb of resolution, 1 
dare not draw my sword, though even to get rid of 
my wife. But here she comes. 

Enter LADY BEUTE. 
Lady B. Bo you djno at home to-day, Sir John? 



1088 

Sir J. Why? Do you expect I should tell you 
vrhat I don't know myself?. , 

Ladff B. I thought there %afi do Ittnn ft iakln^ 

Sir J. If thinking wrong were an excuse for Im- 
pertinenQOfFpniei^ might be justified in most thiijgs 
theylH5OT.niy. , , 

Lady ^. I am sorry I said anything to displease 
you. 

Sir J. Sorrow for things past is of as Mttfe Im- 
portance to me, as my diixing at home or abroad 
ought to be to you. 

Lady B. My inquiry was only that I might have 
provided what you liked. 

Sir J. Six to four you had bean in the wrong 
there again; for what ;yikedyestei ■ 



\ to-day, 'tis 



I don't like 
I mayn't 



to-day, and what I 

like to-morrow. , . .; . . w w*. - ui — . ^ s. 

Lady B. But if I hatliftefl yoQ %T9»t y^ tSkeAJ 
Sir J. Why, then, fHfere wouW bfe mofo askini; 

about it than the thintt is Worthj. ^ . , ^ 

Lady B. I wish I Old but WSwv how I m%:it 

^ Sir J. Ay, but Aat tiort ^ fe^Vled^ Is not "a 
wife's talent ^,.- i.u*i>t ^ 

Lady B, WMtever ttV wep\ !«, I'm sure toy 
willltt8«Terbeento«lj^y<TO . ». ., 

Sir 7. M %omcn wiftft to WiVe thefr Wflft, the 
world '-^uld be finely |i6wmfed. 

Lady S. Whkt reacfWLnaV* J iglven you to use 
me as you do of late ? It oucfe ivas otbel-wise : you 
married iine for lova .. 

Sir J. And you me for marey : so yon hfcve yotff 
reward, and 1 have mthe. 

Lady B. What is it mi dl^torbs you ? 

Sir J. Apar&Oli* 

Lady B. Why, wh6,tliiis he done to you? 

Sir J. He has married me, and be d— d to l)im ! 

iExit, 

Lady B. llie devfl^s In the fellow, I think. I 
was told before I married him, that thus 'twould 
be. The surly puppy I Vet, he's a fool for it : for 
hitherto, he has been no monster : but who knows 
how far he mg-y provoke me? Or, >who can trfl? 
perhaps, ii jgoodpart ot what I suffer from my hus- 
band, maybe n judgment upon %e for my cruelty 
to my lover. But, hold! let me go Ho further: I 
think I have a right to alarm this surly brute of 
mine ; but, if I know my hefcrt^lt will aerer let me: 
go so far as to injure him. 

Enter BELINDA. 

Good-morrow, dear coushi. 

Bel. Good-morrow, madam 
this noining. 

Lady B. I am so. 

Btl. With what, pray? 

Lady B. With my husband. 

Btl. Drown husbands I for yonrs is a provoking 
fallow: as he went out just now I prayed him to 
t«U mo what time of day twas ; and he asked me if 
I took him for the church clock, that was obliged to 
tell all the parish. 

Lady B. He has been saying some good obliging 
tilings to me, too. In short, Helinda, he has used 
me so barbarously of late, that I could almost 
resolve to play the downright wife, and cuckold 
him. 

Bel That would be downright, indeed. 

Lady B. Why, after all, there's more to be said 
for't than you'd imagine, child. Ue is tlie ^rst 
ftggrwBor, BQt I, 



THE PnOVOKED WIFE. 

Bel. Ah! but you know we must return good f 01 

. Ltiky B. ^at.may "le a nlistake in the transla- 
tion. Fr'ythee, be of my opinion, Belinda ; for I'm 
positive I'm in the right; and if you'll keep up the 
prerpgative of, a woman, you'll likawijft b« po^- 
«iviB ycm a$« in tei rifi^t, 4ienet€frydhaforti3^hi% 
you have a mhid to. But I shall play the fool, and 
jest on, till I make yoa begin to think I am in 
earnest 

Bel. I sha'n't take the liberty, madam, to think 
of anything that you desire to keep a secret from 
me. 

LinlSty B. AUs ! my dear, I have no secretsL My 
heart could ilever yet confine my tongue. 

Bel. Yourjeyes, yon mean; for I am sure I have 
seeni them gadding, when your tongue has been 
lodged irp safe enough. 

Lady B. My eyesjgaddlng! Pr*ytbee, after who, 
chiH? 

BO. W;hy, after oAe ttiat th!n1c6 yon bate him, as 
mxidh as Iknow you love him. 

Lady B. tjonstant, you mean? 

Bd, IM so. . . 

Ladyvs Lord! ^hat fihould^nt iraclh It tihlnl; into 
yourbetfd? 

Bd. That wtdeh puts things Into ibao^ ¥«dple*s 
heads,— observtition. 

Lady B. Why, whw have ytft c(bs«¥w, A fixe 
name of won det? u-. 

B<1. \ bare ctp^f^^i^ yau h\u^ wi^ "yfeajhaet 

hitn : I'orcfi yonrHf^ laway from h&n ; vU xBHTbo 

[Wt r-r J^riifii'Mf tv'rfff f-v^T-^Mnfi aboAt^n^^n a 

*!'"■■. i ^^ 'I ■■: . . 1 iM-e^tciro «*> iljptnWiyJb by 

!*irM, ijf r.'-.' I ! -i i:i vvitfi fear. 

li'f. Bnw wcivT^1& worsMii _, , , . 

f.wh it Pt)fih^fi, nIe«?B, hflte a beror «ipfia6n of 
yoiii' auufb iDuliiidtiion. ^ . . 

BeL Dear aunt baVe It xAitter tupialtiA. ot your 
niece's understanding. 

LadyB. You'll make me angry. 

Bel. VouTl make me lauglt . 

Lady B. Then you are resoivea to persist? 

SO, IVwiUvely. 

Lady B. And all I can say— 

Bel. Will signify nothing. 

Lady B. Though I should swear 'twere false— 

Bel I should think It true. 

Lady B. Then let us forgive; {kissing Tier) for we 
have both offended : I, in making a secret; yoa in 
discovering it 

Bel Good-nature may do much ; but you have 
more reason to forgive one, than I have to pardon 
t'other. 

Lady B. 'Tis true, Belindfc, yoo Hkv^ giten me so 
many proofs of your friendship, fllht my reserve 
has been, indeed, a crime; and, as a proof of my 
repentance, I own, Belinda, I am in danger. But 
whatever you mav have observed, I have dissem- 
bled so well as to seep him ignorant St), yOu see, 
I'm no coquette, Belinda. For'tia an unreasonable 
thing to engage a man in a dfsease, which we be- 
forehand resolve we will never apt^y a cure tOu 

Bel 'Tis true ; but then, a woman must abandon 
one of the supreme blessings of her life. For I am 
fully convinced, no man has hidf that pldteure in 
gallanting a tnistress, as a woman has In jilting a 
gallant * 

LadyB. The happiest ^rdmao, then, en earth 
must be our neighbour. 

^ei Oh! tho impertinent composS^ioik! Sbehoi 



you look pleased 



anity and affectation onqtigb to make her a ridi- 
uloas original. 

Lady B. Sh^ concludes all xqen ber captives ; and 
whatever course tliey take, it serves to confirm her 
iu that oi4fiiQn< 

BeL ifihey sfann her, fibe tbioks 'tis modesty, 
and takes it for a proof of their passion. 

Lady B. And if they are rude to her, 'tia condact, 
and done to prevent town-talk. 

Btl. All tj^eir actions and their words, she takes 
for granted, aim at her. 

Lady B. And pities all other woman, because she 
tbinka tb^y eavy ber. 

Btl. Pnjt out of i4ty to ourselves, let ub Ond a 
better subject, for Vm weary of this. Do you tlrii^c 
your husband inclined to jealousy ? 

La4y B. Obi no: he dooe not love mo well 
enoui^ for tbat. liordl bow wrong nien's maxims 
are! They are seldom jealous of their wives, un- 
less they are Vjsiry fond of them: whereas, they 
ought to consider the women'3 inclinations, for 
there depends their fate. Wei], men may talk; 
bnt tbey are np^ so wise as W9 : tpat's certain. 

BA At leaat in our affairs. 

Lady B. Nay, I believe we should outdo them in 
the business of the state, too: for, methinks, they 
do and undo, and make but bad work on'L 

BeL Why, |i}»n, don't we jEet into Uxe intrigues of 
government, as well as they ? 

i^ady B. Because we have intrigues of our own, 
^at make us more «port, child. And £0 let's in 
and conaider of tluMp. 

lExeunt, 



SCENE 11— ^ Dratinff Room. 

LAPy f^KClFVL, MADEMOTQELLE, an4 
COBNET discovered. 

Lady F, Hew do I look this moralog ? 

Cbr, Your ladyship looks very ill, truly. 

Ladf F. Lard! how lU-natured thou art, Comet, 
to tell me so, though the thing should be tree, 
dgnt yon know, that I have humility enough to be 
but too easily out of conceit with myself? Hold 
the glass : I dare say that will have morp manners 
than yon have. Hademoiselle, let me have your 
opinion, too. 

iiadtm. My opinion pe,matam,dat your ladyship 
aaveir look so well in your life. 

Lady F. Well, the French are the prettiest, ob- 
liging people! they say the most acceptable, well* 
mannered tfainga— and never flatter. 

Mwkm. Your ladyship say great justice inteed. 

Lady F. Nay, everything is just in my house, 
bat Comet Tbe very k)okin^-gla88 gives her the 
dementL But I'm almost afraid it flatters me, it 
makea me look ao engaging. {Locking affectedly in 
tke glass.) 

Jiadetn. bUeed, matam, your face pa de hand- 
somer den all de looking-glass in de world, croyez 

SBOL 

Lody F. But is it possible my eyes can be so lan- 
guishing, and so yery full of fire ? 

Ifodem. Matam, if de glass was burning-glass, I 
believe yoor eyes set de Are in de house. 

Lacty F^ You noiay take that night-gown, made- 
moiselle. Get out of the room^ Cornet. I can't 
eninreyoa. f&nt Comet.} This wench, meUbinks, 
does look so unsufferably ugly! 

JJ 



vm 

Mafiem. Everything Iqo)c ng}y, mato, 4at 9iand 
by your latyship. •• . i - • y . 

Lady F. No, really, ^a^amQiselle, methinkB you 
look mighty pretty. ^ 

leiii. Ah, matam, de moon has no eclat, yen 



Modem. . _ 
de sun appear. 

Lady F. Oh, pretty expreasionl Haye yoi^ eyw 
been in love, mademoiselle? 

Modem. Qui, matam. (Sighing.} 

Lady F. And you were belpved agahi? 

Modem. No, matam. 

Lady F. Ob, ye gods! what an unfortunate crea- 
ture should I be in such a case ! But nature has 
made me nice, for my own defence ; I am nice, 
strangely nice, mademoiselle : I believe, were tbe 
merit pf whole mankind' bestowed upon one single 
person, I should still think the fellow wanted 
Bomething to make it worth my while to take notice 
of him; and yet, I could love, nay, fondly love, 
were it possible to haye a thing made on purpose 
forme, for I am not cruel, mademoiselle; I am 
only nice. 

Modem. Ah, matam, I wish I was a fine gentle- 
man, for your sake. I do all de ting in de world 
to get a littirway into your heart I make song, I 
make verse, 1 give you de serenade, I give great . 
many present to ma4emois< lie ; I no eat, I no sleep, 
i be lean, I be mad, I hang myself, I drown my- 
self. Ah, ma cb^ro dame, que je yous aimerois! 
{Embracing her.) 

Lady F. Well, the French haye strange, obliging 
ways with them ; you may take these two pair of 
gloves, mademoiselle. 

Modem. He humbly tank my sweet lady. 

^»/er a Servant, loit^ a letter. 

Serv. Madam, here's a letter for your ladyship. 

[Srit. 

Lady F. 'Tis thus 1 am importuned every mom- 
ipir, mademoiselle. Pray, how do the French . 
ladies, when they are thus accabl^es ? 

Modem. Matam, dey never coniplain. Au eon- 
traire, when one Frense laty have got a hundred 
lover, den she do all she can to get a hundred 
more. 

Lady F. Well, let me die, I think they haye le 
bon gout For 'tis an unutterable pleasure to be 
adored by all the men, and envied by all tbe 
women. Yet, I'll swear, I'm concerned at the tor- 
ture I give them. Lard! why was I formed to 
make the whole creation uneasy ? But let me read 
my let:er. (Reads.) "If you haye a mind to bear, 
of your faults, instead of being praised for your 
virtues, take the pains to Walk in the Green Walk 
in &t Jam^es's Park, with your woman, an hour 
hence. -You'll there meet one who hates you for 
Bome thing, as ho could love you for others; and, 
therefore, is willbag to endeavour your reforma- 
tion. If you come to the place I mention, you'll 
kaow who I am ; if you don't you never shall : 
so take your choice." This is strangely familiar, 
mademoiselle ! Now have t a proyoking fancy to 
know who this impudent fellow is. 

Modem. Den take your scarf and your mask, and 
go to de rendezvous. De Frense laty do justement 
comme 9a. 

Lady F. Rendezvous I What rendtovous yrith a 
man, mademoiselle ? 

Modem. Eh I pourauoi non ? 

Lady F. What, and a man, perhaps, I neyer saw 
in my life I 
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LadyF. Taut mieox: c'est, done, qnelqne chose 
de nouTean. 

Lady P. Why, how do I know what designs he 
may have ? He may intend to ravish me, for aught 
I know. 

Modem. Bavish! Bagatelle I I would faJn see one 
Impudent rogue ravish mademoiselle. Oui, je le 
Toudrois. 

Lady F. Oh! hut my reputation, mademoiselle, 
my reputation : ah I ma chbre reputation ! 

Modem. Matam, quand on I'a une f ois perdus, on 
n'cn est plus embarrassde. 

LadyF. Fie! mademoiselle, fie! reputation is a 
jewel. 

Maiem. Qui eoute bien chbre, matam. 

Lady F. Why, sure, you would not sacrifice your 
honour to your pleasure? 

Modem. Je suis philosophe. 

Lady F. Bless me, how you talk! Why, what 
if honour be a burden, mademoiselle, must it not 
be borne ? 

Modem. Ghacnn a sa fa9on. Quand quelque 
chose mMncommode moi, je m'en defaisvite. 

Lady F. Get you gone, you little naughty French- 
woman, you ! I vow and swear I must turn you out 
of doors, if you talk thus. 

Modem. Turn me out of doors! turn yourself 
out of doors, and go see what de gentleman 
have to say to you. Tenez ! Volla (giving her her 
things hastily) votreesharp, votrecoife, votre masque, 
voilhtout. Bey! mercure, coquin! call one chair 
for matam, and one oder (calling tei'Mn) for me. 
Va-t-en vite. (Turning to her lady, and helping her on 
hastily with her things,) Allous, matam 1 depSchez 
vous, done. Mon dieu I quelles scruples ! 

Lady F. Well, for once, mademoiselle, I'll fol- 
low yonr advice, out of the intemperate desire I 
have to know who this ill-bred fellow is. But 
have too much delicatesse to make a practice on't 

Modem. Belle chose, vralment, que la delicatessen 
lorsqu'il s'agit de divertir-a 9a. Vous voila 
6quipde, partons, H^ bien ! qu'avez Tons, done ? 

Lady F. J'aipeur. 

Modem. Je n'en ai point moL 

Lady F. 1 dare not go. 

Madem. Di&meurez done. 

Lady F. Je suis poltrone. 

Madem. Tant pis pour vous. 

Lady F. Curiosity's a wicked devil. 

Madem. C'est uue charroante sainte. 

Lady F. It ruined our first parents. 

Madem. Elle a bien diverti lenrs enfans. 

LadyF. L'honneur est centre. 

Modem. Le plaislr est pour. 

Ijody F. Must I then go? 

Modem. Must you go? Must you eat, must you 
drink, must you sleep, must you live? De nature 
bid you do one, de nature bid you do toder. Vous 
me f erez enrager. ' 

Lady F. But when reason corrects nature, ma- 
demoiselle— 

Madem. Elle est, done, bien insolente, c*est sa 
sosur aiu^. 

Lady F. Do you, then, prefer j'our nature to your 
reason, mademoiselle? 

Modem. Oui da. 

Lady F. Pourquoi? 

Modem. Because my nature make me merry, my 
reason make mo mad. 

LadyF. Ah! lamechnnterraH^oisol 

Modern, Ah\ la belle Anglji^e! 

[E.xit. forcing Lady F. off. 
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SCENE l.^-SU James's Park. 
Enter LADT FANCIFUL and MADEMOISELLE. 

lady F. Well, I vow, mademoiselle, I am 
strangely impatient to know who this confident 
fellow is. 

Enter HEABTFREE. 

Look! there's Heartfree. But, sure, it can't bo 
him: he's a professed woman-hater. Tet who 
knows what my wicked eyes may haTe done ? 

Madem. II nous approche, matam. 

Lady P. Yes, 'tis he ; now will he be most into- 
lerably cavalier, though he should be in loye with 
me. 

Heart. Madam, I'm your humble servant I per- 
ceive yo\i have more humility and good-nature than 
I thought you had. 

Lady F. What 3^u attribute to humility and 
good-nature, sir, may, perhaps, be only due to 
curiosity. I had a mind to know who 'twas had ill 
manners enough to write that letter. iThroning 
him the letter.) 

Heart. Well, and now I hope you are satisfied? 

Lady F. I am so, sir; good b*ye. 

Heart. Nay, hold there! though you have done 
your business, I haven't done mine: byyourlady- 
sliip'fi leave, we must have one moment's prattle 
together. Have you a mind to be the prettiest 
woman about town or not? How she stares upon 
me! What, this passess for an Impertinent ques- 
tion with you now, becanse yon think yon are so 
already? 

Lady F. Fray, sir, let me ask you a qaestion in 
my turn ; by what right do yon pretend to ezamtaie 
me? 

Hsart. By the same right that the strong govern 
the weak, because I have you in my power; for 
you cannot get so quickly to yonr eoacb, but I shall 
have time enough to make you hear everything I 
have to say to you. 

Lady F. These are strange liberties yon take, Mr. 
Heartfree. 

Heart. They are so, madam, but there's no help 
for it; for, know that I have a design upon yon. 

Lady P. Upon me, sir? 

Heart. Yes, and one that will turn to yon^ glory 
and my comfort, if yon will be but a little wiser 
than you use to be. 

Lady P. Very well, sir. ' 

Heart. Let me see: your vanity, madam, I take 
to be about some eight degrees higher than any 
woman's in the town, let t'other be who she will ; 
A3d my fndiffei*ence is naturally about the faame 
pitch. Now, could you find the way to turn this in- 
differenee into fire and flame, methinks, your 
vanity ought to be satisfied: and this, perhaps, 
you mfght bring about upon pretty reasonable 
terms. 

Lady F. And pray, at what rale would this in- 
difference be brought off, if on# should have so de- 
praved an appetite to desire It ? 

Heart. Why, madam, to drive aquaker'a 1»nrgain, 
and make but one word t^ith you, if I do pa. t witti 
it, you must lay down your affectation. 

Lidy F. My affectation, sir! 

Heart. Why, I ask you nothing but what 'onmay 
very well spare. 
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Zody F. Ton grow nide, sir. Come, mtd«m<d- 
wUe, it is hi«rh time to be gooe. 

Modem. Allona, ellona, aTions! 

Heart. (Stopping them.) Nay, you mfl>ya>8 well 
itand Btill : for hear me yon shall, walk which way 
yoo please. 

lady F. What mean you, sir ? 

BearL I mean to teu yon, that yoa are the most 
tiDgrateral woman upon earth. 

Ladp F. Ungratef ol ! To whom ? 

Heart. To nature. 

Lady F. Why, what has natnre done for me ? 

Heart. What you have undone tiy art It made 
you handsome; it gave you beauty to a miracle, a 
sbope without a fault, wit enough to make them 
relish, and so turned yon loose to your own discre- 
tion, which has made such work with you; that you 
are become the pity of our sex, and the jest of 
your own. There is not a feature in your face, but 
you have found the way to teach it some affected 
convnlsiim ; your feet, your hands, your very fin- 
gers* ends, are directed never to novo without 
some ridiculous air or other ; and your laoguase is 
a suitable trumpet to draw people's eyos upon the 
raree-sbew. 

Mad. m. 'Asid*.) Kst CO qu*on fait I'amonr en^An- 
gleterre comme fa ? 

Lady F. (Aiide) Now could I cry for madness, 
but that I know he*d langh at me for it 

Heart. Now do yon hate me for telling you the 
truth, but that*s because yon don't believe 'tis so; 
for were yon once convinced of that, you'd reform 
for your own sake. 

Lady F. Every circumstance of nice breeding 
must needs appear ridiculous, to one who has so 
natural an antipathy to good manners. 

Htart. But suppose I could find the means to 
convince yon ttuit the whole world is of my 
opinion? 

Lady F. Sir, though you, and all the world you 
talk of, should be so impertinently oi&cious as to 
tbink to persuade me I don't know how to behave 
myself, I should still have charily enough for my 
own understanding to believe myself in the righ^ 
and all you in the wrong. 

Madtm. Le voila mort 

{Exit v>i(h Lady F. 

Heart {Oaxntg at her.) There her single damr 
has published the sense of the whole sex. well, 
this once I have endeavoured to wash the blaek- 
moor white, bnt^ henceforward, ril sooner under- 
take to teach sincerity to a courtier, generosity to 
a nsurer, honesty to a liiwyer, thsA discretion to a 
woman, I see has once set her heart upon playing 
thefooL *~ r J » 

Enter CONSTANT. 

'Morrow, Constant 

Cow. Good-morrow, Jack. What are yon doing 
here this morning ? 

Heart. Doing! guess, if yon can. Why, I have 
been endeavouring to persuade my Lady Fanciful 
that she's the most foolish woman about town. 

Con. A pretty endeavour, truly ! 

Heart. I have told her, in as plain English as I 
eonld speak, both what the town says of her, and 
what I think of her. In short I have used her as 
ftn absolute king would do Magna Charta. 

Con. And how does she take it ? 

Heart. As children do pills ; bite them, bat can't 
■wallow them. 



Con. But, pr'yfbee, whftt hu pnt it Into your 
head, of allmanktaid, to turn reformer? 

Heart. Why, one thing was, the momlnc hung 
upon my hands ; I did not know what to do with 
myself ; and another was, that as little as I caie 
for wonien, I could not see with patience one, that 
heaven has taken such wondrous pains about, be 
BO very industrious to make herself the Jack-pud- 
ding of the creation. 

Con. Well, now 1 could almost wish to see my 
cruel miRtreftR make the self-same use of what 
heaven hxa done for her; that so J might be cured 
of the same dinense that makes me so very naeasy ; 
for love, love is the devil, Heartf ree, 

Heart. And why do yon let tiie devil govern 
you? 

Con. Because I have more flesh and blood than 
grace aod self-denial. My dear, dear mistress - 
'Sdeath ! that so geutle a woman should be a saint 
when religions out of fashion! 

Heart. Nay, she's much in the wrong, truly ; but 
who knows how far time and good example may 
pr« vail? 

Con. Oh ! they have played their parts in vain 
already; 'tis now two years since the fellow her 
husband invited me to his wedding ; and there was 
the first time I saw that charming woman, whom I 
have loved ever since: but she is cold, my friend, 
still cold as the northern star. 

Heart. So are all women by nature, which maketh 
them so willing to be warmed. 

Con. Oh ! don't profane the sex : pr'ythee, think 
them all angels for her sake; for she's virtnons 
even to a fault 

Heart A lover's head is a good accountable thing, 
truly! he adores his mistress for being virtuous, 
and yet, is very angry with her, because she won't 

Con, Wen, the only relief I expect In my misery 
is to see thee some dav or other as deeply engaged 
as myself, which wHl force me to be merry in the 
midst of %11 my misfortunes. 

Heart That day will never come, be assured, Ned. 
Bnt, prvthee, let me tell you how I avoid falling in 
love ; that which serves me for prevention may 
chance to serve yon for a cure. 

Con. Well, use the ladies moderately, then, and 
I'll hear you. 

Heart. That using them moderately undoes us 
all : but I'll use them Justly, and that you ought to 
be satisfied with. I always consider a woman, not 
as the tailor, the shoe-maker, the tire-woman, the 
sempstress, and (which is more than all that\ the 
poet makes her ; but I consider her as pure nature 
has contrived her, and ttat more strictly than I 
should have done our old grandmother Eve, had I 
seen her naked in the garden ; for I consider her 
turned inside out Her heart well examined, I 
find there pride, vanity, covetousness, indiscretion ; 
but, above all things, malice; plots eternally forg- 
ing to destroy one another's repntat;ons, and as 
honestly to charge the levity of men's tongues with 
the scandal ; hourly debates how to make poor 
gentlemen in love with them, with no other intent 
but to use them like dogs when thev have done ; a 
constant desire of doing more mischief, and an 
everlasting war waged against tm% and good- 
nature. 

Con. Very well, sir, an admirable composition, 
truly. 

Heart. Then for her outside, I consider it merely 
as an outside : she has a thin, tiffany covering; jus 
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over tndb atnff M ycm anfl I are made of. Aa 
fqr bar motioo, )ier mfen, her aire, and all those 
tricks, I know they affect you mightily. If you 
should see year ipistress at a corouation, dragrging 
her peacock's train, with all her state and insolence 
about her, 'twould strike yon with all the awful 
thoughts that heaven itself could pretend to form 
you : whereas, I turn the whole matter into a jest, 
and suppose her strutting, in the self-Rame stately 
manner, with nothing on but her slays, and her 
scanty miilted under-petticoat. 

Con, Hold thy profane tongue ; for I'll bear no 
more. 
. /A?art What, you'll love on, then? 

Con Yes. 

JJtati. Yethaye no hopes at alL 

Con. None. 

Jffeart. Kay, the resolution may be dlfcreet 
enough : perhaps, you have found oat some new 
philosophy ; that love, like ylrtne, is its own re- 
ward: so you and your mistress will be as well 
content at a distance, as others, that have loss 
learning, are in coming together. 

Con. So ; but if she should prove kind at las^ my 
dear Heartfreo— — 

(Embracing him.) 

fftari. Nay, pr'ythee, don't take me for your 
mistress ; for lovers are very troublesome. 

Con. Well, who knows what time may do? 

ffeart. And just now he was sure that time could 
do nothing. 

Con. Yet not one kind glance in two years is 
somewhat strange. 

Ueai't. Not strange at all| she don't like yon, 
that's all the business. 

Con, Pr'y thee, don't distract me. 

Heart. Nay, you are a good, liandsome, Tonag 
fellow, fihe might ufio yon better. Come, will you 
go see her? perhaps, she may have changed her 
mind; there's some hopes, as long as she's a 
woman. 

iCmi. Ohl tis in vain to visit her: sometimes, to 
get a sight of her, I yislt that beas); her husband; 
but she certainly finds some pret^tiae to quit the 
room as soon as I enter. 

Seart. IVb much she don't tell him you have 
made love to her, too; for that's another good* 
natured thing usual amongst woman, in which 
they have several ends. Sometimes 'tis to recom- 
mend their virtue, that they may be kind with the 
greater security. Sometimes 'tis to make their 
husbands fight, in hopes they may be killed, when 
their affairs require It should be so : but, most com- 
monly, 'tis to engage two men in a quarrel, that 
they may have the credit of behig fought for ; and 
if the lover's killed in the business, they cry, 
"Poor fellow, he had ill-luck ;" and so they go to 
cardsL 

Con. Thy injuries to women are not to be for- 
given. Look to't, if ever you fall into their 
hands— 

Beart. They can't use me worse than they do 

Sou, that speak well of them. Oho! here comes 
le knight! 

Enter SIB JOHN BBUTR 

Your humble servant, Sir John. 

Sir/. Servant, sir. 

ffeart. How does all your family? 

Sir J. Plfltgne o' my family 1 

Con. How does your lady? X haven't leen her 
abroad a good whila 



Sir J. Do I X don't know how tUf do«a, n^C ft 
•he was well enongb yesterday; 1 haveo^ been ft 
nome to-night 

Cnn. "What, were yon out of town f 

Sir J. Out of town iNo ; I was drinUng. 

Con. You are a true Englishman: don't know 
your own happiness. If 1 were married to such a 
woman, I would not be fh>m her a nigfa^ for aU 
the wine in France. 

Sir J. Not from her f Ootas ! what a OiQA fhoold 
a man have of that I 

Heart. Why, there*B no division, I hope ? 

air J. No ; but thete^s a eonjunotion, and ttuKf • 
■worse : a pox of the parson I Why the plague don't 
you two marry ? I fancy I look like the devil to 
you. 

IJeati. Why, yon don't tbink yoa hsve hofiu^ 
do you? 

Sir J. No ; I believe my wife's teUgloii will keep 
her honest 

ffeart. And what will make her keep )ier relK 
gion? 

Sir J. Fersecntion; and, therefore, ahe shall 
have it 

Heart. Have a care, knight^ women are tender 
things. 

Sir J. And yet, methinks, 'tla a hard matter to 
break their hearts. 

Con. Fie, fie ! yon have one of the best wivea in 
the world, and yet yon seem the most uneasy hus- 
band. 

Sir J. Best wives! the woman's well enough; 
she has no vice that I know of ; but, she's a wife : 
and d— n a wife ! if I were married to a hogshead 
of claret, matrimony would make me hate It 

ffeart. Why did you marry, then? yon were old 
enough to know year own mind. 

Sir J. Why did I marry? W4iat you woqUI 
have me intngne, I suppose, and so haye he^^ged 
myself into forty quarrels witti her relations ; he- 
sides buying my pardon ; but mor0 tiian all that, 
you must know I was afraid of being d— d In those 
days: for t kept sneaking, cowardly company, 
fellows that went to church, said grace to their 
meat, and had not the least tinetnre of qnaUty 
about them. 

ffeart But I thhik you have got into a better 
gang now. 

Sir J. Zoons I sir, my Lord Bake and I are haad 
and clove : I beUeve we ai»y get our bones broken 
together to^ught Have you (^ n^A to ehare • 
frolic? 

Cpn. Not I, truly; my tafent lies la aofter ok* 
eroisee. 

Sir J. What, a down bed and a strumpet ? A pqK 
of venery, I say. Will you come and drink with 
me this afternoon? 

Con. I can't drink to-day: but we'll come and 
sit an hour with you if you will. 

Sir J. Pooh! pox! sit an hour! Why ea&t yoa 
drink? 

Con. Because Fm to see my miatresB. 

Sir J. Who's that? 

Con. Why, do you use to ten? 

Sir J. Yes. 

Con. So won't I. 

;Srir/. Why? 

Con. Because it is a secret 

Sir J. Would my wife knew WT Hwonl^ *• •• 
secret long. 

Ctm. Whv *■ 
cret? 
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Air/. % more tbim ibe coiJd keep Lent 
BtatL Fr^ytnee, Xid. ft her, to try, Coiiistaiii 
^tr /. Ka or'yMiM^ doa't» that I )Biayxi*i 1>e 

7on. Ill hold yoa« guinea you don*i make her 
M ft yon. 

iStr t/. Ill hold you a guinea I do. 

Con. which way? 

Sir J, VThy, 111 beg her not to iell U me. 

jSTeofl. la'av't K aoyUiiDg does it^ that \^ 

Con. But do you think, sir— 

Str/. OonsJ B^t^fthink a woman and a secret 
are the two !liAperax>enteBt themes in the universe; 
therefore, prayjtot 8 hear no more of iny wife iibt 
your mistress. D— ;i them both, with all my heart, 
and everythlxig else that daggles apetticdat^ excej)t 
four generoDS whores who are drunk wi^ my Lord 
Bake and t ten mnes in a fortnight 

Com. Here's a dainty fellow for yon! and the 
Terlest coward, too. But his usage of his wife 
makes me ready to stab the TiUain. 

Hwrt, liOTers are short-sighted : aU their senses 
run into 'that of feeling. This proceeding of his is 
ttte only thing on earth can miJce you fortunate. It 
anything can prevaH with her to accept a gallant, 
*tis his usage of her. PrVthee, take heart; I have 
great hopes Tor you: ana, since 1 can lii'ing you 
quite off her, ru endeavourl^ bring yon quite on, 
for a Whining lover Is the d— dest companion upon 
earth. 

C&n. My dear friend, flatter me a little more with 
these hcpes; for whilst they prevail, I have Elysium 
Within me, and could melt with joy. 

ffeart. Pray, no melting yet This afternoon, 
IMrhapife, %e shall make some advance. In the 
meanwhile, let's go dine at Locket's, and let hope 
get you a stomach. 

ilSxtunt. 



'SGENK IL^Lddv FanafuV$ Bou$9, 
EnUr LADY FANCIFUL and MADEMOISELLE. 

Lady T. Did yon ever see anything so importune, 
mademoiselle ? 

Modem. Indeed, matam, to say de trute, he want 
leetel good breeding. 

Lady F. Qood breeding I He wants to be caned, 
mademoiselle. An insolent fellow ! And yet, let 
me expose my weakness, 'tis the only man on earth 
I could resolve to dispense my favours on, were he 
Dut a fine gentleman. Well, did men but know how 
deep an impression a fine ffentteman makes in a 
lady's heart they would reduce all their stodiee to 
that of good breeding alona 

^ftUr a Servant. 

J3erv. '^fllyonr ladyship please to dine yet? 

Lady ,F.t^tw^ let them serve. IMxit ServanL] 
Sure, this Heartfi'ee h&s bewitched ine, mademoi- 
Belle. I yow, tis a thoupand pities he la not more 
polished : don't you think so ? 

Modem. Matam, I think it so great pity, that if I 
was in your ladyship s place, 1 take him home in 
my house, I lock him up in my closet, and I never 
let him go till I teach him everyting dat fine lady 
expect from fine gentleman. 

Lady F. "Why, truly, I believe I should soon 
Bubdue his brutality; for, without doubt, he has a 
girange penchant to grow fond of moi in »pite of 



hif. aversioa to. the laz, eteeiie yt4Mi4. neTer h&m 
takefl so fnnch pains about om. Lond 1 how prood 
would some poor creatures be of such a conquest! 
but I, alael I don't know bow torec«|ive m a favour, 
what I take to be so infinitely my due. But vhat 
shall I do to new monkl him, mademoisflle ? for 
till then, lie's my utter aversion? 

Modem. Matam, you must laogh #* him in ^U de 
places dat von meet hino, and Uuv into de ridicule 
all he say, and all he do. 

Lady P. Why, truly, satire has ever been of 
.woodcous use to reform ili-manners. Sesidea, 'tis 
Illy particcdar talent to ridicule folks. I .cnn be 
severe, strangely severe, when I wiA, nmdemoiseUe. 
Give me the pen and ink, I find myseU whimsical ; 
I'U write to him— or, Fii lot it alone, alld lie severe 
upon him that way. {Sitting d^wn to wrtr« €wi rising 
up ogaitL) Yet activa severity fs better than pas- 
sive. (Siifing down.) *Tis as good to let it alcme, 
too; for every lash I give him, perhaps, be'U take 
for a favour. (Bisingj Yet, 'tia # thoosand pities 
so much satire should be lost (Sitting^) Bat if it 
should have a wrong effect upon him, 'twould dis- 
tract m6. (Rising.) Well, I must write, though, 
after ail. (Sitting.) Or, III let it «one, which is 
the same thing. 

(BiHng.) 

Modem. La voila determi^A. 

itoeeunt. 



ACT IIL 

BOfiNE L— .Sin- /e«i Brute's Home. 

Bin JOHN BBUTE, LADY BEUTE, md 
BELINDA ducotwvd; riBing/rem the Htbh. 

Sir J. Here, take away the things: I expect 
company. But, first, bring me a pipe ; 111 smoke. 
(To a Servant.) 

Lady B. Lord I Sir John, I wonder you wont 
leave that nasty custom. 

Sir J. Pr'ythee, don't be Imperthieot 

BeL (To Lady B.) I wonder who those are he 
expects this afternoon. 

La4yB. Id give the world to know. Perhaps, 
'tis Constant; he comes here sometimes; If it does 
prove him, I'm resolved 111 share the visit 

BeL We'll send for our work, and sit here. 

Lady B. Hell choke us with his tobacoo. 

Bek Nothing will choke us, when we are dohig 
what we have a mind to. LoveweUl 

Enter LOVEWELK 

Love. Madam. 

Lady B. Here, bring my cousin's work aad miAe 
hither. 

[Exit Lovewell, and re-enter wUh their wort. 

Sir J. Why, poxl can't you work somewhere 
else? 

Lady B, We shall be oaref u] not to distiirt) yon, 
sir. 

Bei» Your pipe would make yon too thoughtful, 
uncle, if you were left alone; our little pratUe will 
cure your spleen. 

Sir J. WiU ft so, Mrs. Pert? Now I believe ft 
will so increase it, (sitting and emoting,) I shall take 
my own house for a paper-mill. 

Lady B. (Aside to Bek), Don't let's mind hftrn; 
let. him say what he wilL 

Sir /. ▲ woman's tongue a core for the ■pieen ? 
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ib! If «mftB luA. got the head-tche, thej^d be 
applying the same remedy. 

Ladf B. Yea have doae a good deal, Belinda^ 
ainee yesterday. 

Bek Tea, I have worked very hard; how do yoa 
like it? 

Lad^ B. Oh! 'tis the prettiest fringe in the 
world. Well, eoaBin, yon have the happiest fancy, 
pr'ythee, advise me about altering my crimson 
petticoat 

Sir J. D— B yonr petticoat ! here's snch a prating 
a man cant digest nis own thoughts for you. 

La<fy B. DonMi answer him. iAtide.) Well, what 
do yon adtise me t 

Bel Why, really, I would not alter it at alL Me- 
thinks, 'tis yery pretty as it is. 

Ladf B. Ay, that's true; but you know one 
grows weary of the prettiest things in the world, 
when one has had them long. 

Sir J. Tes, I have taught her that 

Bel Shall we provoke him a little ? 

iApart to Lady B.) 

Ladg B. With all my heart Belinda, don't you 
long to be married? 

Bek Why, there are some things in it which I 
could like well eooogh. 

Zod^ B. What do you think you should dislike ? 

BeL My husband : a hundred to one else. 

LadifB. Oh! you wicked wretch! sore, you don't 
speak as you think? 

Bel. Tes, I do : specially if be smoked tobacca 
(Sir J. lo9kt eartutUy at them.) 

Lacfy B. Why, that, many times, takes off worse 
emells. 

B^. Then he must smell very ill, indeed. 

Lady B. So some men will, to keep their wives 
from coming near them. 

Bel. Then those wivee should cnckold them at a 
distance. 

{Sir J. runt in a fury^ throws his pipe at 
them, and drives them out. As they run off, 
€«/«• CONST AKT and UEARTPBEii; 
Lady Brute runs against Constant.) 

Sir J. Oons! get yon gone up-stalrs, you con- 
federating strumpets you, or Til cackold you, with 
a vengeance! 

Lady B. Oh, lord! hell beat us, he'll beat us! 
Dear Mr. Constant, save us ! 

[Exit tpith Belinda. 

Str J. m cuckold you, with a poxt 

Con. Heaven, Sir John, what's the matter? 

Sir J. Sure, if women had been ready created, 
the devU, instead of being kicked down into hell, 
had been married. 

ffeark Why, what new plagues have yon found 
now? 

Sir J. Why, these two gentlewomen did but hear 
me say I expected yon here this afternoon ; upon 
whidh tb^ presently resolved to take up the room 
on purpose to plague me and my friends. 

Con, Was that all? Why, we should have been 
glad of their oompanv. 

Sir J. Then I should have been weary of yonrs; 
for I can't relish both together. They found fault 
with my smoking*tobacco, too, and said men stunk ; 
but I bad a good mhid to say something. 

Cfon. Oh, nothhig against the ladies, I hope ? 

Sir J. The ladies! Come, will you sit down? 
Give US some wine, fellow* Ton won't smoke i 



Con. Ko, nor drittk neithec^ at fhis time ; I must 
ask yonr^ardon. 

Sir J. What, this mistreea of yonrs mnt in yonr 
head? I'll warrant it's some such eqneami^ 
minx as my wife, that's grown so dalntj of late, 
finds fault even with a dirty shirt 

ffeart That a woman may do, and not be very 
dainty neitiier. 

Sir J, Come, yon shall take one glaas. though I 
■end for a box of lozenges, to sweeten yonr month 
afterit 

Con. Nay, If one glass win aatlsfy you. 111 drink 
it^ withoutputting you to ttiat expense. 

Sir J. why, that's honest So, here's to you, 
gentlemen. A wife's the devlL To your both 
being married, (They drink. ) 

Heart. Oh, your most humble servant, sir. 

Sir J. Well, how do youiike my wine ? 

Con. 'Tis very good, indeed. 

Heart. 'Tis admirable. 

Sir J. Then take t'other glass. 

Con. Now, pray, excuee us now: we'll come 
another time, and then we won't spare it 

Sir J. This one glass, and no more. Come, it 
shall be your mistress's health ; and that's a groat 
compliment from me, I assure you. 

Con. And 'tis a very obliging one to me ; so give 
ns the glasses. 

Sir J. So, let her m^^iCoughs in the ffkut.) 

Heart. Andbckhid. 

Con. What's the matter? Does it go the wrong 
way? 

Sir J. If I hnd love enough to be jealous, I 
should take thin for an evil omen; for I never 
drunk my wife's health in my life, but I puked In 
my glass. 

Con. Oh, she's too Tirliious to make any reason- 
able man jealous. 

Sir J. Pox of her virtue. If I could catch her 
adulterating, I might be divorced from her by law. 

Heart. Aud so pay her a yearly pension, to be a 
distinguished cuckold. 

Bnter a Servan'. 

Sere. Sir, there's my Lord Bake, Colonel Bully, 
and some other gentlemen at the Blue Posts, desire 
your company. 

Sir J. Gadso 1 we are to consult about playing 
the devil to-night 

Heart. Well, we won't hinder business. 

Sir J. Methinks I don't know how to leave you 
two ; but for once, 1 must make bold. Or, look 
vou ! may be, the conference mayn't last loug. So, 
If you'll wait here half-an-hour, or an hour; if I 
don't come then, why, then, I won't come at all 

Heart. (Apart to Con.) A good, modest proposi- 
tion, truly ! 

Con. (Apart to Heart.) But let's aecept on't, how- 
ever. Who knows what may happen ? 

Heart. Well, sir, to shew yon now fond we are 
of yonr company, we'll expect yonr retom as long 
as we can. 

Sir J. Nay, may be, I mayn't stay at all; but 
business, you know, must be done ; ao, yonr ser- 
vant Or, hark yon! if you have a mind to take a 
frisk with ns, I have an interest with my lord ; I 
can easily introduce you. 

Con. We are much beholden to yoo ; but, for my 
part, I'm engaged another way. 

Sir J. What, to your mistress, I'll warrant Pr'y- 
thee, leave her to her own thoughts, and make one 
With OB to-night 
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Com BbTt *tto bnriiMM th*t Is to «mplo7 ma 

ffMfi. And hm ; and bosineas most be don«, yoa 
know. 

Sir 7, Ay, woman's bnaJness, though the world 
were consomad f or^t 

iSxU. 

Can. Farewell, beast! and now, my dear friend, 
would my mistress be but aa complaisant as some 
men's wiyes, who think it a piece of good-breeding 
to receiye the visits of their hnsbanda* friends In 
hia 



JETcort Why. for your sake, I could f orglxa her. 
But what shiJl we iuTent to see her? 
Can. Oh, never hope it: iuTentlon wUl prove as 
' aa wishes. 



Tain 



Xnier IJlDY BRVTE and BELINDA. 



ffeart. What do yon think now, friend ? 

{Apart to Con.) 
Con. I think I shall swoon. 

(4parttoffeart.) 

fftart, ni q>6ak flrst» then, while yon fetch 

breath. {Apart to Con,) 

Lady B. We think ouraelves obliged, gentlemen, 

to Qome and return you thanks for your knight- 

euauUy. We wore just upon being devoured by 



B fleiy dragoB. 
Bel Did not U 



Bel. I)id not his fumes almost knoi^ yoa down^ 



Heart. Truly, ladies, we did undergo some hard- 
ships ; and should have done more, if some greater 
heroes than ourselves hard by bad not diverted 
him. 
' Con. Though I am glad of the service you are 
pleased to say we have done you, yet I'm sorry we 
could do It in no other way, than by making our- 
sehres privy to what yon would, perhaps, have kept 
a secret 

L'tdy B. For Sir John's part, I suppose he de- 
signed it no secret, ulnoe he made so much noise. 
And for myself, truly, I am not much concerned, 
since 'tis onlV fallen into this gentleman's hand and 
yours, who, I have many reasons to believe, will 
neither interpret nor report anything to my disad- 
vantage. 

Con. Tour good opinion, madam, was what I 
eared I never could have merited. 

Lady B. Tour fears were vain, then, sir, for I'm 
JQSt to everybody, 

Heart. Pr'ythee, Constant, what is it yon do to 
get the ladies' good opinions? for Fm a novice at 

Bet. Sir, will yon give me leave to instruct 
you? 

Heart. Yes, that I will, with all my soul, ma- 
dauL 

Bel. Why, then, you must never be a sloven; 
never be out of bomouri never smoke tobacco ; 
nor drink, but when you are dry. 

Heart That's hard. 

Con. Kay, if you take his bottle fiom him, you 
break his heart, madam. 

B^. Why, is it possiblo the gentleman can love 
drinking? 

HoarU Only by way of antidote. 

Bd. Against what^ pray? 

Heart. Against love, madam. 

LadyB. Are you afraid of being in lore, sir? 

Heart. I . should, if there were any danger of 
it 



Ladff B. Pray, why so? 



Heart. BecauM I always had aa aversloB to 
being used like a dog. 

Bel. Why, truly, men in love are seldom used 
better. 

Lady B. But were you never in love, sir ? 

Heart. No, I thank heaven, madam. 

Bel Pray, where got you your learning, then? 

Heart. From other people's experience. 

Bel That's behxg a spunger, sir, which Js scares 
honest; if you'd buy some en>erience with your 
own money, tm twonld be fairer gjt, so 'twould 
stick longer by you. 

Enter a Footman. 

Foot. Sladam, here's my lAdy Faneifal, to waft 
upon your ladjrship. [Exit. 

Lady B. Shield me, kind heaven ! What an in- 
undation of impertinence is here coming upon us. 

Enter LADY FAN0IFX7L, tofio rum Jlrtt to Lady 
Brutet then to BHinda, kisting them. 

Lady F. My dear Lady Brute, and si«^et Belinda^ 
metiiinks, 'tis an age since I saw yon. 

Lady B. Yes, 'tis but three days; sure, yon have 
passed your time very ill, it seems so long to yonf 

Lady F. Why, really, to confess the truth to yoo, 
I am BO everlastingly fatigued with the addresses 
of unfortunate gentlemen, Uiat were it not for the 
extravagancy of the example, I should e'en tear 
out these wicked eyes with my own fingers, to 
make both myself and mankind easy. What think 
you on't, Mr. Heartfree, for I take you to be my 
faithful adviser? 

Heart. Why, truly, madam, I think every pro- 
ject that is for the good of mankind ought to be 
encouraged. 

Lady P. Then I have your consent, sir? 

Heart. To do whatever yon please, madam. 

Lady F. You bad a much more limited com- . 
plaisance this morning, sir. Would you believe it, 
ladies? this gentleman has been so exceedingly 
generous, to tell me of above fifty faults, in less 
time than it was well possible for me to commit 
two of them 

Con. Why, truly, madam, my friend there is apt 
to be sometiiing familiar with the ladies. 

Lady F. He is, indeed, sir; but he's wondrous 
charitoble with it; he has had the goo^ia to 
design a reformation, e'en down to my fingers' 
ends. 'Twas thus, I think, sir, (opening her ftngere 
in an awkioard manner,) you'd have them stand? 
My eyes, too, he did not like. How was it you 
would have directed them? thus, I think. {Staring 
at him.) Then, there was something smiss in my 
gai^ too; I don't know well how was, but, as I 
take, he would have me walk like him. Pray, sir, 
do me the favour to take a turn or two about the 
room, that the company may see you. He's sullen, 
ladles, and won't But, to make short, and give 
you as true an idea as I can of the matter, I think 
^twas mntk about this figure in general, he would 
have motdfled me to~but I was an obstinate wo- 
man, and eonld not resolve to make myself mis- 
tress of his heart, by growing as awkward jis his 
fancy. 

C8Ac Wilis awkwardly about, staring and 
looking imgoMy ; then dumgei on a sudden 
to the extremity of her usual affectation.) 

Heart. Just thus women do, when they think we 
are in love with them, or when they are so with us. 
I {Cens'emt and fMdy B. talk together tg^irt.) 
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Ladjf P. *Twoti!d, henmret, be )em Tftolty for me 
to^ conclude the former, tbiui yoa the latter, sir. 

Heari, tfa.da.nl, aU I »hall preHnmo to conclude 
is, that if \ were ii; love, you'd find the means to 
make me soon weary on't 

La^ f. Not by over fondness, npon my word, 
sir. Bnt, pr'ythee, let's stop here ; for yon are so 
much governed by instinct, I know you'U grow 
brutish at last 

Btl (Aside.) Now am I sure she's fond of btm. 
I'H try to make her jealotea. Wen, loi; my p^r^, I 
should be glad to find somebody wcnild be so free 
with me, that I mig^fc know my faults, and mend 
them. 

Ladt/ F. Then, pray, let me recommend this gen- 
tlemen to you, I have known, him some tt^ie, and 
will be surety for falm, that upon a very Umitedep- 
couragement on your side, you shaU find an ex- 
tended impudence on l;u^ 

Heart. I Uiauk you, aoadan:^ for your recom- 
mendatioB; but, hating idleness, I'm unwilling to 
enter into a place where, I belteye, there would be 
nothing to do. I was fond of servingyouy ladyship, 
because I knew you'd find me constant employ- 
ment. 

l^dy P. I told yQu be'd bem^e, Belinda. 

Bef. Ob \ a little bluntness is a sign of honesty, 
which makes me always ready to pardon it. So, 
sir, if you have no other object ioo to my service, 
but the fear of being idle in it, you may venture 
to list yourself: I shall find you work, I warrant 
you. 

Heart, Upon those terms I engage, madam ; and 
this, with your leave, I take for earnest. {Offers to 
tiss her hand.) 

BtL Hold there, sir I I'm none of your earnest- 
givers. But, if rm well servfed, give food wages, 
and pay punetnally. (Heart/ret artdBeAnd^ seem to 
contittue talking fqmiharhj tofjether.^ 

hadyP. (Aside.) I don't like this jestln* between 
them. Methinks, the fool begins to took As if he 
were in earnest: but then, he must be a fool, in- 
deed. Lard! what a difference there is between 
me and her! (Looking at Belinda scornjSiUy.) How 
I fhottld despise such a thing, if I were a man I 
What a nose she has! wh&t a chinl what ti neck! 
Then her eyes— and the worst kissing lips in the 
universe ! No, no, he can never like hdr, that's 
noBitive; yet I can^ suffer them together any longer. 
Mr. Heartfree, do yon know that you and I must 
have no quarrel, for all this ? I can't forbear being 
a little severe, now and then; but vomen, you 
know, may be allowed anything. 

Heart. Vvyf* * cert?iip age, miidam. 

LadfF. Whicb I'm i^ot yet past, I hope. 

Ntari. (Aside.) Nor ever will, I dare swear. 

Lady F. {To Lady B.) Gzme, madam, will your 
ladyship be witness to our reconciliation ? 

lady B. You are agreed, then, at last? 

Heart (SHghtinglp.) We forgive. 

Lady F. (Aside.) That was. a cold, iH-me^tured re- 
ply. 

LadyB^ Then there are no c^lleng^ sent be- 
tween yon? 

Heart. Not from me, I promise. (Aside to Constant) 
"Qx^ thi^t'ft mor^ titan I U 4o (or )^er; fQr I know 
she CMi as well be h^imged as lorbear lirriting to 
me. 

Cor^. That I believe. But I think we had best be 
going, lest she ikhonld suspect sometbing and be 
malicioup. 

Htaru With al! my h«ari 



' Con. Ladfet. we sr» yooT mvAdv serfMilft t mh 
Sir 9olm fs qolte eng ftfe^, '(woidd Iwfci^Mn fo ^ 
pcct him. Come, Heartfree. 

. Heart. Ladies, your servant (9> IM) f hope, 
fnadam, you won't forget ou^ bargaip ; I'm to s*y 
tvliat i pfease to yoal 

[Exit. 
Bel Liberty of speech entire, sft*. 
. ^dy P. (AAde.) ^ry pretty, tmlyt Bnt how lfa« 
bIocl(head wen,t out languishing at l^jsr; a^d ixdt^a 
look' towards rne! Well, pwypfe'ini^ talk,*'b^ 
miracles are not ceased, ror 'tis more than na- 
tural, Buoh a mde fellow as he Is, an<f such a Httle 
impertinent as she should be capableof making % 
woman of my spbere yne^. . Bvit X esi^sx. V(Nf ^er 
sight no longer, methlnks she's grown ten times 
uglier than C^^rne^ I m^t hoQfk «9^ ft«^ f«. 
venge. (To Lady B.) Madam, your humble servant; 
I must take my leave. 



Lady B., What, going already, madam? 
Ladt) F. I must beg you'll excuse me tUs onca; 
for, really, ' I have Mgbteen visHs io return thli 



afternoon; so, you see, Tm importuned by the 
women, as well as the men. (Ooinq.) Nay, yon 
shiv'n't go one step oot of the room. 

Lady B. Indeed, FlI w»it npon you down. 

Lady F. Nq, sweet L^dy Bn^te, yon know I 
swoon at ceremony. 

Lady B. Pray, give me leave. 

Lady F. You know I won't. 

Zcfrfy ^. Indeed I' murt. 

Lady F. Indeed yon sfaa^n't 

l.ady B. Indeed I will. 

Lady F. Indeed you sha'n't 

Lady B. Indeed I will. ' 

Lady F. Indeed you ska*n't Indeed, indeedj in- 
deed yon sha'n't .. ^ 
iExi^ running; they^foUow, 
n&^enar LiLDY BBUTB. 

Lady B. This impertinent woman has ptit me 
out of hnmour for a fortnight What an agreeable 
moment has her foolish Visit interrupted! Lord! 
what a pleasure there is in doing what we should 
node! 

Enter OONflTAKTi 

Ah! here again! 

Con. Thocu(h the renewing my visft may s^e^ « 
Httle frregulir, X hope, t sfaal! obtain youf pardon 
for it, madam, when you know I only left^e room, 
lest the lady who was here should have been as 
malicions hi her remarks, as she is foolish in her 
conduct 

. Lady B. He who has discretion enongh to be 
tender of a yi^oman's reputation, c^uiries i^ virt^' 
about him that mav atone for a'great many faults. 

Con. If it has a title to atone for an^ Kb mten- 
sions must needs be strongest, whej^ (he cmne ts 
love. But I hone it eannot be reckoned an pffenoe 
to love, where ft is a duty to ador«f. 

Lady B. 'Tis aii offei^ce, a grea^ q^ie. wl^cete It 
wdaM rob a woman'of all tlEe Ought 1fco he. adore^ 
for— her virtue. 

, Con. Virtue! thattihSintom of honour, whl^irmn 
In every age have so con(3femn«d", ^hey hare ^rp^ 
it amongst the women to scramble fat. 

LadyB. If It be a thing of so very litae fahte, 
why do you so earnest^ recommehdf it to yoo^ 
wives and daughters? 
• Con. We recommend it tt» oar wfves^ 
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tmrndub w« li««ld ka^p thafn to eBtsdiTMi; and to 
our danism* MMraa* tre wooid <fi8tWB»of tham 
to othevR 

Ladif B, *Tiflf tiian, of some importanca, it se^ma^ 
•taioa you es&'t dispose of them withoub ifc 

Con. I beg yon will believe 1 did tout rally. 
madam. I ttoinr yoa Jndge too well of rigbt and 
yrrwm to be deeeired by argmnenta lite those. 
And Ihab^ fou i»lU bwv^ so fim>tirable an opinion 
0f my nad«»tMding, too, to beHev9 the thing called 
-firtai baa wdrtb auotigh t^th n4 t» t>MB for ad 
Menial obii|ratte« wharevat 'tla saeriflaed^ 

Lady B. It is, I think, 80 great a onoj aa notiilag 
•xn repa^. 

Con. Yes^ tlia tnaking tha man yon lore yonr 
trarlaatiiig Mhtof. 

Lady B. When debtors once have borrowed all 
W»MMfa te kfid; tliey Are tery aptto igrow shy of 
their creditors* company. 

C&lk. That, madam, is only when fhey are forced 
to borrow of usurers, and not of a generous friend. 
I^et us ehoose our creditors, and we are seldom so 
ungrateful as to shun them. 

-Lady B. What tbifik yon of Sir John, sir? I waa 
Ms ft«e choice. 

Con. I fhinK he's married, tnadafai. 

Lad^ B. Does marriage, then, exclude men from 
your ruW of constancy? 

Con. It does. Constancy's a brave, free, haughty, 
generous agent, that cannot buckle to the ehaina 
of wedlock. ( FoU^wing htr.) Bat, madam— 

Lady B. But, sir, 'tis my turn to be discreet now, 
ftnd Udt suftter too long a visit. 

Con. {Catching her hand.) By heaven, you shall 
iK^'stif, till you give tne hopes that I sbafi see you 
again at seme more convenient time and place. 

Lady B. I give you just hopes enough (breaking 
i Jin kirn) io get loose from yon; and that's all I 
ean aitdra ydtl at this iiiile. 

lEarit, rtinning. 

Con. Now, by all that's great and good, she's a 
ehattnhi^ Woman I In whdt an eestacy of joy she 
has left met for she gate me hope. Did she not 
aay she ^ava me hope f Hope I Ay, what hopeV 
Enough to make me let her go! Why, that's 
enough in conscience. Or, no matter how 'twas 
apoket jt)ope waa w ward, it oama from her, and it 
was said to me. 

Snter HEABTFSES. 

All I ffeiltiflree, thou hast done ina noble service 
itl l^rattUtig to the young gehtlewomia without 
there. Coma to. my arms, thou venerable bawd, 
tatt Ml ihe siiiideaa Ihfee (mhraefng him eagerla) 
»s a new pair of stays does a fat country girl, vrheh 
liMrii eirdea lo ebikH^ to atttnd for a zhaid of ho- 



*f. Why, itM% ate detfl's ^1 this rapttim 

fbf Jf 

Con. Bapture 1 There's ground for rapture m«bn I 
Th^t^s lyfoes, liiy Heartfree— hope*, my friend. 

ffrnH. Hb^eftf of what! 

Con. Why, hopes that my lady apd I together, 
(for 'Us more than one bodjpir vnjra,) Aould make 
Sir J4hn a cuckold. 

Seart. Pr'ythee, what did she say to thee ? 

Con. Say I What did she not say', She said th^t 
—says she— she said— Zoons! I don't know wh4t 
she said; but tHa Jookad miinbi^ said everythii]^ 
I'd have her : and so, if tbou'lt go to the tavern, 
rU trbat thee wMb aaytlkttg that i^ 6aa baf ; 111 
dVve »tttDt aav^lMtoK the dmww^ mftka a boo- 



AM before the ddnra ; slraar tturt the Fope'a turned 
protestant, and that all the politieiaBa In JSiaiflaftd 
are of one mind. 

IBsstunt. 
SCENE II.— ul tavern, 

LORD BAKE, SIB JO^N BRtTI%, t& diKvurtd 
tUa tattle, dnnting, 

AU. Huzza! 

Lord R. Coifle, bovg, chargd agath: so— eonfu- 
fusion to all order. Here's liberty of conscience. 

AU. Hiizzal 

Lord R. Come, sing the 802ig t made thia mom- 
lag, to this piirpdEle, 

Sir J. 'Tis wicked, I hope. 

Lord R. Don% I till you that I made It? 

Sir J. Uj lord, I beg youi- J)atdon for donbtiBg 
your taste. Come, begin. 

SONe.— COLONEL BULLY, 
We're gayty yet^ we're gaylyyet. 
And toe' re not veryfow, but we're gayly yet; 
Then sii ye awhile, and tipele a bU^ 
For we's not veryfow^ but' we're gayly yei, 
Ana we're gayly yet^ I:c. 

Thene mm tfiree lads, and they vert clad, 
There were threi lam», and them they had. 
Three treei in the orchard are ntaly ^run^ 
And we's a fit geer enouigh, wt^re but young. 
And we're gayly yet, <fcc 

JTten up went Aiiey, AHev, up went Ailey now ; 

Then up with AiUy, guo^ Crumma, we'* get a roaring 

fow. 
And one was kiu'd in the bam, another was kiss'd on 

the green. 
And t'other behind the pease-stack, tUl the mow flew up 

iohtreyn* 

Then up went Ailey, AUey, £c. 

Now, Us! John Thompson, run, 

Oin tver you run in your life, 
De'il get ye ! but, hie, my dear Jack, 

fVWrv'f a men got to bed with your «(^ 
Them ^ tmu AUty^ Oc. 

Then atbay John Thompson run^ 
And, egad! he run with speed, 
But be/ore he had ruH his length 
ThefalH look haddoiu the dam 
Then up went^ Ailey ^ 

Lord it. Well, how do yoa like it, gentlemen ? 

All. Oh! admirable t 

Sir J. I would not give a fig for a song that is not 
full of sW and Impudbnce. 

Lerd Bi Then my maaa ia te your taste. But 
drink away; the night steals upon us; wa Shall 
want time tb be lewd in. Hay) aaUy onietrrah, 
and see what's.doing^ in the camp } we'll boat up the 
quarters presently. 

Wa^. I'll being your lordship an exact aceotmt. 

ilixit 

Lord R. Courage, hnightl Victory attends you 1 

Mr J. And laurels shall erownmA Drink away, 
andbed—d! 

LordM Again, boyal t'other glais^ and so ao- 
mttty. 

Sir J. (Drunk.) Ay, no morality<«»and d«4itha 
watBh I, And let tha aonatafala. be married. 

AXk Haazit 

Enter Waiter. 
Loht fU How «ta the straete iaihabitad, sirrah ? 
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WmH. Ibrlord, it's Sand«y night, thayare fUl of 
dnnikfik citixoiis. 

iHxU 

Lord R. Along, then, boyi, we ehAU h*y6 a 
feMi 

CoL Aloag, aobto knight! 

Sir J. Ay, along, Bully t and he that says Sir 
John Brute is not ae dmnk, and as rellgioas a« the 
dronkenest citizen of thom all, is aUar, and the son 
of a whore. 

CoL Why, that was braTely spoken, and like a 
free-born Kngllshman. 

Sir J. What's that to yon, sir, whether I am an 
Englishman or a Frenchman ? 

CJ. Zoons! yon are not angry, sir? 

Sir J. Zoons! I am angry, sir; for, if lam a free- 
bom Englishman, what have yon to do, even to 
talk of my priTlleges ? 

Lord R. why, pr'ytbee, knight, don't qoarrel 
here ; leave private animosities to be decided by 
daylight ; let the night be employed against the 
pabhc enemy. 

Sir J. My lord, I respect yon, because yon are a 
man of quality. Bat 1*11 make the fellow know 
I'm within a hair's breadth as absolute by my pri- 
▼iieges, as the king of France is by hisprerogaUfe. 
Be, by his prerogsiuve, takes money where it is not 
his dne ; I, tar my privilege, refuse payingit wbere 
I owe it Liberty and poverty, and old England! 
Huzza! 



{Exit Sir John^ reding^ rat/oUowin^ 



ACT IV. 

SOENE L— <7o9M< Oardtn. 

Enter LOBD BAKE and OOLONEL BULLY, with 
their ttoordt d^awn. 

lordR. Is the dog dead? 
CoL No, d— n him i I heard hfan wheeze. 
Lord R. How the witoh his wife howled I 
Col. Ay, she U alarm the watch presently. 
Lord R. Appear, knight, then; come, you have a 
good cause to fight for ; there's .a man murdered. 

Enter SIB JOHN BBUTE. 

Sir J, Is there? then let his ghost be satisfied; 
for rU sacriflce a constable to it presently, and bum 
his body upon his wooden chair. 

Enter a Tcnlor^ toith a bundle tmder hit arm. 

CoL How noW ? Wha4 have we got here ? a 
thief? 

Tal Mo, en*t please yon, I'm no thief? 

Lord R. That well see pEesently. Here, let the 
general examine him. 

Sir J. Ay, ay; let me examine him, and 111 lay 
a hundred pounds I find him guilty, in spite of his 
teeth ; for he looks like a sneaking rascal. Come, 
sirrab, without equivocation, or mental reservati<» 
tell me of what opinion you are, and wliat calling; 
for by them I shsil guess at your morals. 

T<ti. An't please you, I'm a dissenting Journey- 
man woman^B tailor. 

Sir J. Then, sirrah, yon love lying by your reli- 
gion, and theft by your trade: and so, that your 
punishments may be suitable to your crimes, I'll 
nave you first gagged, and then banged. 

TaL Pray, good worthy gentlemen don't abuse 



me: indeed,IamanhoiieetflBAn,eadftioodwoikr 
flum, ttioiyh I saj it, that sbooldnolsegrtt. 

StrJ. Ko words, sirrah, but attend yonr fate. 

Lord R. Let me see what's in that tmndle. 

TaL An't please yon, it's my lady's morning dress 
•ad hat 

Sir J. What lady, you reptile, yon? 

ToA. My Lady Brute, an't please your honour. 

Sir J, MyLadyBmtel my wife! the robe of my 
wife I With reverence let me approeeh it The 
dear angel Is always taking care of me in danger, 
and has sent me this salt of armoor, to protect me 
in this day of battle : on they go. 

All, Oh, brave knight I 

J&orrf R. Live, Don Quixote the second! 

Sir J. Sancho, my 'squire, help me on with my 



TaL Oh I dear gentiemen! I shall be quite oa- 
done, if you take tbe sack. 

Sir J. Bettre, fdrrabl and, since yon carry oft 
your skin, go home, and be happy. {Exit Tailor. 
They dreu Sir J.} So, how do you like my shapes 
now? 

Lord R. To a miracle ! he looks like a qneen of 
the Amazons. But, to yonr arms, gentlemen! the 
enemy's upon their march ; here's the watch. 

Sir J. Oons! if it were Alexander the Qreat, at 
the head of his army, I would drive him into a 
horsepond. 

AU. Huzza ! Oh, brave knight! 

Enter watf^tnen* 

Sir J. See ! here he comes, with all his Greeks 
about him : follow me, boys. 

1 Watch. Heyday ! Who have we got here ? 
stand! 

Sir J. 2£ayhapnot 

1 Watch. What are you all dohig here in the 
streets at this time of night? Ana who are yon, 
madam, that seem to be et the head of this noble 
crew? 

Sir J. Sirrah, I am Bendnca, queen of the Welsh- 
men; and, with a leek as long as my pedigree, I 
will destroy yonr Boman legtons in an instant 
Britons, strike home! 

(Snat^n a WatchnuuCi staffs striU» at th€ 
Watch, drioet thtm off, and rttnmt in 
euttody.) 

1 Watch. So! we have got tlie queen, however. 
We'll mske her pay well for her ransom. Gome, 
madam, will your mi^esty please to walk before 
the constable ? 

Sir /, The constable's a rascal, and yon are a son 
of a whore! 

I Watch. A most noUe renly, truly ! If this be 
her royal style, I'll warrant her maids of honour 
prattle prettily: but we'll teach yon some of onr 
court dialect before we part with you, prinoees. 
Away with her to the round-house. 

Sir J. Hands off, yon miBans! My honour's 
dearer to me than my life; I hope yon won't be so 
unolviL 

1 Wokh. Aw»y wi«b her. 

SOENE IL— il Chambor. 

Enter HSABTFBEE. 

Heart, What the plsgneallsme? Love! No, 1 
thank yon for tbet; my heMt'v rock PtQl. Te 
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'tis Belinda that dbtarbs me, that's poeitiTe. Well, 
ytbit of all that? Must I love her for being trou- 
blesome ? At that rate, I might love all the women 
I meet, egad! Bat, hold • though I don't loye her 
for distarUng me, yet she may djsturb me, because 
I love her. Ay, that maybe, faith. I have dreamt 
of her, that's certain, well, so I have of my mo- 
ther; therefore, what's that to the purpose ? Ay, 
but Belinda nms in my mind waking— and so does 
many a d— d thing, that I don't care a farthing for. 
Hethinks, though, I would fain be talking to her, 
and yet I have no buslneea- Well, am I the first 
man that has had a mind to do an impertinent 
thing? 

Enter CONSTANT. 

Con. How now, Heartfree 1 What makes you up 
and dressed so soon? I thought none but lovers 
quarrelled with their beds ; i expected to have 
found you snoring, as I used to do. 

SearL Why. fUtht friend, 'tis the care I have of 
your affairs that makes me so thoughtful; I have 
been studying all night how to bring your matter 
about with Belinda. 

Con. With Belinda? 

Beart. With my lady, I mean: and, faith I I 
have mighty hopes on't Sure, you must be very 
well satisfied vdth her behaviour to you yesterday ? 

Con. So well, that nothing but a lover's fears can 
make me doubt of success. But what can this sud- 
den change proceed from ? 

Htart, Why you saw her husband beat her, did 
you not? 

Con. That's true : a husband is scarce to be borne 
upon any terms, much less when he fights with his 
wif a MetI||nkB she should e'en have cuckolded him 
upon the spot, to shew that after the battle she was 
master of the field? 

JTeart. A council of war of women would inf al- 
liUj have advised her to it But, I confess, so 
agreeable a woman as Belinda deserves better 
nsage. 

Con. Belinda again I 

Mtort. My lady, I mean. What a plague makes 
me blunder so to day? (Aiide.) A plague of this 
treacherous tongue. 

Con. Pr'ythee, look upon me seriously, Heart- 
free. Now answer me seriously; is it my lady, or 
Beliod% employs your careful thoughts thus 7 

Heart. My lady, or Belinda t 

Con. In love, by this light! in level 

Oart. iBlovel 

Con. Nay, never deny it; for thou'lt do It so 
awkwardly, 'twill but make the jest sit heavier 
about thee. My dear fiiend, I give you much joy. 

Heart. Why, pr'ythee you won't persuade me to 
it, will yon ? 

Con. That she's mistress of your tongue, that's 
plain ; and I know you are so honest a fellow, your 
toogue and heart always go together. But how- 
bat how the devil— >iMdia ! Ha, ha, ha ! 

Heart. Heyday 1 Why, sure, you don't believe it 
in earnest? 

Con. Tea, I do, because I see you deny it in jest 

Heart. Nay, but, look you! Ned— a^-oeny in jest 
— a<»gadzooksl you know, I •ay««4b— when a man 
denies a thing in jest— a-^ 

Con. Ha, ha, ha I 

Heart. Nay, then we shall have it: what, because 
a man stumbles at a word? Did yon never make 
a blander? 

CiWK Ves, fpr I am in love ; I own iW 



Heart. Then so am I:— now laugh till thy soul's 
glutted with mirth. But, dear Constant, don't tell 
Uie town on't 

Con. Nay, then, 'twere almost a pity to laugh at 
thee, after so honest a confession. 

Enter a Footman. 

Foot. Sir, there's a porter wi&out, with a letter^ 
he desires to give It into your own hands. 
Con. Call him in. 

Enter Porter. 

What, Joe, is it thee? 

Port. An't please you, sir, I was ordered to de- 
liver this into your hands, by two well-shaped 
ladies, at the New Exchange. £ was at your hon- 
our's lodfdngs, and your servants sent me hither. 

Con. "Tis well: are you to carry any answer? 

Port. No, my noble master. They gave me my 
orders, and whip, they are gone. 

Con. Very well : there. 

(Oive» him monejf.) 

Port. Heaven bless your honour i 

iExiL 

Con. Now let's see what honest, trusty Joe has 
brought us. {Reads.) " If you and your playfellow 
can spare time from your buslDess and devotions, 
don't fail to be at Spring GHirden, about eight in the 
evening. Tou'U find nothing there but women, so 
you need bring no other arms than what you usually 
carry about you." So, plajrfellow, here's something 
to stay your stomach, till your mistreas's dish is 
ready for you. 

Heart. Some of onr old battered aoqnalntapce. I 
won't go, not L 

Con. Nay, that yon can't avoid: there's honour 
in the case; 'tis a challenge, and I wuit a second. 

Heart. I doubt I shall be but a very useless one 
to you; for I'm so disheartened by this wo«ad 
Belinda has given me, I do not think I shall have 
courage enough to draw my sword. 

Con. Oh! if that be all, come along; FU warrant 
you'll find sword enough for such enemies as we 
have to deal withal 

[Bxeuat, 



SCENE UL-^A Hda in the Justice' e house. 

Enter Constable and Watchmen leith SIB JOHN 
BBUTE. 

Con. Come, forsooth, come along, If you please 
I once, in compassion, thought to have seen you 
safe|home this m#ming; but you have been so 
rampant and abusive all night, I shall see what the 
justice of peace will say to you. 

Sir J. And you shall see what Til say to the Jus- 
tice of peace, sirrah. 

iWatehman knocks at tho door.) 

Enter Servant. 

Con. Is Mr. Justice at home ? 

Sero. Yes. 

Con. Pray, acquaint his worship we have got an 
unruly woman here, and desire to know what heUl 
please to have done with her. 

Sere. I'll acquaint my master. 

{Exit, 

Sir J. Hark you; coostftble, what cuckoldy jus- 
tice is this ji* 
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Con One thai knows how to deal with Bdcb romps 
as yoa are, I'll warrant yon. 

enter Justice. 

Just. Well, Mr. Constable, wbat Is tbe matter 
here? 

Con. Aift pleoM yoar worsbip, t .is bere comSoal 
sort of a gbDtlewoman has committed great out- 
rages to-night ^be bas been frolickiog witb my 
Lord Rake and bis gang ; they attacked tbe watcb, 
and I bear tbere bas been a man killed. I believe 
*tls they bave done it 

Bir J. Sir, there may bave been bauraer, for 
tagbt 1 know; and 'tis a great mere 7 the r& has not 
been a rape, too ; that fellow would have raTisbed 
me. 

1 Watch. Bavisb, ravisbl Oh, lad! oh, ladl oh 
lad I Do I look like a rayisber t 

Just. Why, truly, she does seem a little mas- 
culine about tbe mouth. 

S Watch. Yes, and about tbe bands too, an't 
please your worship. I did but oHer, in mere 
civility, to help her up the steps inte our apart- 
ment, And with her gripen fists—— 

{Sir J. knocHs him down.) 

Sir J. I felled bim to tbe ground, liko an ox. 

Just. Ont upon this boisterous woman 1 out upon 
herl 

Sir J. Mr. Jnstipe, be would have been uncivil ; 
it was in defmce of my honour, and X demand 
MOiBfaotion. 

2 Watch. I hope your worship will satisfy ber 
honour in Bridewell ; that fist of hers will make 
an admirable hemp-beater. 

Sir J. Sir, I hope yoa will protect me against 
that libidinoos rascal. I am a woman of quality, 
and virtue, too, for all I am in an undress this 
monring. 

Just. Why, she really bas the air of a sort of a 
woman a little sometbingisb out of tbe common. 
Madam, If you expect I should be favourable to 
yoa, I desire I may know who yoa ^re. 

Sir J. Sir, I am anybody, at your service, 

Juit. I debire to know your name. 

Sir J. Sir, my name's Mary. 

Just. Ay, but your surname, madam. 

Sir J. Sir, my sorname's the very same with my 
hasband*B. 

Just. A strange woman this! Who is yoar hns- 
band, pray? 

Sir J. Sir John— 

Just. Sir John who? 

Sir J. Sir John Brate. . 

Just, Is it possible^ nftdam, you can be my Lady 
Bnitef 

Sir J. Thttt ha|)py. tvogoaD, sir, am t ; only a 
little in my merriment to-night 

/fut. I«m concerned for Sir John. 

Sir J. Truly, so am I. 

ArA I have heard he is an honest gentleman. 

Sir J. As ever drank. 

Jutt. Good lack I Indeed, lady, I'm sorry he hai 
each a wife. 

Sir J. I am sorry be has an^ wife ftt all. 

JusL And ^0, nerhapa, may be. I donbt yoii 
have not given nlm a very gddd taste of taktri" 
mony. 

Sir J. Taste, sir I Sir. I had scorned to stlht hhn 
to a taste ; I bave given him a full meal of It 
, Jitai. Indeed, I believe so. But, pray^falr lady, 
maybe have given you any occasion for this ettra- 
ordinary conduct ? does he not use you well ? 



Sir J. A little open the rottgh I 

Just. Ay, any inan may be oat of htalhoiir iieir 
and then. 

Sir J. Sir, I love peiu^ and Qtdet; and when a 
woman don't find that at home, she's apt some- 
times, to comfort hereelf with a few inhocent 
divei slons abroad. 

Just. A strange woman tbf s I Does he «|iend a 
reasonable portion of his time at home, to tiie com- 
fort of bis wife and cbildren? 

Sip J. He never gave hie wife oanee to repfaie At 
his being abroad m bis life. 

Just. Pray, madam, bow ttifly htthe i& Ihe grand 
matrimonial point Is be true to yoar bed ? 

Sir J. Sir I 

Just. Is he true to your bed ? 

Sir J. Chaste! Cons! this fellow aske so many 
Impertinent questtons! Bgodl I beliefve it is the 
jtiBtice's wife in tiie Justice's clothes. 

(AHde.) 

Just. 'Tis a great pity she should hav« been thus 
disposed of. Pray, madam (and then I have done), 
what may be your ladyship's oommon method w 
life ? if I may presume so far. 

Sir J. Why, sir, much that of a womaa of 
quality. 

Just. Pray, how may you generally pass yonr 
time, madam ? Yonr morning, for example^ 

Sir J. Sir, like a woman of quality, I wake about 
two o'clock In the afternoon ; I stretch, and make 
a sign for my chocolate : when I bave drunk three 
cups, I slide down again npon my back, with my 
arms over my bead, while my two maids pot on iriy 
stockings ; then, hanging tipon their sfaoaldei^, I 
am trailed to my great chair, where I Bit and yiwn 
for my breakfast; if it don't come pi^ieently, 1 lie 
down upon my couch to say my prayers, while my 
maids read me the playbills. 

JnsL Very well, madam ! ■ 

Sir J. When the tea is brought In, I drtnk iw:ftlve 
regular dishes, with eight slices of bread and bnu 
ter ; and, balf-an-bour after, I send to the cook, to 
know if the dinner is almost rea^. 

Just. So, thadata ! 

Str J. By that time my head Is half-dressed, I 
hear my husband swearing bimSblf into a state of 
perdition that thO meat's atl eold n^n the table ; 
to amend which, I come down iii ftn homr more, 
and h&ve it sent back to the kitchen, to be aU 
dressed over again. 

^MtPoorsMOi! 

Sir J. When I bave dined, andtty Mle servants 
Are presainptnousiy set doWft at their ease to 4b so 
too, I call for my coaeh, to go visit fifty dear friends, 
of whom I hope 1 bever shall find <me at home while 
1 shall live. 

Just. Sol there's tbe morning ahd afternoon 
pretty well disposed of. Pray, how, madaal, do 
you pttss ^onr evening^s P 

Sir J. Like a woman of s^hit^ ^1 a great 
spirit Give me a box and dlcv— seven's the biain I 
Ooiisl sir, I set yon a fadhdred ponndsl Wby, do 
you think women are married now-a-day«, to sit at 
home and teendha^ldnSV Qht the lord help yoar 

Jitst. Want mi «« ! BEr. Gbmt&blei whAt will . this 
age come to ? 

Con. What will it come to, indeed, If such women 
is thiese A^ not Bdt In WesfiMkil 

Sir J. tth'Justtt*! 

Just. Madam! 

Sir J, Sir, I bftte ft titSe Idfeht taabtMl calls 
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to briDff matters to a conclusion. 

Jto£ Ifadam, til weni aam that koaiaeaa were 
not to commit more disoraere, I would release 
yon. 

Sir J. Ncme-'by my virtue. 

JlW. Tbea, Ur, Oonstabte, yon masr discbarge 
her. 

Sir J. Sir, your vary humble servant Will you 
pleaaa to aeoeptof a bottle? 

Jutt. \ ddtoik yov kindlsc, madam : but X never 
drink in a morning. Good b'ye, madam 1 good 
b'yel 

Sir J. Mr. Jostieo, will yos be so kind and ob- 
Ugiiig aa to grant me oae ikvanr ? 

Just. Ay : what is it ? 
- Sir y. That yonr woxahip may be ao very ob- 
liging as to let me have the honour of a ehaate 
aakite. Wont yon? 

JusL Qtood Vye, madam. 

Sir J. Good b'ye, good sir! [Exit Justice.} So 
now> Ur. ConataVle, aEall ygu and I go pick up a 
whore together ? 

Oqu, N0| thasA: yon, madaoi: my wife'e enough 
to satisfy any reasonable man. 

Sir J. (Asid-.) He, be, he I The feol is married, 
then. Well, you won't go ? 

Con. Not I, truly \ 

Sir J. Xben I'll go by myself ; and you and your 
wile may go to the devil. [£xit. 

Can, {CkuiiMtr afigt him.) Why, God-a-mercy, 
lady. lExit 



SCaSHE ly. '^^SpHng Garden. 

CX)lJSTAItT and HEARTPBEE cross the stafje. Af 
' they go off, enter tADT FANCIFUL and MADE- 
liOi^E^'^l^ Viosjtedi and dogging Otem. 

Con. Sol I think we i^re about the time ap- 
|iointed: 1fi\ as walk up this v^y. 

{Exit with Beartfire^ 

X«d^ F. GeoAt thns far have I dogged them 
wltbMit being discovered. 'Tis infallibly some in^ 
trtgoo that brings them tq 8prlng Garden. How 
mf peor heart is torn and racked nWtx fear and 
jealousy I Let it be anything bat that ilirt Belinda, 
and ril try to bear it. But, if it proves her, all 
thSfOs woman ia me shaU be employed to destroy 
her. 

iSxit 9fUT Oanstant and Eeari/ree. 

Me-enter OOlirSTANT and HEAETFBEE. LApy 
FANCIFUL awi MADEMOjSEIXBi still foUoph 
^ a distance. 

Con. I see no females yet, that have anything to 
mSL to OS. I'm afraid ws are bantensd. 

Heart. I wish we were, for I'm in ao honour, to 
w^a eillliifif tlitem or ijaysell merry. 
gi4er JLADY BBUTB and BSUKDA, enasied, and 
poorly dressed. 

Con. How now! Who are these? Not our game 
I hope. 

StU/rf. If they are, we are e'en well enough 
served, to tfottie'^a bunting here when we had so 
mueh' better ifeame in chase elsewheife. 

Lady F. (To MademoiMtte.) So, those are their 
Iftdies, wlthoot dottbt. But l\a afraid that doily 
0tufl is not worn for want of better elothea They 



are the very shap* and site of BeHnda and her 
aunt 

Madem. So dey be^ inteed, matam. 

Lady F. We'll slip into this close harbour, where 
Y^fi may hear all they say. 

iSxit with Modem, 

I,ady B- ^W^^ we yon afraid of us, gentlemen ? 

Heart. Why, truly, I think we may, if appear- 
ances don't lie. 

Bel Do you always find women what they ap- 
pear to be, sir? 

Heart No,' forsooth ! but I seldom find them 
better than they appear to be. 

Bel. Then the outside's best, you think. 

Heart, ^is the honestest 

Con. ^ave a care, Heartfree I you are relapsing 
again. 

Lady B, Why, does the gentleman use to rail at 
women? 

Con. He has done formerly. 

Btl. I suppose he had very good call fort They 
d^d , not use you so well as you thought you de- 
served, sir? 

Lady B. They made themselves merry at your 
expense, sir? 

Bel. Laughed when you sighed? 

ladg B. Slept while you were waking? 

Jjd. Had your porter boat? 

Artc/y B. And threw your billet-doux in tbe fire ? 

Heart. Beydayl I shall do more than rail, pre- 
sently. 

Bel Why, you won't beat us, will you ? 

Bfart. I don't know but I may. 

CoTK What the devil's coming here? Sir John, 
fljid drunk, Vfaithf 

Enter SIB JOHN BBUTE. 

Sir J. What, a pox! here's Constant Ueartrree, 
«nd two wUorus, egad! Oh, you covetuous roguea 
What, have you never a spare pimk for your 
friend? Bnt I'U share wi^ you. 

{Seizes both (A« women.) 

Heart. Why, what the pUgne have yon been 
doing, knight? 

' Sir J. Why, I have been beating the watch, and 
scandalizing the women of quality. 

Heart. A very good accomit, truly ! 

Sir J. And what do you think I'll do next? 

Con. Nay, that no man can guesa 

Sir J. Why, if you'll let me sop with yon, VH 
tnat both your, stmrnpeta 

Lady B. {Aside.) Oh, lord I we are nndooe. 

JBeart. No, we can't sup together, because we 
have some affairs elsewhere. But if you'U aoeept 
of these two ladies, we'll be so complaisant to you 
to resign our right in them. 

BeL i4'ide.) Lord, what shall we do t 

$irJ. Let me ses; their clothes are such d—d 
clothes, they won't pawn for the reckoning. 

Heart. Sir John, yonr servant. Baptures attend 
yon. 

Con. Adieu, ladies; make mnch of the gentte- 
man. 

Lady B. Why, sure, yon wont lea^Q ns in the 
hands of a drunken fellow, to abuse us? 

S&J. Who do you pall a drunken fellow, iwu 
: slnt jion 1 I'm a man of quality i the king has ml4e 
me a knight. 

Heart. Ay, ay, you are in good hands; adieu, 
a^i^l {Mxuu^) 
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LadyB, Thedevirs huidfl let me go, or 111— 
for heaTea's sake protect us ! 

{Breaks from Sir J., runs to Constant, twitch- 
in j off her mask, and clapping it on again.) 
^r /. I'll devil you, yoQ jade, yon I Til demo- 
llsff'ybiir ugly face. 

JRe-enter HEABTFBEE, Belinda runs to him, «md 
shews her face. 

Heart, Hold, thou mighty man I Lookye, sir, 
tre did but jest with you. These are ladies of our 
acqaaintance, that we had a mind to frighten a 
little ; but now you must leave us. 

8irJ. Oons! I won't leaye you, not L 

Heixrt. Nay, but yon must, though ; and, there- 
fore, make no words on't 

Sir J. Then yon are a couple of d— d uncivil 
fellows ; and I hope your punks will give you sauce 
to your muttoa [Exit. 

Lady B. Oh, I shall never come to myself again, 
I'm so frightened I 

Con, *Tis a narrow escape, indeed. 

Bel. Women must have frolics, you see, what- 
ever they cost them. 

Heart This might have proved a dear one^ 
though. 

Lady B. You are the more obliged to us for 4he 
risk we run upon your accounts. 

Con. And I hope you'll acknowledge something 
due to our knight errantry, ladles. This is the se- 
cond time we have delivered you. 

Lady B. *Ti8 true; and since we see fate has 
destined you for our guardians, 'twill make us the 
more willing to trust ourselves in your handa But 
yon must not have the worse opinion of us for our 
innocent frolic. 

Heart. Ladies, you may command our opinion in 
everything that is to your advantage. 

Bel. Then, sir, I command you to be of opinion 
that women are sometimes better than they appear 
to be. 

(Lady B. and Constant talk apart.) 

Heart. Madam, you have made a convert in me 
in everything. Tm grown a f ooL I could be fond 
of a woman. 

Bel I thank you, sir, bi the name of the whole 
sex. 

HeaH. Which sex nothing but yourself could 
ever have atoned for. 

Bel, Now has my vanity a devilish iteh to know 
In what my merit consists. 

Heart In your humility, madam, that keeps yon 
ignorant it consists at all, 

Bel. One other compliment, with that serious 
face, and I hate you for ever after. 

Heart. Some women love to be abused ; is that it 
you would be at? 

Bel. No, not that neither; but I'd hare men talk 
plainly what's fit for women to hear, without put- 
ting them to a real or an affected blush. 

HeaH. Why, then, in as plain terms as I can find 
to express myself, I could love you even to matri- 
mony itself*- almost, egad I 

Bel Just as Sir John did her ladyship there. 

Hfort. Dear creature I dobuttryme. 

Bel. That's the surest way, indeed, to know; but 
not the safrat. {To Lady B.) Madam, are you not for 
taking a turn in the great walk ? It's almost dark ; 
nobody will know us. 

Lady B. Beally, I find myself something idle, 
Belinda: besides, I dote upon this litUe, odd, pri- 



vate corner. Bat don't let my laky fancy eonlln^ 
you. 

Con. (Atide.) Bo, she would be left alone with met 
that's weU. 

Bel Well, we'll take one torn, and come to yon 
again, {lb Heartfree.) Ck>me, sir, shall we go pry 
into the secrets of the garden ? who knows what 
discoveries we may make ? '^ 

Heart, Madam, lam at your service. 

Con. {Aside to Heartftte.) Don't make too mnoh 
haste back; for, d'ye hear f— 1 may be busy. 

Heart, Enonghl 

{Exit Bel. with Htartfreit^ 

Lady B. Sure, yon think me scandaloosly free, 
Mr. Constant; I'm afraid I shall lose yonr good 
opinion of me. 

Con, HLj good opinion, madam, is like your cru- 
elty—never to be removed. 

Lady B. Indeed, I doubt you much. Why, sup- 
pose you had a wife, and ehe should entertain a 
gallant? 

Con. It I gave her just cause, how shoold I 
justly condemn her ? 

Lady B, Ah 1 but yon dilfer widely about just 
causes. 

Con. But blows can bear no dispute. 

Lady B. Nor ill manners much, truly. 

Con. Then no woman on earth has so just a oanse 
as yon have. But, for heaven's sake I (for now I 
must be serious,) if pity, or if gratitude oan move 
you ; {taking her hand) if constancy and truth have 
power to tempt you; if love, if adoration, can af- 
fect you, give me at least some hopes, that time 
may do, what you, perhaps, mean never to per- 
form: 'twill ease my sufferings, though not quench 
my flame. 

Lady B. Your sufferings eased, yonr flame wonld 
soon abate ; and that I wonld preserve, not quench 
it, sir. * 

Con, Would you preserve it, nourish it with fa- 
vours; for that's the food it naturally requims. 

Lady B. Yet on that natural food 'twould sur- 
feit soon, should I resolve to grant all you would 
ask. 

Con. And in refusing all, yon starve it Forgive 
me, therefore (since my hunger rages), if I «t last 
grow wild ; and, in my phrenzy, force at least from 
you. (Kissing her hand.) Or if you'd have my 
flame soar higher still, then grant me this, and tbia, 
and thousands more. {Kissing first her hand, and 
then her neck. Aside,) For now's the time she melts 
into compassion. 

Lady B. Oh, heavens! let me go. 

Con. Ay, go, ayl where shall we go, my charm- 
ing angel— into this private arbour? Nay, let's 
lose no time— moments are precious—- 

Lady B. And lovers wild. Pray, let as stop here ; 
at least, for this time. 

Con. 'Tis impossible I he that has power oTer yos^ 
can have none over himself. 

{As he is forcing her into the Offtowr, £dRfy 
Fanciful and Jfademoieelle rush cwt mwit 
thenu) 

Lady B. Ah, VmloBtl 

Lady F. AMadem, Fe, fe, fel 

{JExemtL 

Con. Death and furies ! who are those? 

lAsdy B. Oh, heavens I I'm out of my wits. If 
they know me, Tm ruined. 

Con. Don't be frightened; ten tiionsand to<Nie 
they are strangers to you. 
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tu^ B. Wtafttofw they mw, I won*t itey h«na 
pom6P t lo BipBr. 

Com. Whither will 70a go? 

£ad!r&Home,Mif tfaed«Tflwtreinmel Zioidl 
▼hen's lliia BeliBda bow ? 

Ai<«r BELINDA omI HSABTFBEB. 

Oh, 'tis wen Tov am come: Fm so Mgbt«Bedl 
Let's hegone^ for heeTen's sekef 

.002. Lord! whftt'Bthe matter r 

Zo^ A The deril'B the matterr Here's ft eonple 
of women have done the most Impertinent thing. 
Aw»j,»w»7, ewayl 

IMsetmi. 



SCENE V.—ladv Fancier $ ffotue. 
Enter LADT FANOIFTJL and MADEMOISELLE, 

Lady F. Well, madamoiselle, did yon dodge the 
filthy things? 

Mmdem. O qn'oni, nutdame. 

Lady F. And where are theyf 

Modem. An logis. 

Lady F. What, men and all? 

Madyn, Tons ensemble. 

LttdyF. Ob, confidence! Wha^ cany their fel- 
lows to their own bonae ? 

Mudem. C'eat qoe le mari n'y est dm. 

Lady F. No, so I believe, truly. Bet he shall be 
there, and qnickly, too, if I can find him ont 
Well, 'tis a prodigloas thing to see, whoi men and 
women get together, how they fortify one another 
in their imfnidence. But if that drunken fool, her 
bnabandf be to be fonnd in e'er a taTem in town, 
I'll send him amongst them ; I'll spoil theb: spMt. 

Madew. En verity madame, ce serit domage. 

Lady F. 'Tis in vain to oppose it^ mademoiselle ; 
therefore, never go about it: for I am the steadiest 
oreatnre in the world— when I am determined to 
do mlBchief. Bo, come along. 

[Extunt 



80ENE VL— /8tr John BnUeU ffaiae. 

EnUr CONSTANT, flEABTFBEE. LADY 
BBUTE, BELINDA, ami LOVEWELL. 

Lady R But you are sore yon don't mistake, 
Lovewell? 

Lov. Madam, I saw them all go into the tavern 
together ; and my master do drunk, he could scarce 
stand. 

Lady B. Then, gentlemen, I believe we may 
venture to let you stay, and |day at oards with us 
an hour or two ; for they'll scarce part till morn- 
ing. 

Bel. I think it's a pity they should ever 

Con. The company that's here, madsm. 

Lady B. Then, sir, the company that's here 
remember to part itself in time. 

dm. Madam, we don't intend to forfeit yonr fu- 
ture favours, by an indiscreet usage of tms. The 
moment yon give us the signal, we sha'n't fSU to 
make our retreat. 

Lady B. Upon those eenditions, then, let us sit 
downtooarck 

EnUr LOVEWELL. 

L09. Oh, lord! madam, here's my master jnst 



_ in npon yon : he has been qnuTslsorae 
ler, and they have kicked him ovt of the com* 
yanx, 

lExU, 
Lady R Into the doset, gentlemen, for heaven's 
tke! 

(OoHtkuU ottA^leattfim fwn jsis tike Ho9tL% 

Enter SIB JOHN BBUTB, eonrei wAA dir$ tmi 



LadyB. Ah! ah! he's all over blood I 

air J. What the plague does the womta squall 
for? Did yon never see a man in a piokle hefors? 

Lady B. Lord ! where have yon been? 

air J, Ihavebeenat— culfa 

LadyB. I fear that is not all. I hope yon atie not 
wounded? 

Sir J. Sound as a roach, wife. 

LadyB. I'm migh^ glad to hear it 
' Sir J. You know— I mink you lie. 

Lady £. Tis a hard fate, I should not be be- 
lieved. 

air J. 'Tis a d— d atheistical age, wife. 

Lady B. I am sure I have given you a thonsand 
tMMler proofs how great my care is of you. But, 
spite of all your cruel thoughts, I stlU persist; 
and, at this moment, if I can. persuade yon to lie 
down, and deep a littla 

Sir J. Why, do you think I am drunk, yon alut 
yon? 

Lady B. Heaven forbid I should! But I'm 
afraid you are feverish. Pray, let me feel your 
pulse. 

Sir J. Stand off, and be d— d. 

Lad^ B. Why, I see your distemper in yonr 
eyes : yon are all on fire. Pray, go to bed ; let me 
eotreat yoa 

Sir J. Come, kiss me, then. 

LadyB. {Kiieina him.) Thers! now go.— (a«^«.> 
He stinks like poison. 

Sir J. I see it goes d— — y against yonr stomach ; 
and, therefore,— kiss me again. 

lady B. Nay, now yon fool ma 

-Sir/. Do it, I say. 

Lady B. (Aside.) Ah ! lord have merey npon met 
WeU— there I Now wiU you go ? 

Sir J. Now, wife, yon shaU see my gratitade; 
yon gave me two kisses; I'll give yoa«»two hnn^* 
dred. 

{Kiuet and twiMu her.) 

Lady B. Oh. lord! pray. Sir John, be quiet I 
Heavens I what a pickle I am in. 

Sir J. So, now, you being as dirty and as nasty 
as mvself, we may go pig together. But, first, I 
must nave a cup of your cold tea, wife. 

{Going to the ckmt.) 

Lady B. (A^de.) Oh ! I am mbxed ! There's none 
there, my dear. 

iSifr /. rll warrant you 111 find some, my dear. 

Lady R Yon can't open the door; me lock's 
spoiled: I have been turning and turning the key 
this half-hour, to no pmpose. I'll send for the 
smith to-morrow. 

Sir J. There's ne'er a smlfli In Europe can open 
a door with more exi)editlon than I can do. As for 
example :—(J7« })wHUopen thedoiet.) How now! 
What the devil have we got here ? Constant, Beart- 
free,— andtwo w— agam, egad! This is the worst 
cold tea that ever I met with in my Ufel ** I have 
been taming and tummg— " 
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closet. 
Lai^B. (Asidi.) Oh, lord! what will hecome of 

vant^ 
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«iiM>9A9&B. 



;f • ' 

Sir J. Gentlemen, I am your very humble sen- 

M I S^ you MBiy «Uka I sm you take 
care of my family: I shall do all I can to return 
t» bljilgfttkm. ,.' . • 

Con. Sir, how oddly MMftr this business may 
appear to you, you'd haTe no cause to be uneasy, 
if iXknew ft© trufh o! all thfagH. Your lady is 
the moat Virtuous woman fn theVrorM, aadnotliing 
has passed but ah Innocent froH<^ * 

Heart. Nothing else, upon my honour, sir. 

Sir J. You are both very civil' genllerten ? Koa 
my wife, fhere, is a very civfl gehtWwommi \ tberi- 
fore, I don't doubt Ijut many civil thinga »ave 
passed between you. Your very humble seVvant. 

Lady B. (Aside to Constant.) Pray, begone ; he*8 
BO d;"uuk, he cpin't hurt as to-night, and to-morrow 
morning you shall hear from us. 

Con. I'll obey you, madam. Sir, when you are 
cool, you'll understand reason better: so, then, l 
shafl teke the pains to infbroft yon ; if not, I wear 
a 9word, shv and so good b'^e. Coma along. Heart- 

^^^^' {Exeunt 

Sir J. "Wear a sword, sirl And what, then,, 
sir? He comes to my boose, eats my meat> lies 
with niy wife, dishonours my family, gets a bas- 
tard to inherit mv estate; and when I ask a civil 
account of all tbia,— " Sir,* says he, ** I wear a 
sword." Wear a sword, sir?— "Yes, sir,' says 
he, "I wear a sword." It may be a good answer 
at croBB purposes ; but 'tis a d— d one to a man In 
my whimsical cir«umBtanoe. "'Sir,'' 8«5» he, "I 
wear a sword." cTo Lady B.) And wha* do you 
wear now? Eh! tell met (Bitting d/awn.) What, 
you are modest, and o»n*»! why, then, 111 tell you, 
you slut you:— you wear an impodeot, "lewd face; 
a <l-daeBignlng Ifewrt; and 4 talWand a tail Itfll 

° "" ^ {FaiUfast aOeep.) 

Lady B. So, thanks to. kind heaven, he's fast for 
some hours I 

Bel. 'Tis well he is so, that we may have ttnae to 
lay OUT Btory handsomely; for w* must lie like the 
devil to bring ourselves off. 

Lady B. What shall we say, Belinda ? 

JM. {Ut$iing.\ VUtciUyou; it must all light upon 
H^artfree and xnis. i . ^v * 

Lad^ A I'm beholden to you, cousin ; but that 
would \m carrying the jest a little too far. Bat it's 
Ute : lers out of an excess of charity, take a small 
dare of that nasty drunken thing there. Do but look 
athim,BeIhid& 

Btl Ah I it's a savoury dish. 

Lad^ B. As savoury aa it 1% I'm 9l<>^ed itm it. 
Pr'ythee, call the butler to take away. 

jSe/: C4Uthe,but!^rt Oall the scavenger. {To a 
{krvofit mthin.) Who'a there? Call l^^ors \et him 
^fl^ 9>W%K ^^ master ; ^cour h,im clean,^ wtfh alittle 
io^p an(» SQAd, and ap put him to l|>e4. 

Lady A Come, Belinda, 1*11 e'en l^e m^ 1<^ tgn- 
9Ji^t, and»^ t^f momiuA yz^'U 4eAd fQr oi\r ^«n- 
Uehien, to set tbis'matter even. 

J}a. With all my heart 

Ladif B. Qj9o4 night, xny 4ear. 

{Mahmff a iMf cwrkt^ io JSur J<M) 

MHh. Ha, ha» hfrl 



Razor. My lady, ther% ip % m^l, 

pati, S» \ W9)i<^ Mwi^aOB ^ %8hy9^ tU^! 
Women have depraved a»9«^)Miflr'ffiyi- Mpy's % 
" vlha^ "^ ^ -"-- 



▼ag. I hftva 
atand all ; ahd 



all; 1 



Jier heart, or nothli^ «i 
our head's too full ol 



9|i^e|iaU, lunder- 
myllitie French- 



• ■ thfuftft . _ , . 

fame^ai^nmieAi 
yooin {99 row i^atousy: )kv|l I raokov wi| 



TWi itefy ^v-vii tftia 



C3k 



ittavii 



hiv^e fftre w<w?Tf ¥f4>k y«>i ifUnjqvr pi^'a «B«i^yr. 

Come to your kennel, i you (cuckp^ dnpy»]|^. a^ 

yofu (iSafces him on his back.) 

My master's asleep in his cAatr, and a snoring. 
My lady's abt^oad. and— Oh, rare matrimony ! 

• {Exit, 

ACT V. 

SCENE t^Lady FaneifuVs Hcusi, 

Enter LADY FANOJFUJ^ «i<l MigOBIIpISELL^. 

Lady F. But why did you not tell ma befon, 
mademoiselle, that Bazor and you were fond ? 

Modem. De modesty hinder me, matam. 

Lady F. Why, trttly,- modesty does often hinder 
as from doing things we have an extravagant mind 
to. But does ho love yon well enough yet to do 
anything you bid him? Do you think, to oblige 
you, he would speak scaadJi?- 

Modem. Matam, to oblige your kulyBhlp, he Bhall 
speak anything. 

Lady K Why, then, mademoiselle, I'H tell yon 
what you shall do: yon shaH en^iga him to tell 
ti» master all that passed at Sprin^^arden; I 
have a mtad he shall know wbat a wifaand. a nieee 
he has got 

Modem. Illefera,madame. 

Enter OOBNET, tcJio speaks apart ta MaekfuiseUe' 

Com. Mademoiselle, yonder's Mr. Bazor desires 
to speak with you. 

Modem. Tell him I come presently. {Exit CornetJ} 
Bazor be dere, madMne. ' '^ 

Lady F. That's fortunate. WeU, Fll learve you 
together; and, if :^tt fiiid ^m sVlUiara, smAb- 
moi8ella**-harkye U^dott't eafttBahim » faw leason- 
able little liberties, to put him in humonr. 

Madam. Lain^zmoifaiie. 

{Exit Lady R 

BAZOB i)«^< in; an4 HH9g l<tdy,faneij\tl gone, 
turns to Mademois^ and mtses her. 

Modem. How now, ooBfldeBC«1 

Bator. Bow now, modesty I 

Modem. Who makes you so f amiUar, sinalit 

Razor. My impudence, hussy. 

MaOsm, StMndaM, n>goe faesi 

Razor. Ah* ' aiademoiselK gna^ news ai car 



Modem. Why, vat be de matter f 

Ragoir. Ibe Bkatterl why^ uptaila all'a fhemat- 
tefT 

M^tdem, Ta temoc^uvde MoL 

Razor. Now do you long to know tke pttrtlealMS 
-> the time wben— the plM9 wtaer»«>tfae mimaer 
how— but I won't tell you a word mon^ 

Modem. Nay, deayo» l^i^ 9^^ ftvor. 

Ra.or. Come, 'ktas me, tneo. putting his hemdi 



t^ tBOVOttflt) 'WBia 



nw 



MiOMm. fray, pridee, tell m«. 

JAidein. Hold, hold! I will It&S de^ fKittii^ 

Aosor So, ihat'B dvfll "Why, noW, riiy cretty 
PoUw <9F goUiflncb, my UUle water-wagtau, yoti 
BUBtloKiw that— Ck)me, kiss me aga&i. 

jr«dnn. Iwon*iki8Adenomox& 

ilMor. Good b'f e. 

MtOeau Doaeementl deret ds ta content? 

Baaffr. So, ii«ir HI Ml thee aO. Why^ the news 
^ eacfcoldom in lolio is newly printed^ and ni«Ui- 
mony in quarto is jnst going |nto the press. wHI 
fOA b«j anj beoks, ma4enM)iBeIle ? 

Modem. Ta parle comme on Ilbraire ; de devil, 
BO oBdenrtand deel ^ 

Jtuzor, Why, then, that I may make myself in- 
telligible to a waiting woman, Til speak like a 
Talet-de-chambre : my lady hai^ cuckolded my 



Mudem. Bon. 

Bator. Vfhioh we take very ill from her hands. 
i can tell her that We can't yet prove matter of 
foot apon her. 

Modem. N'importe. 
. fUutor. Bat we can prove, that matter of fiiet had 
Uke to have been upon her. 

M<tdem. Oayo<ia> 

Rotor. For we have such terrible oircum- 



MademM^TOM doute. 

Rozor. Hiat any man of parts inay diiiw tickling 
ee^oiVsioM from them. 

Modem. Fort bien. 

Razor., We., found a couple of tight, well-buiit 
gentlemen stuffed into her ladyship's closet. ' 

if«dh7i.Le liable 1 . 

fiaeor. AvA I> >n my particular person, have dis- 
covered a most d— e plot, bow to persuade my 
poor masttr, that all this hide and seek, this will- 
tB-the^wira, has no q^jier feeling than a Christian 
marriage for sweet Mrs. Belinda. 

Modem, ynpiarioge? Ah, les droles ! 



jReuif* I>o»'t you interrupt me, hbssy!-r-*Hs 
tgrofd, I sajC <^4 nay innocent lady, to wriggle 
heirs<^f .o^t at th®. bock door o| the business^ turns 



ia»rrifiis» bawd tp J^er niece, and resplves to deliver 
up her fair body to he tutabled and mumbled by 
that xo^^Ugaorish whipster, Hearifree. II oi^ kli% 
yon w w ia Hw iT 

Modem. No. 

SfUMT^ B^t wmmn I always gaping fot i^ore. 

imkm», ^ be all den, dat you know ? 

Boxor. All! ay, and a great deal loo, I think. 

Mmsm^ Den ya UxA, don know noteing. <£coute, 
moB panvre AfMior i Dou see <&8 iwo eyes ? Bes two 
IMP W%|eode devil. 

i2*;or. The womaii's mad! ^^a i 

Modem, In Spring Garden, dal rogue Cbnstahl 

lUunr. Bpn.. I 

^aldm^. i'tt^ll,denbi»ore^ . 
itoe^. Nfiy,«r'ythee, my spirant 
Modem. OonSe, kiss' md, den. {Clojffiing her 
^ekmdk«t\i/»Md4d^ore») 
Stpaor^ I wpnt kifls yon, not L 
4teAfa Adieu! 

Bemr. Hold! (Otfei her a hearty Jti$s.) Now pro- 



Madem. A fi^^I hide myself in one canning place. 



where I hMr tXLinA iW ML FiAtt d^ dnrnkeu 
master, come mal-^-propos, Vrt de sot no know 
his own deal- ¥fle, eo he leavb her 16 her sport : 
den de game begin. De lover eaysoft ting; de 
ladv look upon the g^ronnd. {At me apeak*. Rotor 
htin acts the man, Ofifd «Ae the woman.) He takes her 
by de band : she tdrn her head an oder way. Dell 
he squeeze very bard ; den she i)nll— very soffly. 
pen he take her in his arms; den she give him 
iHtlepat Den he tremble; den she sigh. Den h« 
pull her into the ai-bonr; den She pi^h hlm.-^ 

Razor. Ay, Iwt n9t so hMd, you baggage, yon. 

Modem. Den he grow bold ; she grow weak. He 
tro her down, if tdmbe dessu, le diable asBltl, il 
etoport tout— ^(R!flf*or sh^ggtea with her, as if he would 
throto hef dovDn.S - fitand off, sirrOh ! 

Razor. You bave 6et me afire, yon Jade, yon I 

Modem, Den go to de river and quench dyself. 

Rotor. What on unnatural harlot this kil 

Modem. EaSorl 

(looking Janguiehingilf on him.) 

Razor. Mademoiiielle I 

Modem. Don no love me? 

Razor. Not love thee I More than a Frenchman 
does soup. 

Modem. Den yon will refuse nothijig dat t bid 
dee? 

Razor. Don't bid me hang myself, then. 

Modem. No; only tell dy master all X have t^ 
dee of dy lady. 

Razor. Why, yon Uttle malicious strnmpet, you! 
should yon like to be served so ? 

Modern. Don dispute^ den?— Adleii! 

Razor. Hold !— But why wiK thou make ine snch 
a rogue, my dear? 

Modern. Voilk unvral Anglois! 11 est amourenz, 
et cependant 11 vent raisonner. Va t'en an diablel 

Razor. Hold, once more! in hopes thon'lt give 
me up tby body, I'll make a present df my ho- 

ifadem. Bon Asoute done ; if don fall me, I never 
^ee dee more. If dou obey me, je m'abandonne h 
tbl 2i toL 

fShe Hfsee him and exit. 
Razor. (lidtiHr hit lips.) lXoth6irogV»l'*-Amor 
vwciL omnia. 

iSxit. 
J^flM-LADY FANCIFUL «nd ltAD£MOIiS£LL£. 

tadpf. Marry, siy ye? Wfll the two fhhigs 

ihArry? 

Mixdenu Od te va fai*e, Iriadanie. 

tody F. IAkA you, tnademoiftelhj— In shdk, I 
can't bear it— no, I find I caii't Therefore, nm 
and caU Jtazo^ liack Ittimetfiately ; for something 

fill St bd done to stop tblB impertment weddfii*. If 
cab but d^fer it four And twenty bjJnrs, I'll make 
6ti<ih work abottt town, with that mtlc pert Glut's 
rebutailon, he uhali is sodh marry d witeh. 
Madm. \aM.-) La voiBi bi«n intetttidn^ 

[Sxeunlt. 

flOBNB Ih^-^VmMinr^ iQdgingt. 
Enter CONSTANT ^nd HEASTFBEE. 

Con. Bnt what dost think will bdc<»ne of thli 
DusinesB? 

seart. *Tis efteter td think What Will hot bebmne 
oh't 

Con. Whafsthat? 

Be<xrt. A challenge. I know the kolght too well 
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for that; hii dear body will alwftyi prerall apon 
his nobto tool to be qaiai 

Com Bot thoofh he dare not ohaUenge me, per- 
haps he may Tmtnre to ohallenge his wife. 

Heari. Not if yon whisper him in the ear, yon 
wont*k hATe him do't; and there's no other way 
left that I aeei For, as drank as he was, heUl re- 
member yon and I were where we shoold not be ; 
Mid I don't think him quite blockhead enough yet, 
to be perswtded we were got into his wife's closet 
only to peep into her prayer-book. 

Enter a Servantj with a letter. 

3er9. Bit, here's a letter : a porter brought it 

Con. Oh, ho! here's instractions for us. r&fods.) 
" The accident that has happened has touched our 
invention to the quick. We would fain come off 
witibKDut your help, but find that's inwossible. In a 
word, the whole business must be thrown upon a 
matrimonial intrigue between your friend and 
mine ; but if the parties are not fond enough to go 
quite through with the matter, 'tis sufficient for 
our turn, thev own the design. We'll find pre- 
tences enough to break the match. AdieuT'— 
Well, women for invention! How long would my 
block head have been producing this, eh ! Heart- 
free ? What, musing, man ? Pr'ythee, be cheerful 
What sayest thou, friend, to this matrimonial re- 
medy? 

Heart. Why, I say, it's worse fhaa the disease. 

C<m, Here*s a fellow for you! There's beauty 
and money on her side, and love up to the ears on 
his; and 



Heart. 'And yet, I think, I may reasonably hew idark. 
allowed to boggle at marrying the niece, in the 
very moment that you ore deluding the aunt 

Con. Why, truly, there may be something in 
that But have .not you a good opinion enoagh of 
your own parts, to believe you could keep a wife to 
yourself? 

Heart. I should have, if I had a good opbiion 
enough ta hers, to believe she coald do as much by 
me. jBut, pr'ythee, advise me in this good and 
evil, this life and death, this blessing and curse, 
that ia set before me. ShaU I marryi or die a 
maid? 

Con. Why, 'faith, Heartfree; matrimony Is like 
an army going to engage : love's the forlorn hope, 
which is soon cut off; the marriage knot is the 
mBi/x body, which may stand buff a long time ; and 
repentance is the rear guard, which rarely gives 
ground as long as the main body has a being. 

Heart. Conclusion, then; you advise me to lake 
on as you do. 

Con. That's not concluded yet: for, though 
marriage be a lottery, in which there are wondrous 
many blanks, yet there is one Inestimable lot in 
which the onij heaven on earth is written. Would 
your kind fate bat guide your hand to that, though 
I were wii^ped in all that Inxory itself ooiud 
clothe me with, I should envy you. 

Heart. And justly, too; for to be capable of 
lovmg one, doubtless is better than to possess a 
thousand ; but how far that capaoity'e i9 me, alasl 
1 know not. 

Con. But you would know ? 

Heart. I would so. 

Con. Matrimony will inform you. Gome, one 
flight of resolution carries you to the land of ez- 
periesce ; where, in a very moderate time, you'll 
know the capacity of your soul and your body 
both, or I'm mistakeift [B^eun*. 



SCENE UL-^ir John BruU*t. 
Enter LADY BBUTE and BBUNDA 

BO. Well, madam, what answer have yon from 
them? 

LaOv B. That theyll be here this moment I 
fancy 'twill end in a wedding : I'm sure he*s a feci 
if it don't Ten thousand pounds, and soofa a lass 
as you are, is no eontemptfble offer to a younger 
brother. 

Enter CONSTANT and HEABTFBEE. 

Good morrow, gentlemen ; how have yon slept 
after your adventure ? 

Heart. Some careful thoughts, ladies, on your 
accounts, have kept us waking. 

Bel And some careful thoughts on your own, I 
believe, have hindered yon from sleeping. Pray, 
how does this matrimonial project relish with 
you? 

Heart. Why, 'faith, e'en as storming towns does 
with soldiers, where the hope of delicioas plun- 
der banishes the fear of being knocked on the 
head. 

Bd. Is it then, possible, after all, that yon dare 
think of downright lawfcd wedlock ? 

Heart. Madam, you have made me so fooMiardy, 
I dare do anything. 

Bel. Then, sir, I challenge you, and matrimony's 
the spot where I expect you. 

Heart. 'Tis enough; I'll not fail. (Aside.) So, now 
I am in forHobbes voyage; a great leap in the 

LadyB. Well, gentlemen, this matter being eon- 
cluded, then, have yon got your lessons ready ? for 
Sir John is grown such an atheist of late, he'll be- 
lieve nothtaig upon easy terms. 

Con. We'll find means to extend his faith, ma- 
dam. Butt pray, how do yon find him this morn- 
ing? 

iMdy B. Most lamentably morose; obewtngthe 
cud after last night's discovery; of whiish, how- 
ever, he has but a confused notion, even now. Bat 
I'm sfraid the valet de chambre has told him all: 
fra; they are very busv together at this moment 
When I told him of Belinda's marriage, I hod no 
other answer but a grunt; from which you may 



draw what conclusion von think flt<->Bat to sroor 
notes, gentlemen ; he's here. 

Enter SIB. JOHN BBUTE and BAZOB. 

Con. Oood morrow, sir. 

Heart. Good morrow. Sir John; I'm very sorry 
my indiscretion should cause so much disoroer in 
your family. 

Sir /. Disorders generally come firom Indisore- 
tlon, sir; 'tis no strange thing at all 

Ladif B. I hope, my dear, yon are sstiiaed than 
was no wrong intended you. 

Sir J. None, my dove 

Bel. If not I hope my consent to marry Mr. 
Heartfree will convince yon; for, as little m I 
know of amours, sir, I assure yon, one hitrigue is 
enough to bring four people together, vrithont 
further misohief . 

Sir J. And I know, too, that Intrigoes tend to 
procreation of more kinds than one. One kitrigue 
will beget another, as soon as beget a son or a 
daughter. g^ 

Con. I am very sorry, sir, to see you stilllMin un- 
satisfied >rith a hidy, whoB9 n^ore than Qonunoo 



THE PBOVOKBD WIFE. 



1197 



▼irtae, I am uan, w«re iliBmy wife, should meet e 
belter oaage. 

ijltr /. Sb", if ber conduct has pat » trick upon 
her vittae, her yirtne'e the bobble, bat her haaband's 
the loser. 

Can. Sir, 70a haye recelTed a soiBoient answer 
-already, to joitifybota her condaot and nine. 
Yonll pardon me for meddling in your family 
aflain ; bat I percetye I am the man you are jea- 
looe of, and therefore it ooneems me. 

Sir J. Would it did not concern me, and then I 
should not care who it concerned. 

0<m. Well, sir, if truth and reason won* t content 
you, I know but one way mora, which, if you tfaJuk 
fit, you may take. 

Sir /. Lord, sir, yon are Tery hasty: if I had 
been fexmd at prayers in yoar wife's closet, I should 
have allowed you twice as much time to come to 
yourself in. 

CiM. May, sir, if time be all you want, we have 
no quarrel. 

BwrL I told you how the sword would work 
upon him. 

(Sir John mtiMi.) 

C<m. Let him muse, however, 111 lay fifty pounds 
our foreman brings us in, not guilty. 

Sir J. {Aside.) 'Tie very well— 'tis very well. In 
spite of that young Jade's matrimoniu intrlj^ue, 
I am a downright stinking cuckold. Here they 
are. Boo -^{PiUting Ms hand to hi$ /brtfuaeLj 
Methinks, I could batt with a bull. What the 
plague did I marry for ? I know she did not 
like me; but that's past And now what shall I 
do with her? If I put my horns into my pocket, 
she'll grow insolent— if I don\ that goat there, that 
stallion, is ready to whip me through the guts. 
The debate, then, is reduced to this; shall I due a 
hero, or live a rascal? Why, wiser men than I 
have long since concluded, that a living dog is 
better than a dead lion. (To Constant and Meartfree.) 
(Gentlemen, now my wine and passion are govern- 
able, I must own, I have never observed any thing 
in my wife's course of life, to back me in my jealousy 
of her : but jealousy's a mark of love ; so she need 
not trouble her head about it, as long as I make no 
more word's on t 

iSSifcr LADY. FANCIFUL, disguised, and addrmet 
Belinda, apart. 

Con. I'm glad to see your reason rule at last 
Oive me your band: I hope you'U look upon me 
aa yon used to da 

Sir J. Tour humble servant {AHdt.) A wheed- 
ling son of a whore ? 

Heart And that I may be sure you are friends 
with me, too, pray give me your consent to wed 
your niece. 

Sir J. Sir, you have it with all my heart; d— n 
me if you haven't (Aside.) 'Tis time to get rid of 
her; a young pert imp; she'll make an incompar- 
able bated in a little time. 

Enter a Servant, who gives Heartfree a letter. 

Bel. Ueartfree your hoaband, say you ? 'Tis im- 
possible! 

Ijad9 F. Would to kind heaven it were I but 'tis 
too true ; and In the world their lives not such a 
wretch. I'm young; and either I have been flat- 
tered by my friends, as well as my glass, or nature 
has been kind and generous to me. I bad a fortune 
too was greater far than he could ever hope for ; 
but with my heart I am robbed of all the rest I am 
flighted and I'tn be^f^red both at once ; I have 



aearoely a bare anbaiatence from the vUlafai, yet 
dare complain to none; for he haa sworn, if 
ever 'tis known I am his wife, he'll murdor ma 

Bel The traitor! 

Ladff F. I aoeideotally was told he courted you ; 
charity soon prevailed upon me to prevent your 
misery; and, aa you see. I'm still so generous even 
to him, as not to suffer he should do anythingi for 
which the law might take away his life. 

{Weeping.) 

Bek Poor creature I How I pity her 1 

{They continue teUking euidt.) 

Heart. (Aside.) Death and the devil! -Let me 
read it again. (Reads.) " Thongh I have a particu- 
lar reason not to let you know who I am till I see 
yon, yet you'll easily believe 'tis a faithful frieiid 
that gives you this advice. (Good ! ) I have a chttd 
by Belinda— (Better and better)— which is now o«t 
at nurse— (Heaven be praised!) -and I think the 
foundation laid for another— (Ha! old true-penny !) 
—no rack could have tortured this story from me ; 
but friendship has done it I heard of your design 
to marry her, and could not see y«u abused. Make 
use of my advice, but keep my secret till I ask you 
for it again." 

[Exit Lady Fanciful 

Con. (To Beiinda) Come, madam, shall we send 
for the parson ? I doubt here's no business for the 
lawyers; younger brothers have nothing to settle 
but their hearts, and that ( believe my friend hero 
has already done very faithfully. 

Bek (Scornfully.) Are you aure, air, there are no 
old mortgagee upon it ? 

Heart. (Coldly.) If yon think there are, madam, 
it mayn't be amiss to defer the marriage till you 
are sure they are paid off. 

Bel. We'll defer it as long as you please, sir. 

Heart. The more time we take to consider on't, 
madam, the less apt we shall be to commit over- 
sight : therefore, if you please, we will put it off for 
just nine months. 

Bel. Quilty consciences make men cowarda. 

Heart. And they make women desperate. 

Bel. I don't wonder you want time to resolve. 

Heart. I don't wonder you are ao quickly deter- 
mined. 

Dtl. What does the fellow mean? 

Heoa-t. What does the lady mean ? 

Sir J. Zoons! what do you both mean? 

(Hear^te and Belinda wUi dbonl) 

Razor. (Aside.) Here is so much sport going to 
be spoiled, it makes me ready to weep again. A 
poz o' this impertinent Fanciful, and her plots, and 
her Frenchwoman too; I hear them tittering with- 
out stllL Ecod, 111 e'en go lug them both by the 
ears, and discover the plot, to secure my pardon. 

lExiL 

Con. Fr'ythee, explahi, Meartfree. 

Heart. A fair deliverance ; thank my atara and 
my friend! 

BeL 'Tis well if went no farther; a base fellow! 

La fy B. What can be the meaning of all this? 

Bel. What's his meaning, t don't know; but 
mine is, that if I had married him, I had had no 
husband. 

Heart And what's her meaning, I don't know, 
but mine is, that if I had married her, I had had 
wife enongh. 

Sir J. Your people of wit have got such cramp 
ways of expressing themselves, they seldom com- 
prebend one another, Poz take yon both, will you 
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I the lasftiAge of eotnmoil sense, tbat yoa 
may be aaderatood 7 

JSnter fiAZOB, pulling in LADY FANOIFtJL and 
MADEMOISELLE. 

Rotor. If they won't, here comes an Interpreter. 

LadfB. Heavens I What have we here ? 

Bator. A Tillain^bnt a repenting villain. 

Zadi^B. What means this ? 

Razor. Nothing without my parflotL 

Ladp B. What pardon do you want? 

Razor. Imprimis, your ladyship's, for a d— e lie 
made upon your spotless virtue, and set to the tune 
Of Spring Oarden. (To Sir John.) Next at my ge> 
nerons master's feet I bend, for interrupting his 
Bore noble thoughts with phantoms of disgracefal 
enekoldom. {To Constant.) Thirdly, I to this gentle- 
tban apply, for making him the hero of my ro* 
inanee. {To Btartfree.) Fourthly, your pardon, 
noble sir, I ask, for clandestinely marrying you, 
without either biddhig of banns, bishop's license, 
friends' consent, or your own knowledge. {To Bt* 
• HfKfo.) And lastly, to my good young lady's cle- 
mency \ come, for pretending the com was sowed 
to the ground, before ever the plough had been In 
the field. 

Sir J. (Aside.) So that, after all, 'tis a moot pohit 
l^hether I am a enokold or not 

Bel Well, sir, upon condition yon confess aH, I'll 
^Mon yon myself, and tiy to obtain as much from 
file rest of fbe compAny. But I mnst know then 
who 'tis has put ydn npon all this mischief. 

Razor. Satan and his equipage; women tempted, 
me, vice weakened me^and sO the devil overcame 
She: as fell Adam, so fdl L 

BO. Then pray, Mr. Adam, Will you make us ac- 
quainted with your Eve? 

Razor. (I^iAt<fe«oiM/?eL) Unlnaalr, for the honour 
of France. 

Atl. MademOlseHe! 

Madenu Me Ask ittfi fottBStid pftrdon of all da 
good company. 

sa^ J. Whj^, thi^ iiiyBtefy thickens instead of 
clearing up. {fd Rtttor.j Yoa soti of a whore you, 
put nil out of onr psin. 

Razct'. One inodieilt brings sunshine. (Shewing 
MademoiselU.) 'Tls true, this is the woman that 



tempted me, hut fhli la Hie iMimitfhii* toi^pMdlhe 
woman ; and if my prayers might be heaNI, her 
pohishment for sodcAng (riioaM be like fbe serpent's 
of old— (Pulft csgr Ladff Faite^urs nuMi) the ■hoqld 
lie npon her face all the days of her life. 

iirC Lady SVincif oil 

Bel. Impertinent I 

Ladp B. BidienlouB! 

AIL Ha, ha, ha! 

Bel. I hope your ladyship wHI givelme feate to 
Wish yoQ joy, since yon have owned yonr msrrisge 
yourself. (To Heartflree.) I voW 'twas sttang^y 
wioked In you to think of ahotheir wif«, wheili you 
have one already so oharmlng as her ladtshipt, 

All Ha, ha, ha I 

Ladp F, (Aside.) Oonfoslon §ei«e tiiera, as it 
seizes me. Yonr mirth's as nanseons as yborseU. 
Belinda, yon think you trlnmph over a rival now ; 
helasl ma pauvre fllle. Where'er I'm a rival 
there's no cause for mirth. No, ihy i>oor wretch, 
'tis from another principle I have acted. I knew, 
that thing there wonld make so p e rverse a bos' 
band, and yon so impertinent a wife, that, lest yonr 
mutual plagues should make yoa run both mad, I 
charitably would have broken the match. He^ he, 
he I [Bxitt laugking q^fyiOedfy. 

McKSfm. He, he, he! 

iia ga,ha,ha! ^ 

Sir Jf (Aside.) Why, now, this woman will ha 
married to somebody, too. 

Bel Poor creature, what a passion she Is lal hot 
I forgive her. 

Heart. Since yon have so much goodness tot ber, 
I hope you'll pardon my oCPsnce, too, madam? 

Be9. There will be no ih^at dlfDcnltj fai tiutt^ 
Since I am guilty of an equal fault 

Heart. Then let's to church ; 
And if it be onr chance to disagred^ 

Bel Take heedi the Surly husband's fate yoa 
see. 

Sir J. Snrly I may he, stuhborn I am ttdi 
For I have both forgiven and forgot; 
If so, be these our judges, Mrs. Pert^ 
If theyapprove, 
'Tis more their goodness, than out deserl 
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SOENE L^A Oardeuy noher^ several Oardeners are 
at work; mme ^Ugffmg^ iec; others^ to tether with 
aeveral Women, tying up bundles of asparagtis. 
BUNDLE and TOG seated uvder a tree, at break- 
fast nqton cold roast beef; a tankard of beer upon 
.he table. 

Le^ur^ Iwit, ere youth begone, 
jj^ ^p (JIH^ ifbe day skaU on. 



LoXkw 4e fkepoer man's weaUk; 
Labeur 'Ki that gi»u him health; 
Labour makes us, while we siM(f, 
Happier tfum the greatest king* 
Then labour, lade, ere youth be gom. 
For see apace the day steals on. 

Bundle. This, now, is my delight ; to sit at breMc- 
fast while the men work. Come, honest Tom ; let 
OS make an end of oar tankard before my mfe getf 
up: h^r noting 90 in London (where, V^^wfea jon 
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and I, the itayt a deyilish deal longer than while 
■be sellsthe Bparrow-grasB). keeps her abed woandy 
late of a momiug. 

Tug. Why, Master Bnndle, I have oftentimes 
thought to mysolf, that it was a wondersome kind 
of thing how it came to pass, that you two agreo 
io badly; when ont of all the four-and-tweuty 
hoars, yoa are hardly aver above two of them to- 
gether. 

^ndte. Ah! Thomas, Thomas! *tiB very hard 
that a man like me can*t be allowed to get drunk 
once a-day, without being called to an account 
for it; but between yon uadfi, she is the arrant- 



Mn. B. (Within.) What are yon all about there ? 
Where's your lazy, idle master ? 

Sund!e. Yon hear she has begun to ring her 
QBual peaL This Is the way, the moment she is 
op! 

Tug. And I believe she seldom leaves off till she 
goes to bed. Does she, Mr. Bundle ? 

£u$uae. No, nor then neither. Everything must 
be her way. or there's no getttaig any peace. As 
soon as the marketing's over in town, away she 
and her favourite Bobin trudge to the two shil- 
ling gallery of one of the play-houses, where they 
have picked up such aipack of d— d nonsense, 
about sentiments and stuff, that I am not only 
obliged to put up With her scolding me aU the time 
I do see her, but I am scolded in a language I don't 
understand. 

Tug. Why, I shoald like that best now; for, 
then, you know, one has no right to take it for 
scolding at all. 

Bundle. Oh I when once she raises her voice, you 
never can take it for anything else. 

Tug. Why, then, mayhap, it is all concerning 
this same play-house business that she's so stent 
against me, and does all she can to sorve Master 
Robin with Miss Wilelminy. 

Bundle. Ay, there was another of her freaks: 
she was then as fond of romances as she is now 
of plays: and though my father, who was as 
plain a man as myself, swore he woold not leave 
us a farthing, if we did not call the girl Margery, 
nothing would satisfy her, forsooth^bnt we must 
give her the name of Wilelmina. 'Tls such a 
d— d, confounded, hard name, that I was a mat- 
ter of three years before I could pronounce it 
right 

Tug. Well, stand to yonr oars ; for here she 
comes! 

Enter MBS. BUNDLK 

Mrt. B. Is it not a most marrellons thing, Mr. 
Bundle, that I must be such an eternal slave to 
my family, in this here manner, while yon and 
your cologuing companions are besotting and 
BQuaadering away yonr time with your guzzling, 
and everything goes to rack and manger? I that 
am such a quiet, well-bred, easy, tame creature; 
that never scolds, nor riota, nor dkis your faults 
in your ears; but am always as gentle and as pa- 
tient as a Ismb, 

Bundle. Ton are a verv good wife to be snra, 
my dear, only a little inclined to talking. If you 
now had no tongoe, or 1 bad no ears, we should 
be the hapj^est couple in the world. 

Mrs. B. What a provocating creature!— Tongue! 
^ But this comes of marrying such a scum of a 
fellow ? one that you may throw away all the ten- 
oemess in the world for, before it makes any im- 



pression opon him. But it serves tne right; for 
'tis very well known what great offers J refaaed 
upon youraocounr. 

Bundle. I don't know how it should be other- 
wise than well known, my love; fori generally 
hear of it about six times a-day. But, my dear, 
don't you think it will be necessary to give orders 
about loading the oart^a^alnst yoo go to Lon- 
don? 

Mre, B. Sir, I shall not go to London to-olght 
at all. Bobin, Miss WUelmina, and I, are invited 
to go with a party to see the rowing-matoh tUa 
afternoon, and afterwards, there is to be a hop at 
Mr. Wicks's, the tallow-chandler's, where I intend 
to settle the purliminaries about my daughter's 
wedding; and 1 desire you to take care, tbst 
the pines are not all gone before next week; 
f or^ I intend to Invite, the whole party to a hop 
hera .«» 

Tug. But, Madam Bundle, ben't yon some bow 
or other afraid, that, what with one thing and what 
with another, you'll hop all the m<niey oat of yoar 
husband's pocket? 

Mn. B. I don't direct my disconrse to yoo, 
sir; but 'tis my husband that encourages yoa to 
behave in such a brutish and outrageoas man- 
ner. He has promised yot^ I know, tiiat yon 
should have my daughter; but I'll make htan to 
know who's at home, I will! i'll assure yon, in- 
deed 1 Such a fellow as yon! — a nasty, idling, 
seurvy rapscallion, that leads a filthy, drunken, 
lazy life; sotting in one alehouse, and sotting 
in another And shall sueh a low brute dare to 
expire to the honour of marrying Miss Wilehoiina 
Bundle ? 

Tug. I'll tell you what, Ma'am Bundle, I should 
not care much for marrying your daughter, if she 
was not of a little better temper than yourself. 

Mrs. B. Ohl the vUlsin! Why, yoa vile 
wicked—— 

Bundle. My dear, how can yon pat yooraelf in 
such a passion ? yon, you know, who are snch a 
tame creature ; one that never scolds nor riots. 

'Mrt. B. I'll riot you all to some tune, I will ; 
therefore, Mr. Bundle, unless you would have me 
sue for a separate maintenance— mind what I say 
—next time I go to London, I shall take Bobin with 
me to Doctors'-Commons, and nothing bot your 
consent to his marrying your daughter, shall ever 
make me look upon yon again. 

AIR— MBS. BUNDLE. 

My ooumel take^ 

OrOurUmake 
Tht house too hot to hold you ; 

Be ruVd I pray^ 

Vd something say : 
Did I ier rout or scold yo»f 

But spite to wrecdt^ 

On one so me. t, 
Who nevtr rwes orjlies ovtf 

On mc, who am 

Like any lami^-' 
Oh! 1 could tear your eyetomi. 

Tug, Well, and what say yon to aU this? 

Bundle. Why, I'll tell you wlu^t, honest Thont^ ; 
for me to contradict her, would be much the sa 
thing as for yon to row against wind and tide. 



THE WATHBMAN; OB, THB FIB8T OP AUGUST. 



nil 



Tvg. Wily, thto, fbat would bo bod e&ongb, 
2i«8ter Bunaie. 

Bundle. But Til try wba.1 I o«n do with my 
daughter for yoa; and all I caa say to pat yoa in 
heart is, that if I find her as headatroog and as 
•pervene as her mother, I ohall advise yoa to have 
nothing to do with her, and so save yon from hang- 
ing yourself in a mmth. 

Tug. But, Master Boiidls, if I marries miss, I 
expect to be a little happier than yon are. 

BundU, Ahl Tom, Tom! the wisest of ns may be 
deceived. 

Tug, I don't know but you are in the right of it 
A waterman would be a confounded fool, that 
would put up a saU with the vrind and tide both in 
his teeth— Biat here comes Miss Wileminy. If she 
marries me, I'll see if I can't get her to dange her 



EnUr MISS WlLELMINA. 
AIB. 

Tno jfwUhtfor my love are conUntting th vain ; 

For do all they catty 
I%eir euffer'Mge I rally, and lauoh at their pain. 

Whi^ which it the math 
That deMtrvet me the most f Let me ask of my hearty 
Is U Robin who smirks, or who dresses so smart f 
Or Tom, honest Tom, who makes plainness his plant 

Whidi, which is the man f 

Indeedt to heprudtnt, and do what J ought, 

I do what I can; 
Yet surely papa and mamma are in fault; 

To a different num 
They each hate advis'd me to yield up my heart : 
Mamma praises Robin, who dresses so smart ; 
Papa honest Tom, who makes plainness his plan; 

Which, which is the man T 

Be kind, Men, my heart, and but point out the youth, 

ru do what I eon 
Bis &WS to rdum, and return it with truth: 

Which, which is the man f 
Be kind to miy wishes, and point out, my heart. 
Is it Robin who smirkt, and who dresses so smart f 
Or Tarn, honut Tom, who makes plainness his plan t 

Which, which is the man t 

Tag. Tske my advioe, miss, and let It be honest 
Tom. 

Wilel. Ok, yon brute I did you hear me? 

Tug. "Why, miss, suppose if I did, you aren't 
afraid of roeaking your mind, be ye ? 

Wilel. My mind! Why yon have not the as- 
surance to pretend that I said anything in favour 
of you ? 

Tug. Why, no, I can't say directly that you 
said as how you'd have me; but I*m sure you 
can't help saying yourself, that it sounded a little 
that way. 

Wi'el And do yon imagine that I could prefer 
you to Bobin» sweet Bobin ! as the song says, that's 
all over a nosegay, and the very pink of good 
breeding. 

Tug. For my part I makes no comparisments, 
as a body may say; but I'd be sorry, miss, if there 
was not others as agreeable and well-behaved as 
he, however. 

WiUl. What, yourself, I suppose ? Do yon know, 
yon odloQ0 oreatore t that ne can spout Borneo 



by heart, and that he's for evtr talking simillef 
tome? 

Tug. I know he's for ever talking nonsense to 
you. 

W'lef. Oh! hold your flithy tongue! Do yen 
but hear him compare my cheeks to carnations, 
my hands to lilUes. my beautif al blue veins to vio- 
lets, my lips to cherries, my teeth to snow-drows, 
and my eyes to the sparkling dew that hangs upon 
the rose-trees in the morning,— what woiud you 
say: then ? 

l^g. Ah! but you know, mlss^ that's aU inhis 



ray. 
Witi 



'ikl. Then he writes verses! Oh, dear me ! the 
author of the opera-book in the parlour window, is 
a fool to him for writing. Oh ! im is a very Ovid's 
Metamorphose! 

Tag. why, for the matter of that, miss, thera are 
other folks that can write as well as ha What 
would yon say now. if I had wrote something about 
concerning my falling in love with you ? 

WiM. I should then Iragln to have some hopes of 
you. 

Tug. Should you?— Why, then, 1 have. 

WiM. Oh, dear! let's see it 

Tug. It's a song, miss: I'll sing it to you, if you 
please. 



AIB.— TUa 

And did you not hear 0/ a jolly young waterman, 

Who at Blad^friars Bridge us' d for to ply f 
And heftatfier'd his oars with such skill and dexterity. 

Winning each heart and delighting each eye: 
He looked so neat, and row'd so steadily. 
The maidens aUjlodd in his boat so readily. 
And he ey'd the young rogues with so charming an etir, 
That this vKiterman ne'er was in want iff afore. 

What sights of fine folks he ojt row'd in his wherry, 

*Twas clearid out so nice^ and painted withal; 
He wa» always first oars when the fine city ladies 

In a party to Ranelagh went or VauxhaU. 
And oftenturnee would thry be giggling and leering. 
But 'twas all one to Tom, their gating and jeering. 
For loving or liking Ae lUUe did care. 
For this wtUerman ne'er wae in want of afore. 

And yetbuttosee how strangdy things happen ; 

As Jte row'd along thinking of nothing at all, 
He was ply'd by a damsel so lovely and charming, 

That she smiTd, and so straightway in love he did 
fall: 
And would this young lady but banish his sorrow. 
He'd wed her to-niglu btfore to-morrow. 
And how should this teaterman ever know care. 
When he's married, and never in want of a fare t 

Well, miss, how do you like it ? 

Wilel. like it! why it's the very moral of your- 
self! If yon had not passed half your time between 
Wapplng and the Tower-stairs, you could never 
have written such a song. 

Tug. Didn't I tell you as how it was the thirg? 
Well, now, I hope yon will consent ? 

Wilel Consent to what ? 

Tug. Why, .to marry me. To be sartatai, yon 
won't find me like your Mr. Bobin, inconsiderate 
f, that will say more in half an hour than 
stand to in half a year. I am a little to<^ 



Wiu 
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TB^ WATiaifANt 0B» TBB- FBST OF AtldllVr. 



I thftok 70a, Qbn, lor 



mooh of aa IUitiiBl)in<^ 

^tturt : my nesrt nd6 in ine rfght place ; and, as we 
■ay, *tlB not always the besi-IookiDg boat goea the 
flafesi 

WUtl And .80, Mr. TboxDU, yea reaHy tUnk, by 
ftH tMs fine tftlktog, to inake me dying for loye of 
yon? 

r«7. WhV tapiB, for the matter of that, I don*t 
•ee why f soouia not, 

WiM. W^ then, in teH you what, if yon ever 
«X!pect to have anyxhing to say to me, yon must 
kneel at my feet, Ubb my hand, swear that I am 
an sng^ ;^Cttat the very sun, moon, and stars, are 
not half so bright as my eyes; that I am dap id, 
Yenns, «nd the ttisee Graces put together. 

7^7. Why, to be snre, all this may be very fine; 
toot why shonld 1 speak to you In a lingo I don't 
understand? 

Wtlel This, as my dear Eobin says, is the only 
language of true lovers ; and if you don't under- 
stand It already, you'll learn it for my sake. 

nig. rilteli you what, miss; if you don't marry 
tte tin 1 make such a fool of myself, 'tis my mind 
you'll never marry me at all. I loye you, to be sar- 
tahi; there's nobody can say to the contrary of 
that ; but you 11 never catch me at your Oupida and 
Wenlsses: 1 am plain and downright l*d do all 
that is in my power to make you happy, if you'd 
have me; and If you won't, I have nothing to do 
but to cast away care, and go on board a man-of- 
war; for t oould never bear to stay here, if you 
was married to another. 

waa. What, then, you'd leave England, and all 
for the love of mef 

Tug. That's what I would, miss. 

Wiia. Well, that would be charming! Oh, how 
I should doat npon it, if I were to hear them cry 
through Battersea streets^*' The Sailor's Lamenta- 
tkm for the Loss of Ms Mistress!" 

Tug. m stick to my woi-d, I aaslhre you ; If yon 
won't have me, I'll go on board a man-of-war. 

AlB.-TUa 

Then/areuell my trim-bui't uhenj. 
Oars, and coat, and badgeyfawaeeil t 

J^ever more at Chelsea ferry 
iSAa// your Thomas take a spell 

But, to hope and peace o stranger^ 

In the battle's heat III go ; 
Where, exros'd to evYy danger, 

Some/riend'y ball shall lay me low. 

Then, mayhap, when homeward steertiig, 
With the news my messmates come, 

Even you, the story hearing. 

With a sigh, may cry^^' Poor Tom.'^ 

[Exit 

WHel Well, 'tis a moat charming thing to plague 
these creatures. Die for me! if I had not given 
myself some nirs to him, he never could nave, 
thought of such a thing ; but that's the way, if one 
does not use them like dogs, there's no getting any- 
thing from them. Bat here comes Bobin : I must 
plague him in another way. 

Enter BOBIN. 

ft^in, Ml88 WneUptoa, viay I ^tavf the \;ui8|ieak- 



abla bapblileMi 

short of the great honour yon 



I t« Ml sfW ^tm Mil 



IT ttqa iroydn YaU 
woimI ^^foi' npon 



me. If jon woBld #raat me the veqtoeet of tiiVour- 
ing me with y oar band this ev^ntag at the htth. 

Wikl. Why. Mr. Bobta, WbAtpMrtlenlarincliafr. 
tlon ean yon have «6 dance wtth tae ? 

Xobin, What incUnation, mlssr Aflik fb« phtnta 
why they love a shower? A«k the aonflower why 
it loves the annT Ask «be 'snowdrop why It is 
white? Aak the -HtftBt why it is bluet A«k Df« 
trees wiur they bloaaomv the «a.Vb4gea a^y iShej 
grow ? *Tis all because they can't help it; no inof6 
can I help my love for yotL 

WileL Lardl Mr. Bobtn, hoW gmllanl yottare. 

RoMn, Oh, my WileltaAia, tliou art atralgbter 
than the atraighteat tree I sweater than the sweetest 
flower 1 rhy hand la aa white «a » Uly I «iy tyrcath 
is as sweet as honeysuckles! and when yon ifjpleak, 
grace is in all your steps, heaven in your eye, in 
every gesture— oh, deiur 1 

WileL Lardl Mr. ft^bfa, yon haT« aUd th*t ao 
often— 

Robin. Well, yon never heard me sav this in 
your life. Now, mind : my heart is for all the world 
just like a hot bed, where the seed of atreotipn^ 
sown by your matchless charms, and warmed by 
that sun, vour eyes, became a beautiful flower, 
which is lust now full blown: and all I desire^ 
miss, is, that youll condescand to gather it| and 
stick it in your bosom. 

Wile'. And what pretensions have yon to think I 
shall ever consent to such a thing ? 

liobin. Pretension, miss? Because my love Is as 
boundless as the sea, and my heart is as full of 
Cupid's arrows as a sweet-briar is full of thorns. 

WHel. But I am afraid if I were fooUah onongh 
to believe you, you would soon forget me. 

Robin. Forget you, miss ? 'tis impossible ! Booner 
shall asparagus forget to grow, seed frrget to rise, 
leaves to fall: sooner shall tress grow with their 
roots in the air, and their branches burled in tha 
earth, than 1 forget my Wilelmina. 

WHel. Well, I do declare there's no reainting 
you. 

Robin. Besisting me, miss! no, I don't know bow 
you should; my heart is stocked with loye, aa » 
flower-garden is stocked with flowers. The Cupids 
that have fled from your eyes, and taken shelter 
there are as much out of number as the leaves on 
a tree, or the colours in a bed of tulips. Yon are 
to me what the summer is to tba gndAi; and if 
you don't revive mo with the sunshine of yoar 
favour, I shall be oyer-nm witb the wpeds of dis- 
appointment, and choked up with the binfflblea of 
despair. 

Wilel. Tbajt would be a pity, indeed. 

Robin. So 'twould, indeed, misa 

Wilel Do you really love me, then? 

Robin. liOveyott? 

AIB.-:.KOBIN. 

Bid the blossonft fi« Vr U liNghfed^ 
Birds by srare^croiM ne'er be/Hghtid, 
From the firm earth the oak remote; 
Teach the holly-oak to grow. 

Trees bedr dMrries, 

Hedges bet^rks ; 
BtUj pr'ytltee, teadt me Mt to Vtfte. 



Grass ehatt grow than t§gan At^tMr, 
tiiAt thtiU bloom ttpoH Me brkiTi 
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uiiitu^tmaoijit, 

Rases smeU no longer sweety 
M^mu riptm wiiimU keatt 

Plums a$ul e^artUSy 

TastoiiktberrieSt 

When WHelmina J forget. 



ifttf«r.18ITNDlJ& 



{Exit, 



ftiia. iMi, i»p% ar9 7«« tbere ? 

Bundle. Hash, hnshl speak Boftly, Yoi) have 
not seen your molbei^ k»rA 7«b } 

TFiM. Now 

JlMtfte. 'B«oaiW0 1 wanted to tal^ wiili r<ni> ^Hel- 
a ^Mifc , my 44ar. 

IFWsTwiKt, apon tbe old si^ioot, tgnppose. 

Bundle. Yes; but I would not have her bear ns. 

waeL Ob! A» is p4<e enough, scolding the men 
in the garden. 

BtimBe. Qh I tliat wiU ^^fee ber some tIme.-«WelI, 
have you seen, Thomas? 

Wil4L Yes, I hare seen bim, and a most deplor- 
able figure he cuts. I belieye by this time he baa 
entered hioMfllf en board a man-of-war; that so as 
the history-book says, he may put an end to his 
exlstumse and my eruelty together. 

Mutsdk. Why. did he aay he woul4 ? 

WihL Don't I tell yon 1 was cruel to him; and 
how ooold he do any less ? 

Bundle. Why, the girl's distracted! But this 
eomes of gadding about with your mother. If you 
had listened to my advice, I would no more have 
Buifered yon to put cm such ridiculous conoeited 
airs— Why, yon and your mother are the Uugbing- 
stock of the whole place : I never pop my bead in- 
to the Black Baven to get my penny-worth in a 
morning, but all the folks are full of it 

Wilel. Why, papai we are only a .little genteeler 
than the rest of the people of Battersea^ that's alL 

Bundle. Qenteeier 1 Do yon caU it genteel, then 
to take a pleasure at being pointed at f But 1*11 
not bear it ; therefore, hear what X ba?a to say, 
or — 

WUel. Why do yon tell me aU tUs ? Why don't 
you epeak to my mamma? Tie no wqnder she 
does what the pleases with me, when yon know 
yon don't care to eontradlot her yjanraalf. 

Bundle. Not dare to contradict her I 

Wilel. No, papa; yon know eb# wlU have ber 
own way.! and slnoe she has deifked me to have 
Bobhi, what eon I do but be dutiful ? 

Bundle. What, then, yon owe m dnty to me, I 
suppose ? 

WiUl. Indeed, I do; and if I eoald see that yon 
owed a litte to yoniaelf, X would oblige f on wil- 



lingly. 
Bundle.: 



, But, as it is, you won't marry Thomas? 

WUd. I can't, indeed. 

Bundle. And for no other reason, but because 
yonr mamBBi^ inaisto ^^n your ao^nT^Dg Bo))in ? 

WiM. No other. 

BmdU. Very well; I'll s«ttle the natter: she 
shall do as I pleaaa ; and if she were to coma 
aeroas aae now<«« 

Entw MBS. BT7NDLB. 

Mra. B, What then, Mr. Bundle ? - 

Bundle, lj^vdear? 

Mrs. B. What coold hare eondooed yon lOfalM 



your voice to such a pltoh? I hope yon had not the 
assurance to be tampering, and plotting, and under- 
mining my daughter's infections ; and above all, I 
hope you was not batelpng xtp any file scheme to 
impose my authority. 
WUtl Poor papa, how he looksl 

{Asidi.) 

' Bundle. Why, my dear, I did intend to say some- 
thing to you on that subject, but as my tongue doe^ 
not go quite so fast as a w&ter-will, I am afraid it 
would be but to little purpose. 

Jfrs.B. Scurvy creature! 

Wilel. If yon don't speak, papa» 1 shall te <»bliMd 
to marry Bobitt. 

Bundle. I can't help It 

Wilel 'TIsall your own fanit now; dan'^Wattl* 
me: I hiust marry Bobin ; you liayeperfectfy given 
meyourconseut. 

Bundle. So thou couldst but nnmarry me, I'd con- 
sent to your marrying whoever yon pjeased. 

iExit- 

Mrs. B. Wen, my dear, what has be beeft M^g 
to yon ? nothing, I hope, to diseonnge yon in your 
infectiODB to Bobin. 

Wilel. Indeed he has; and I oan*t think <rf being 
undutifuL 

Mrs. B. tTndntirnl, indeed! I aay uBdatifnl! 
Which will reflect most npon yon, do yon think f 
to obey a mean, poor-spirited drone of a father, 
who has nothing but low, meohanioal ider^ or a 
mother who is acquainted witk Bhakspere, goes to 
all the sentimental comedieB. can play sa cards, 
dande kittellions and allemandes, end knows every 
particle of pnrliteness and high breeding ? 

WUeU Very true, raad^m; oat than, lir. Thomas 
is Budi a sweet young man. 

Mrs. B. He! 

WUel Sogood-naturedl 

Mrs.B. l^eVandU! 

TTt^f. SohonestI 

Mrs. B. Low creature ! 

Wi€. Such an immensity of iovet 

Mrs. B. The Hottentot! Ill tell yon miiat, 
Wilelmina^ your father has pat all this into your 
head. I'll go and give it to hbn heartthr while my 
blood's up, for daring to be beforehand wttfi »•; 
and then, I have but one word to say to yon, either 
comply and marry Bobin, or else I'll diainherit 
yon from any share in the blood of my family the 
arograms; and yon may creep throagh Ufewith 
the dirty, pitiful, mean, paltry, low, ill-bred notloos 
which yon have gathered from his family, the 
Bnnd}es. 

IMxiL 

AIR— WILELMINA. 

Too yielding a torriage 

Bos o/t before marriage 
To ruin and misorv poinied the way f 

Fou're skuan'd if eomg^jfitagf 

But you're lover once flying^ 
Mow eager be'Ufoliow, emd beg yoK io fkfg, 

A enqueue nier proclaim me, 

Ye maids, then, nor blame me, 
^Iwsh to be h(wpy tehene'errm a vife ; 

Each lover's denial 

Was only a trial 
Whicl^ is he tltat'e moU likelg t9 love mefm' liflf. 
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80ENE L^Tht 
BtTNDLE ditwurtd. 



igirl? 

_._ I ThomuL 

HoweTor. afi tbiogs ooniAdered, I don't know 
whfither I ehoald not baye done bim » more an 



Stmdtf, Wbsl BbAll I do with fbia perven 
I bare bat poor comfort for mj fnend Tl 



THE WATSfiHA.N; OB, THS FIBST OF ACGXTST. 
j^Q^ H Enter WILBLHINA 

3fr$. B. Here ebeoomee beneU ; we dhall know 
tbe trath of all this. Oome here, child, speak in- 
gennoosly now : did not yoa tell me that yon would 
not many Bobin ? 

waa. 1 did, madam. 

Mr$. B. There, Mr. Bandlel And pray what 
reason did yon give me for it ? 

Wilel. Because papa had persoaded me to marry 
Thomas. 

Mn. B. And have yon the oonfldenoe to look me 
in the face after this r 

Bundle, Pray, hear me one word. 

Mr$. B. I won't hear a syllable. 

Bundle, Nay, let me speak in my tarn. Wilel- 
mints come here, child, speak ingennonsly: did 
not you tell me yon would not marry Thomas? 

Wilel. I did sir. 

Bundle. There, Mrs. Bundle I And pray, what 
reason did you give me for it? 

WiUt. Because my mamma had persuaded me 
to marry Boblo. 

Bundle. And have you the confidence to look mo 
in the face after thisr 

Mr$. B. ^hy, you little, dirty trollop^ have you 
been making a jest of us both ? 

Bundle. Indeed, my dear, there is something — 

Wilel. Hear me, my dear papa and mamma: 
when first yon proposed Bobin to mo, and you 
Thomas, I determined to ^ave neither, till one or 
the other had given me some proof beside telling 
me so, that he would make me a faithful and affec- 
tionate husband ; the first that does shall haye me ; 
and though I would not wish to haye either of yon 
think me undutiful, on that alone shall depend my 
giving my consent to be a wife. 



on my conscience, I should run the risk of the last 
Bot, mercy on nsl here she comes: 'tis a strange 
thing that I never mention the word plague but 
she's at my elbow. 

Enter MBS. BUNDLE. 

Mn. K Mr. Bondle— I shall beyery cool, sir. 

Bwdle. 1 hope so, my dear. 

Mrs, B. What the devil is the reason that you 
have been making all this here piece of work ? 

Bundle. My dearl 

Mrs. B. 1 say, air, how comes it to pass, that in 
spite of all my conjunctiona to the contrary, yon 
will behaye so monstrously shameful as to oblige 
me to put myself in these here passiona 

Bundle. Why, my dear, are you ever in a passion ? 

Mn. B. Don't provoke me : you think, I suppose, 
twoanse you have got your daughter on your side, 
to carry all before you; but, Mr. Bundle, though 
yon haye been coaxiog and wheedling her to 

marry that low, dirty 1 won't bemean myself 

by repeating his filthy name ; though, I say, she 
has been undutiful and wicked enough to sufTer 
such a low, unpolite clown as you, to persuade her 
to marry a fellow as vulgar and as mean as your- 
self ; yet, if I have any authority, you shall no 
more carrv it off in the manner you thinks 

Bundlt. My dear^ 

Mn, B. I won't hear a word. 

Bundle. Have a moment's patience, now, and I'll 
co«ylnoeyoa. 

Mrs, B, I won't have patience, nor I won't be 
conyinoed: 'tis a shame, and a scandalous thing; 
and whoeyer tells me to be patient^ or wants to 
convince me, it shall be the worse for them. 

Bundle. Oo on, my dear 

Mn. B* Oh, how I am used I X could hang my- 
self for vexation. (Crying.) 

Bundle. My dear, if you had but about half as 
much reason as yon have passion, how yery easily 
could all these matters be settled; for you are 
wrong from the beginning to the end in this affair. 
In the first place, I don't thifik it would be yery 
nndotiful in a girl to do what her father desires 
her, was it as yon say ; in the next, I desired her 
to give her consent to marry Thomas, 'tis true, but 
■he refused me. 

Mrs. B. Why, this is worse than t'other; first 
nee me ill, and then result me ; for the girl told 
me, with her own mouth, that she promised yon to 
marry Thomas. 

Bundle. And she told me, with her own month, 
she had promised you to marry Robin. 

Mrs, B. What am I to tbink of this ? 

Bundle. Even what you please, my dear; you 
luow I never dictate to you. 



AIR— WILELMINA. 

Jn vofo, diartriends^ each art yom trp. 

To neither lover's suit inclined ; 
On outward charms Pll n€er rWv, 

But prixe the graces of the mind. 
The entity coxcomb whiekfouckMt, 

Just Hke the/tower of a daif, 
Bhook by eoeh wind thatfoily Nem, 

Seenu bom to flutter and deeap. 

Tour choke an honest aspect wear*; 

To give him pain /q/T have grinl'd, 
But itprocecffeth from my fears; 

Than me mtieA uiiser an deceived, 
I thank you both, then, for your love; 

Wait for my choice a little wMle ; 
And he who most shall worthy prove, 

My hand ru off'er with a smile. 



{Exit 



Bundle, Well| my dear, what do yoo aa^ to all 

this? 

Mrs. B. Say! why, that 1 am pertocay in a 
quandary ; the confidence of the fiaggage goes 
beyond all— one would think she had neyer been 
edicated by me. 

Bundle. Oh, I am afraid it's her having been 
edicated by you, as you call it, that has tauigbt It 
her. 

Mrs. B. What do you stand muttering there 
about ? 'Tie you she may thank for all these i 



tSE WATERMAN; OB, 

AotioDB : it BhB would bnt Buffer vob to teach her a 
little of the hone-tone, she would detpiee ihm ider* 
of oonsnltlng her heart abont marrying; sach low, 
mechanical stuff has been oat of fashion a long 
time since among people that know how to hemean 
fhemselves. 

Bundle. Well, bat I sappoee, yon intend to lot 
her do what she pleases. 

Mr9. B. No, sir; do yoa think I am so tame as 
to be raled by my daughter? I beUere yoa can 
witness for me that I sMdom let anybody role but 
myself. 

Bundle. Yoa neyer let anybody role bat yourself, 
my dear ; and yoa really do it so well, it is a pity 
to hinder yen. 

Mrs. B. None ef yoar sneera, sir: but I see into 
the bottom of all this : 'tis a scheme between yon 
and yoor daoghter to make a fool of me; but I'll 
after her, and euro her of her ridiculous notions of 
love, and a pack of stuff ; and she shall marry the 
man I have chosen for her, or— in short, I have de- 
termined what to do, and let me hear you, or her. 
Bay a single word against it, if you dare. 

lEzit. 
Enter TIJQ» 

Tup. Ifkster Bondle, how fares Hf I wanted to 
speak to y(m, but I nerer Ukes to interrupt people 
when they are in agreeable company. 

Bundle. What, you saw my wire with me ? Bhe is 
the most agreeable, it must' be epafessed. 

Jkig. Wlqr, she did not seem to be caatankerouB 
with yoa now. 

Bundle. No; her anger was lerelled at her 
daughter; but 'tlB all me same, I feel the good 
effe^ of it, let her be cantankerous, as you call it, 
with who she will. 

Tug. But, If aster Bundle, how comes it topass 
that she should be angiy with Ifiss Wilel- 
mina? she has not lefusedto marry Bobin, has 
aher 

Bundle. But she has, though; and refused to 
marry you, too. 

Tuff. Ay, ay? why, I never heard she had any 
other sweetheart 

Bundle. I don't know what the girl has got in her 
head, not I: a parcel of absurd stuff! me has a 
mind to make foolB of ub all, I believe; but there 
was something well enoogh, too, in what she sidd, 
if she's sincere ; but the Lord help those that trnst 
too much to them, tay L 

Tup. Why, what does she say? 

Bundle, Why, that she does not know which she 
shall have yet; but that she'll many the ilrst that 
does anything to deserve her. 

Sup. Does she ? why, then, *tii my opinion she'll 
narry mei> 

BuwBe. Why BO? 

Tup. I know why well enough; but could not* 
body speak to her now? 

Bimdle. I am going in, and I'll send her to you ; 
bat I would not have you depend too much upon 
her. 

Tup.VlX ran the risk. Master Bundle. 

Bundle, Only see the difference between us: yon 
are all agog to be married, and I would give the 
world to be rid of my shackles. 

Tup. Why, I believe if a man were to take up the 
trade of unmarrying folks, he would get more 
xnoney by it than yon or I do by ours. 
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Bundle. More money! 

Tup. Tee ; hat I hope I shan't have tnoh a cnmk 
-and humoursome pieoe of stuff to deid with as yoa 
have : I don't know, not I, but> for my share, I 
can't see why married people mayn't be as happy 
as well as others : 'tis my mtaid, miss, hen, is tiy- 
ing which iathe most loving of us two: and if so 
I would not give my little BoUn threepence for 
his chance ; for I know as well as can be that he 
has no more notion of making a woman happy 
than nothing at all : but here she comes. 

Enter WILELMIJJa 

Waa. Heyday! why, I thought you were gone 
on board a man-of-war before now. 

Tug. Why, no, miss, I ain't yet gone; I am in 
hopes there will be no occasion; if there should, I 
am always one of my word. 

WiM. Oh, you unkind creature, to disappoint ma 
so. I was in hopes by this time to have received a 
long letter from you, upbraiding me with my 
cruelty, and telling me that you were gone abroad 
with a broken heart at being disappointed of me. 

Tug. Why, miss, as to breakhug my heart, to be 
sure, I should go well nigh to do matlf X could not 
persuade you to have me ; but I have been thinking 
that it would be better to trylf 1 can't stay at home 
and do something to obtain your consent; for. to 
be sure, the pleasure of having yoa is not what 
everybody deserves. 

Wikl Oh, tm I hesj; you have been Teatortaiff 
yonr life for me^ I shaU never releai 

Tup. Well now, miss, I, for my part, fhink yoa 

WHA Indeed, yon have a greatdeal of oonildMiee 
to think any buod thing. 

Tup. I hope you won't be angry if I do my heat 
to make you— 

WiUl. And what do you call dofai« yonr bast ? 

Tup. Why, 'tis not my way to brag, and bo I 
won't say anything about it now ; but I have a fa- 
vour to beg of you, if you please. 

Wttel. What Is it, pray? 

Tug. Why, you know that the yoan^watarmett 
are to row for a coat and badge this afternoon ; 
and 80 1 have made bold to bespeak a room at the 
Swan for you and your friends to go and see the 
iright. 

WHa. That'» very gallant, hideed, Mr. ThomaBl 
but you talk of trying to deserve me ; why did yoa 
not make one among the watermen; and so win 
the coat and badge yoarself 7 

Tup. Well, never yon mind anything abont that: 
will you aecept of my proffer of the room ? 

WUeL Why, 1 think iwIlL 

Tug. And do you think, now. If ever I was to do 
any tUng with an intent to please yoa, that yoa 
eottld bring yourself to look upon me with kind* 
nesB. 

WiM. Why, I don't know bat I might 

Tug. Why, then, I assare yon, if ever yoa should 
be agreeable to marry me, you should be aB 
happy aa evar love and an honest heart can make 
you. 

AIB.— TOM TUO. 

Indeed, miss, such sweethearts as ram, 

I fancy you'll meet with but few; 
To love you more true I d^fy them, 

I always am thinking qfyou» 



ine 
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27i«r« ar« maidens would havi n» 4»pUntlft 
Nell, Cicely, PriscUla, and Sue; 

But, i$i»tmd of att thm, wtrt Vitm lufntgt 
I mur 9kmild think kut o/you. 

FVse heartt aU vwr money menf «flW|»*»'. 

And ml9 iume pleasure m view; 
Xe^trfrom you a moment VU taamkr, 

Unkst to geijnoMy for you. 
The Hdfi, uhen *tii ebbing orfloning, 

UmottoibetnconJua/totmie; • 
' Nor my oart to their Hmi when Im rotriti^. 

Am my heart, miy fond heart, is to you. 



wm. Tfaei«*B great honesty a1x>iit this poor 
teUew*-Hera comes t'other: I see I mustcbooie 
soon, or there will be no peaee for mm. 

Enter I^OBIII. 

So, Mr. Bobio, what news have y oij t 
ftobin. News, my angel I news that w>U make 

your heart dance with joy, and clear wiray ^ 

eloods a^ mists tbat hang on thy beauUful face; 

just for aU ^e wor^ as the sua clears away the 

sUowers 'm. t&e moiUh of April. 

WUeL Jn#edl I shfuML be glad to hear ik 
Robin. You can't think how you |r|p fw 0?^r 

Wild. Shall I ? Why don> yon teU it n^e, p«^ ? 

f^biu. Wei), tUen, wJsa, I'M keep yo» ijo longer 
in suspense : your mother is deterpiined that if # 
1^ Pp marr^to-m^rw^w mowing. 

Wilel. what, whether I will or no ? 
. SobS»* Mhp^j you i^ill or no! Uqw cu» 79^ 
help it ? Don't 1 love you better than the ivy lo?e* 
• oak? bettfir th^ e^cnmj^rs iavjS heat, or birds 
h)ye cherries ? I love you bettev— 

WiUL ^al<l. faol4. Mr.pobin; 'tis iMacesaary,. in 
this ease, I should love you a little. 

Robin. And don't you? Jlear this, yon blooB»|ng 
jonguyo, aB4r}j94e your aweetn^sl tnm white, you 
T^s; and' you lilies red! each fl,ower lose iM 
fragrance and its hue, and nature change, for Wilel- 
IQina's false I 

WiM. Indeed, Mr. Bobin, you have snch.wift- 
yiiig ways] that proUy speech baa haU pem)|k4ed 
Biie to ooaaent 

i{a2w». ^asijb? 

Wilel. It has, upon my word. 

£obiB, Jon^qnils, smieU sweet again I roses and 
lilies, keei^ agaia your ccdourl and every flower 
look brighter than before, for Wilebnina's true I 

WHil How dearly do y,ott love me, Hr. Bobin t 

Boimi. Why, miM> tiie pafiston which is ptentod 
Inmy heart has takan root, as like as cao be to a 
great elm, which there is no grubbing up ; but it 
spreads farther ahd farther, and y«op can't <or the 
UU of yoQ destroy it till you saw down the trunk 
•nd alL 

Wikk That^a as much as to say thaVyou'll lova 
me as long as you live. 

Robin. The very thing. Lord, how sensible you 



.pH«w;.ani Hmm I ohaU b^wMthteglo ^ hat 
•to 86 do#n UhmtTton for the riag aB^TUo^w. 



AUL^BOBUr, 

CkenHm emdphmi <pw fnomfomd 

But on the plum and ohsrny trtt; 
Mirsnips are long^ turnips are roMfHit 

So Wileimiaa'smadfiforme. 
neAepih0io maurtkB grass is matk, 

Shreds to keep close the straggling tree; 
Whekwftto pAme, to dig the spadt ; 

So WUilmisufs madifar tut. 



ar^aiss! 



k Beftlly, Mr. Bobin, you are so gay and 
agreeable—^ 

Robin. An't I, miss? 8o everybody says: only 
thini:, then, how you will ho envied I Wejl, then, 
I'll step to your mamma, and tell her what has 



Bttter MBS. BtnyDI^ 

Mrs. B. Well, Bflhln. hayp you reformed her 
what I ordere4 you? WbaVlSTOPoge you have 
been a fool pow: tjiere never vas 1?r?!^» ??^«n« 
f eljQw ip the world ! I tell you wh^t, Wftelmina? if 
1 find you have been Unposipg upon this poor 
bashful creature, you 'will put m© in a passion ; and 
you know wLen I am once in a passion I am not 
easily pacified. 

WileL Let me nndarstaod yoo, madam. 

Mrs. B. Why, I sent this blockhead to let you 
know that I am delved to see yon married to- 
morrow morning, andlkoow youl^ehePtt gl?ipg 
yourself some confounded ai^ OH p|h^i VRA ^ A9 
has jKwiafraid to tell you. ^ „ ^ 

Wilel. I wonder, madw, y9R ffhpnld he i 
00 that wJcountJ ie tojd we, fm \^ y«py 1 
terms. 

Mri. B. Wall, und J l^Ap^ yog had iwt ^e opn- 
leniBO© to aay anytl^ipg ^iBftf at 

Wtlsi. So fjfr from % naadajp,^ now plajnly see 
the great absurdity of attempting to oppose your 
iriU< 

Mrs. B. Ajad )i|k9e yop co^aen^ to ha|;^ h|pa, 
then? . ^ 

Robin. She has, madam. 

Mrs. B. Then ihoa art my child agah». Mr. 
Wick's family will be in raptures at this, ^un. 
Bohta), and tell thepa.we shf U call at theif hopsa in 
our way to the rowing-match. 

wa^l And will yon foffgive ipfi^ former diSQhedi- 
ence, madam f 

Mrs. B Obi it wa# sil yoor f %tlwf. «?y ,defr ; bitf 
HI now take thiS pains to i^stejact you \q^ %o b% 
hAve yourself. , ^ x ^ ^ »* 

Wilel. I am obliged to yop, n)a<iMn j but I 40P ^ 
think I shall ever he aoj|«ieiompUahed as you ^re. 

Mr»' B» Why, I don't |tjii»k you will eve* g»t my 
gjjnteel.air ; h»t as ^qr piftieiP W%^rs they ^e easily 
understood. ,*, 



SOENE IL-ii Room s* ihi Swofu 
MBS. BUICDLE, BOBMf, and Company diseotered. 

ifrs. p. Po, Bobin, step and ?ee after "J^f fletajna 
jr})v^t can Myd become of tne girl? 

Robin. She'? here, madayn. 

Mrs, B. Come, my dear, you*ll 1ob0 the sight; 
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tliey telto me Aat tlM rt^iQiiii^e^t dnt min i!he ' 
Old Swan BO^i^tlwak. 

WiUL They are Yery.ne^ mtetf; for see what 
a nmnber of boats are cpne ift«igbt1 

Mrt. & Oh 1 I can BM theai fttry plain. How 
many Is there? ... 

^ liriWtOne, t^ro^ ttvee^ t<Mt% I tbkik I can count 
llVe. 

Urs. B. That smart yonng man will certainly win 
it; how dean and neat he looks 1 

WiUL Herd be comes ; his boat perfectly flies. 

Mr*. B. Oht he'll win it 

WiUL He has won it already, madam ; he's past 
the stairs. 

Rcbin. See, he jumps on shore ! 

Wil And see, he's coming this way 1 Sorely, *tis 
not« 



EfUtr BUNDLE, TUG following. 

Bundle. Here's your Thomas for yon! he's 
coming I I told yon be*d be the first to do anything 
to desenre you. Here be is. 

Wilek And was it you that won the coat and 
badge? 

Tuff. 'Twas, indeed, miss. 

WUeL And what made yon— 



AIB—TUa. 

/ rotB*d/or the prize. 

To rteeiee from, those eye* 
A kind loot, ftim thou lipe aeweetsmHe: 

But kit I should lote, 
And MW, for that fault, tfourpoor I9m «Ao«2d r^fute^ 
My heart U went pit-a^pat all the while. 

When we eame to the pull, 

JBow J handled my seull ! 
*Tw<nild haee done your heart good to have seen us; 
There was never a loat's length between us. 

But the Swan once in view, "* 

My boat how it flew t 
And ttrUy brieve, twos all thinking of you. 



Wild. Thus, then, I reward yoa iOiva him her 
htmd.\ 

Robin. What is an this? 

Tug, Why, all this is, that I am a happy fellow, 
and you are knocked out of your chance. 

WileL Is not he a sweet fellow, mamma? How 
neat and dean he looks I 

Mrs, B. Wildmlna, don't put me in a passion. 
,todoan: 



WQd, Ihaye no intention, madam, t 



9 any such 



thing. 

Mrs, B. Why, yon impudent slut! haye not you 
deceired me ? deposed upon me? promised me to 
marry this young man, and now — 

WHd. Indeed, madam, you must excuse me ; but, 
in so serious a matter, I thought it of much more 
consequence to consider myself than you. Besides, 
I was so situated that I must have disobliged either 
you or my papa ; for whenever I gave you a promise 
I gave one to him ; and had your choice appeared 
to me the most likely to make me happy ; I should 
not have hesitated a moment in refusing hia 

Robin. My hopes are all blighted, tben, I And. 

Mrs. B. I said all along that it was a contrived 
thing between youf but, Mr, Bundle, you shall 
j jiimirtforiW 
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'Buni^My dear, yon know I am ft>liltii (^ as 
easy '%Stk1^ Mid iVl4-i^tH^^. m ;>lb^tjrllrm 
in keepine a reso1t^(TQ. t'haV^ duff^l^ ^uto ex- 
pose me tit lWtn« priJtty tv^'H ; Tsrtit Ir^ou are re- 
solved to carry ydnrfolfyio snch a h^gnt as to ex- 
pose me abroad, l*t^fe«oTvM itihallnot be for 
nothing : therefore, iffttt^t "promi^ before this 
company, to bid adieu to scolding for tbe 
future, or before this company I will do what you 
threatened me this moming^be separated from 
yon. 

Mrs.B. Why, I am thunderstruck! 

Bundle. I expected little less ; but am resolved, 
depend upon it : bowever, to let you see that you 
are very welcome to be mistress of your own house, 
manage your concerns as you like; do what yon 
please, so you let me be quiet : in short, do no- 
thing to give me uneasiness, snd I make an agree- 
ment, from this moment, for you to govern wmle I 
smoke. 

W&eL Dear maouna, it is impossible f<Hr any- 
thing to be fairer. 

Bundle. CSome, come, she must have a little time 
to think of it; but she'll agree to the terms, I'm 
sure of it : and now let us think of nothing but 
pleasure : and as this is the happiest day I ever 
saw in my life, I say, let us make it the merriest 

QtrASl?£TTO— TUG, BUNDLE, MBS. BUNDLE, 
and WILELMINA. 

Tug. Ne'er let your hearty my girl, sink down, 
That I am true, believe me ; 
Or, next tune tttat I row to town. 
May wind and tide deceive me I 
By this Tiers breeze 
My heart's at ease, 
Now dances at high water; 
^ My labour's o'er, 

Tve gain'd the shore. 
And, free from fear. 
Am landed here. 
With my dear gardner's daughter. 

Mrs. B. / see, my dear. His all in vain, 

Since thus you think expedient; 
If of the past you'll not complain^ 
Henceforth TU prove obidient. 
Folks ta'd0 cry, 
A Tartar I 
Uadpron'd, and you had caught her ; 
But now shaU raise 
Each voice in praise. 
Through all her life. 
Of the gardmr's wife. 
As well as of his daughter. 

Bundle. My child, you've fairly won my heart, , 
You took no eounsel from us ; 
But, prizing love, and scorning art, 
Preferr'd your honest Thomas. 
'Twas toisdy done, 
ShcUte hands, my son, 
Ijovt's lesson you have taught ^er^ 
And now, my dear. 
Be but sincere, 
J do not fear 
There'll e'er appear 
So good wi/e and dau^Mtrt 
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Jf Out wot right, 
Ap/itmi tht garffm'* dauffhttr. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE L— il Sl(Ue Room in the Palact 'the throne. 

Enter ASTUTIO, and ADOENL 

Ado. Qood day to your lordship. 

AsL Thanks, AdornL 

Ada. May I presume to ask if the ambassador 
Employ'd by Ferdinand, the Duke of Urbin, 
Hath audience ttiis morning? 

Ast. Tis uncertain ; 
For, though a coaosellor of state, I am not 

ffo. 88.— The British Dbaiu. 



Of the cabinet council; but there's one, if ha 

please. 
That may resolTe you. 

Enter FULGENTIO. 

Ado. I will move him.^Sir ! 

Eul If you've a suit, show water, I am blind 
else. 

Ado. Asnit; yet of a nature not to prove 
The quarry that you hawk for : if your words 
Are not like Indian wares, and every scruplQ , 
To be weighed and rated, one poor syllable 
Vouchsafed in answer of a fair demand, .--^ > 



1120 



iici fox not^iri^; 
I answer 



Gannot deserve a fee. 

Ful. It seemB yon are lenof 
I neither speak nor hold pjy 
And yet, for once, I care not 
One single queptiop, gratis. 

Ado. I much tUanlf yoii. 
Hath the ambassador audience, sir, to-day? 

Ful {CroMing.) Yes. 

Ado. At what hour? 

FuL I promised not so much. 
A syllable you begg'd, my charity gave it; 
Move me no farther. 
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A Flourish.— Enter BOBERTO, PULGENTIO, AM- 
J34SS APOA, ar^ six Atttndants. 



[Exit. 




Ast laiiB you woadtt at: 
With T^tiB nsuaL^^ 
Ado. ¥tay you, sir, what is he? 
AsU ^o gentlep^, yet a lord. ^9 hath some 

Of tfa|Mn|*s iSoQd mnnfag [a his veins, derived 
SoJfwlegreerar. gfgVentie lies 
In S^piTow compljiil, 9ie|d|pg'8 ear; and yields 
him ' * 

7 hour a tgaM^ ha^ yest And, though 
yever ye|ll»K OMeriB, xhakes more bishops 
.. .^w .^^^^ 9 himself. 

5e with the cross of 

jmnral brother, 
liq^^nd you. 

Enlae J^JSIf^iO, GASPABO, BEBTOUX), and a 

Servant. 

I lihis ring 
b Camiola, prepare, 
^/«. visit from me. (i?;rt^ Sbran/.} Ij^all 

Xour x^ijgapany, gallants, (Crosses between ffasparo 

' ""^ and Antonio.) I perceive, if thai 

S^ king will hear of war. 

^MfU. Ton are, sir, 

A knight of Malta, and, {m I have heard, 

Have served against the Turk. 

Ber. Tlstme. 

Ant. Pray you, show as 
The difference between the city valonr, 
And service in the field. 

Ber. Tie somewhat more 
Than roaring in a tavern or a brothel, 
Or to steal a constable from a sleeping watch. 
Then \Sbirh tH^ halber4B ; or, safe guarded 1^ 
Your tenant's sons, to carry away a May-pole 
From 1 ne%h])our villaie. I remember 
WhenV^'«^ae flrst to the court, and talk'd of no- 

" thtrfg 
But your rents and your entradas, ever ohiming 
The golden bells In yout pockets ; you believed 
The taking of the wall as a tribute due to 
irbui'gaWS^ Atfa&eB; IfTt, when you had been 
Ondgell'd well twice or thrice, you concluded, 
The sovereign means to teach trregolar hefn 
Civility, with c^ocmitr ,of manners, 
Were two or three sound beatings. 

4nt. I confess 
9hey dM Aam gtfod npon me. 

Oas. And on me: 
The||«»lp&6 tftat ttiey read were sound. 

The ]flai]B|sti%6aonB In the camp. 

JULTheiOa^f • ^ 




Rob. (Afcends tlie throne.) We sit prepared to 
hear. 

A nib. Your majesty 
Hath been lung since familiar, I doubt not, 
With the desperate fortunes of my lord; and 

pity 
Of the much that your confederate hath suffer'd. 
You being his last refuge, may persuade you 
Not alone to Mfnpassionate, but to lend 
Your ^Oj^$wV> stay him in his fall 

Tni9.^J^ must grant it 

•^° '^IFSF in l^im, being denied the favours 

Of th^Tair Princess of Vienna (though 

He soqMlt her u 9> noble Way), to endeavour 

To force fkffectfon'tor sai^r]|Hil of 

Her Dxiiidpal seat, Sjgutu^ "* " ' 

Sf^. Which nowfB^ 
^e seat of his capavity,li4^ triumph : 
Heaven is stDl just' 
^^m2k And yet that jq^|m \ 
!o ^ WW mercy temper^^ 
"^e h(^onr of his order U W 
toe, though in an enemy), : 
_t Bcatter'd troops, l^for^ we t^ 
'6 vfctual or to man ihe conqne^^ c 
Sat down before it ; admits no panel, . 
Lends no eaf to composition, bnt exacts 
With Hie rendering up the town, the goods and 

lives 
Of all within the walls, and of a^ sexes, 
To be at his discretion. 

Roh. Since injustice 
In your duke meets this correction, can yon press 

us 
With any seeming argument of reason, 
la foolish pity to decline his dangers, 
To draw them on ourself ? Not so : he must 
Excuse us if we steer not tm. f rock 
We see, and mtur avoid. £lec otj^er monarchs 
Contend to be noade glorious by proud war, 
And, with the blood of their poor subjects, par- 
chase 
Increase of empire ; we, that would be known 
The father of our people, in our study 
And vigilance for theu' safety, must not ohange 
Their ploughshares into swords, or, for our sport 
Expose their lives to ruin. 

Amb. Will you, then. 
In this extremity, forsake your friend f 

Rob. No ; but preserve ouk'self. 

Ber. Cannot the beams ' 
Of honour thaw yonr icy fears ? 

Rob. Who's thatr ' 

Ber. A kind of brother, sir, however y9ir sub- 
ject; 
Yonr father's son, andove.who blushes that 
You are not heir to his brave spirit and vigour 
As to hiskingdovQ. 

Rob. How's this? 

Ber. Sir, to be 
His living chronicle, and to speak his praise^ 
Ctmnot deserve yonr wger. 

Bob. Where's your warrant 
For JlUs presmnptlon I 

Ber. Here, siri ifkjirs keait 1 
Let sycophants, that feed ppop fSffs teronilb 
Style coldness in yon caution, m' ' 
Your ea4» IwfQrp jr«wr hiQ^QV ; \ 



THE MAID 

To eat and sleep sapin^Iy is the end 
Of hxunan blessiogs : I mast tell you, sir, 
Virtue, if not in action, id a vice ; 
And wben we move not forward, we go back- 
ward: 
Nor Ib this peace (the nurse of drones and 

oowardej 
Our health, bat a disease. 

Gas. Well urged, my lord. 

Rob. Hair-brain'd f ool ! what reason 
Canst thou infer, to make this good 'i 

Ber. A thousand, 
Not to be contradicted. But consider 
Where your command lies ; 'tis not, sir, in 

France, 
Spain, Oermany, Portugal, but in Sicily; 
An island, sir ; and all that we poE£C8t«, 
With beasts we have in commoa : nature did 
Deidgn us to be warriors, and to brealc through 
Our ring, the sea, by which we are environ 'd ; 
That we by force may fetch in what is wanting, 
. Or precious to us. Add to this, we are 
A populous nation, and increase so fast, 
That, if we by our providence are not sent 
Abroad in colonies, or fall by the sword. 
Not Sicily, though now it were more fitdtful 
Than when 'twas styled the granary of great Rome, 
Can yield our numerous fry bread : we must starve 
Or eat up one another. 

Ada, The king hears 
With much attention. 

Ast. And seems moved with what 
Bertoldo hath deliver'd. 

jBar. IXay you live long, sir, 
The king of peace, so you deny not us 
The glory of the war ; let not our nerves 
Shrink up with sloth, nor, for want of employment, 
Make younger brothers thieves. If examples 
May move you more than arguments, look on 

England, 
The empress of the European isles,— 
When did she flourish so, as when she was 
The mistress of the ocean, ner navies 
Putting a 0rdie round about the world ? 
When the Iberian quaked, her worthies named ? 
And the fair flower-de-luce grew pale, set by 
The red rose and the white ? 
Boom, sir, from the sleep 
Of idleness, and redeem our mortgaged honours. 
Your birth, and justly, claims my father's kingdom ; 
But his heroic mind descends to me. 

AnL War, war, my sovereign ! 

Rob. {Rising and advancing.) Think not 
Our counseVs built upon so weak a base, 
As to be overtum'd, or shaken, with 
Tempestuous winds of words. As I, my lord, 
Before resolved yon, I will not engage 
My person in this quarrel; neither press 
My sahjects to maintain it ; yet, t6 show 
My rule ie gentle, and that I have feeling 
O* your master's sufferings, since these gallants, 

weary 
Of the happiness of peace, de^re to taste 
The tatttfer sweets of war, we do consent 
That, as adventurers and volunteers, 
No way compell'd by us, they may make trial 
Of ibeir boasted valours. 

Ber. We desire no more. 

Sob. *Ti8 well ; and, but my grant ia this, expect 
not 
Assistance from me. Govern, as you please. 
The province you make choice of; for, X vow 
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By all things sacred, if that thdu mf&cafry 

In this rash undertaking, I will hear it 

No otherwise than as a sad disaster, 

Fallen on a stranger ; nor will X esteeni 

That man my subject, who, in thy extremes. 

In purse or person aids thee. Take your f orttme ; 

You know me ; I have said It So, my lord, 

You have my absolute answer. (firo$$e$.) 

Amb. My prince pays. 
In me, his duty. 

Rob. Follow me, Fulgentlo, 
Andyou, Astutio. 

{FlourxfK — Exeunt Roberto, Futgentw^ 
Astutio, and Attendants. 

Gas. What a frown he threw, 
At his departure, on yon I 

Ber, Let him keep 
His smiles for his state flatterer^ I care not 

Ant. Shall we be aboard to-night f 

Amb. Tour speed, my lord, 
Doubles the benefit 

Ber. I have a business 
Bcquircs despatch; some two hours hence^ 111 
meet you. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE IL^A Room in Camiola's House. 

Enter SIGNIOB SYIXI, %BalJiing fantastieaUy. M, 
lowed by OAMIOLA and OLAHINDA. 

Cam. Nay, signior, this is too much cel^mony 
In my own house. 

Syl. What's gracious abroad, 
Mast be in private praotiaed. 

Cla. For your mirth's sake. 
Let him alone ; he has been all this morning 
In practice with a peruked Irentletnan-ushef, 
To teach him his true amblq, and his postures^ 

iffylli walking by, andpraetmiilf.) 
When he walks before a lady. 

Syl. You may, madam, 
Perhaps, believe that 1 In this use art; 
To make you doat upon me, by expcHsing 
My more than most rare features to your view : 
But I, as I have ever done, deal simply. 
Look not with too much contemplation on me ; 
If you do, you are lost 

Cam. Is't possible? 
What philters or love-powders do vou ose, 
To force affection ? I see nothing; in 
Your person but I dare look on, yet keet) 
My ONVU poor heart still. 

Si/l. You are wam'd— be ahn'd ; 
And do not lose the hope of such a husband, 
In being too soon enamour'd. 

Cam. Never fear it; 
Though your best taking part, your wealth, were 

trebled, 
I would not woo you. But since in your pity 
You please to give me caution, tell me what 
Temptations I must fly from. 

Stjl. The first is. 
That you never hear me sing; for I'm a Syren: 
If you observe, when t warble the dogs howl, 
As ravish'd with my ditties; and ycu will 
Bun mad to hear me. 

Cam. I will stop my ears, 
And keep my little wits. 

8yl. Next, when I dance. 
And come aloft thus, (Capers.) cast not A sheep** 
eye 
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Upon the quiverini; of my calf. 

Cam. Proceed, sir. 

HyL Nor Bhould your little ladyship be token with 
3Ty pretty spiaer-fineerB, nor my eyes, 
That twinkle on both sides. 

Cam. Was there ever such 
A piece of motley heard of ! 

(A knocking iHihin.) 
Who's that? {Exit ClarindtL] You may spare 
The catalogue of my dangers. 

a^l. No, good madam; 
I have not told you half. 

Cam. Enoogh, good signer— 

Re-enter GLABINDA, 

Cam. Who is't? 

Cla. The brother of the king. 

Spl. Nay, start not 
The brother of the king I is he no more ? 
Were it the king himself, I'd give him leaye 
To speak his mind to yoa, for I'm not jealous 
And to assure your ladyship of so much, 

(Crosses) 
ni usher him in, and, that done- hide myself. 

(Aside, andexiL) 

Cam. Camiola, if ever, now be constant : 
This is, indeed, a suitor, whose sweet presence, 
Courtship, and loTing language, would haye stag- 

ger'd 
The chaste Penelope; and, tolucreaRe 
The wonder, did not modesty forbid it, 
I should ask that from him he sues to me for 
And yet my reason, like a tyrant, tells me 
I must nor give nor take it 

Re-enter SYLLI with BERTOLDO. 

Syl I must tell yon. 
Yon lose your labour. Yet you shall have my coun- 
tenance 
To parley with her, and I'll take special care 
That none shall interrupt you. 

Ber. You are courteous. 

8yl Come, wench, wilt thou hear wisdom? 

Cla. Yes, from you sir. 

{Exeunt SyVi and Clarinda. 

Ber. If forcing this sweet favour from your hand, 
{h'lfse.f/wrhatiJ.) 
Fair maiden, argue me of too much bolduess, 
When you are pleased to understand I take 
A parting kiss, if net exense, at least 
'Twill qualify the offence. 

Cam. A parting kiss, sir I 
What nation, envious of the happiness 
Which Sicily enjoys in your sweet presence, 
<^an buy you from her ? or what climate yield 
Pleasures transcendingthose which you enjoy here, 
]3eingboth belov'd and honour'd; the north-star 
Andguider of all hearts; and, to sum up 
Your full account of happiness in a word. 
The brother of the king? 

Ber. What are titles to me. 
Or popular suffrage, or my nearness to 
The king inbloo , or fruitful Sicily. 
Though it confess'dno soveicgn but myself. 
When you, that are the essence of my being. 
The anchor of my hopes, the real substance 
Of my felicity, In your disdain. 
Turn all to fading and deceiving shadows? 
. Cam. You tax me without cause. 

Ber. You must confess it 
But answer love with love, and seal the coutraet 
In the uniting of our sioulK, how gladly 



Would I put off my armour, in my heat 
Of conquest, andjjike Antony, pursue 
My Cleopatra I Will you yet look on me 
With an eye of favour ? 

Cam. Trath bear witness for me. 
That, in the judgment of my soul, yon are 
A man so absolute, and circular, 
In all those wish'd-for rarities that may take 
A Tirgin captive, that, though at this insiani 
All ecepter'd monarchs of our western world 
Were rivals with you, and Camiola worthy 
Of such a competition, you al<me 
Should wear the garland. 

Ber. If 80, what diverts 
Your favour from me ? 

Cam. No fault in yoiu'self. 
Or in your person, mind, or fortune. 

Ber. What then? 

Cam. The consciouBness of my own wants : 
But suppose 

That what's in you excessive were diminished 
And my defects supplied ; the stronger bar. 
Religion, stops our entrance: you are, sir; 
A knight of Malta, by your order bound 
To a single life ; yon cannot marry me : 
And, I assure myself, yon are too noble 
To seek me in a base path. 

Ber. A dispensation, lady. 
Will easily absolve me. 

Cam. O, take heed, sir ! 
When what is vow'd to heaven is dispensed with 
To serve our ends on earth, a curse must follow. 
And not a blessing. 

Ber. Is there no hope left me ? 

Cam. Nor to myself, but is a neighbour to 
Impossibility. True love should walk 
On equal feet: In us it does not, sir; 
But i-est assured, excepting this, I shall be 
Devoted to your service. 

Ber. And this is your 
Determinate sentence? 

Cam. Not to be revoked. 

Ber. Farewell, then, fairest cruel! all thoogbts 
in me 
Of women perish. Let the glorious light 
Of noble war extinguish love's dim taper. 
That only lends me light to see my folly : 
Honour, be thou my ever living mistress. 
And fond affection, as thy bond-slave, serve thee ! 

[A'rt^. 

Cam. How soon my sun is set, he being absent^ 
Never to rise again ! What a fierce battie 
Is fought between my passions ! 

Re-wUr SYLLI and CLABINDA. 

Syl. I perceive 
He has his answer : now must I step in 
To comfort her. (Conue forwarcL) You have found, 

I hope, sweet lady. 
Some difference between a youth of my pitch 
And this bugbear, Bertoldo. Despair not; I 
May be in time entreated. 

Cam. Be so now, to leave me.— (Crosse*.y 

Lights for my chamber ! O, my heart! 

IBxeunt Clarinda, Camiola, and SpIN* 

ACT II. 

SCENE t^A Room in the Palace. 

Enter BOBEETO, FULOENTIO, and ASTUnO 

Rob. Embark'd to-night do you say? 
FuL I saw him aLoartl. f^ir. 
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Rob. And without taking of his leare ? 

As*. 'T was strange I 

Bob. Are we grown so contemptible ? 

FuL 'Tlflfar 
From me, sir, to add fuel to yonr anger, 
That, in yonr ill opinion of him, bums 
Too hot already; else I should alflrm 
It was a gross neglect 

Sob. A wilf nl scorn 
Of duty and allegiance; you give it 
Too fair a name : but we shall think on'i Can yon 
Guess what the numbers were, that followed him 
In his desperate action? 

Ful. More than you think, sir. 
All ill-affected spirits in Palermo, 
Or to your government or person, with 
The turbulent swordsmen, such whose poverty 

forced them 
To wish a change, are gone along with him ; 
Creatures devoted to his undertakings, 
In right or wrong : and, to express their zeal 
And readiness to serve him, ere they went, 
Profanely took the sacrament on their knees, 
To live and die with him. 

fiod. 0, most impious! 
Their loyalty to us forgot P 

FuL I fear so. 

A*t. Unthankful as they are I 

Ful. Yet this deserves not 
One troubled thought in yon, sir ; with your par- 
don, 
I hold that Uieir remove from hence makes more 
For your security than danger. 

Sob. True; 
And, as I'll fashion it, they shall feel it too. 
Astutio, you shall preseutly be despatched 
"With letters, writ and sign'd with our own hand, 
To the Duchess of Sienna, in excuse 
Of our part in these forces set against her. 
Ton must, beside, from us take some iustructlons. 
To be imparted, as you judge them useful, 
To the general Gonzaga. Instantly 
Prepareyon for your journey. [Crotses. 

Ast. with the wings 
Of loyalty and duty. lExit. 

Ful. I am bold 
To put yonr majesty in mind— - 

Sob. Of my promise. 
And aids, to further you in your amorous project 
To the fair and rich Camiola ? there's my ring s 
Whatever you shall say that I entreat. 
Or can command by power, I will make good. 

Ful Ever your majesty's creature. 

Bob. Venus prove 
Propitious to you ! IBxit. 

FuL All sorts to my wishes : 
Bartoldo wa« my hinderance ; he remoYod, 
I now will court her in the conqueror's style I 
♦* Come, see, and overcome.' ' Boy I 

Enter Page. 

Page. Sir, your pleasure ? 

Ful. Haste to Camiola ; 
Ten her, 1 vouchsafe 
To honour her with a visit 

Page. Tis a favour 
"WiU make her proud. 

Ful. I know it 

Fage, I am gone, sir. {Exit. 

Ful. Entreaties fit not me; a man In graee 
Ma^ challenge awe and privilego, by his place. 

i£zU. 



SCENE IL^il Soom in Camiola'a House. 
Enter CLABINDA, ADOBNI, and SYLLI. 

Ado. So melancholy* say you ! 

Cla. Fever given 
To such retirement 

Ado. Can you guess the cause ? 

C/a. If it hath not its birth and being from 
The brave Bertoldo's absence, I confess 
Tis past my apprehension. 

8yl. Ton are wide, 
The whole field wide. I, in my understanding^ 
Pity your ignorance. 

Ado. Resolve us. 

Sifl. Know, 
Here walks the cause. She dares not look upon mo ; 
My beauties are so terrible and enchanting. 
She cannot endure my sight 

Ado. There I believe you. 

Syl. But the time will come, be comforted, when 
I will 
Put off the vizor of unkindness to her, 
And show an amorous and yielding face : 
And, until then, though Hercules himself 
Desire to see her, he had better eat 
His club, than pass her threshold ; for I will be 
Her Cerberus, to guard her. 

Ado. A good dog! 

Cla. Worth twenty porters. 

Enter Pagt^ speal-iwj asJi% enters. 

Page. Eeep you open house here ? 
No groom to attend a gentleman ! Oh, I spy one. 

Syl. He means not me, I am sure. 

Page. You, sirrah sheep's-head. 
With a face cut on a cat-stick, do you hoar ? 
You, yeoman fewterer, conduct me to 
The lady of the mansion, or my poniard 
Shall disembogue thy soul. 

Syl. Oh, terrible ! disembogue I 
I talk'd of Hercules, and here is ona 
Bound up in decimo sexto. 

Page. Answer, wretch ! 

[Jlalf drausing his svoord. 

Syl. Pray you, little gentleman, be not so furious : 
The lady keeps her chamber. 

Page. And we present 
Sent on an embassy to her ! but here ia 
Her gentlewoman. (Crossing to Clarinda.} Sirrah, 
hold my cloak, 

[Tlmnoing it to SylK 
While I take a leap at her lips: do it and neatly ; 
Or, having first tripp'd up thy heels, I'll make 
Thy back my f oo' s'< ol. {Kisses Clarinda. 

Syl. Tamerlane in little ! 
Am I tum'd Turkl What an office am I put to! 

ClcL My lady, gentle youth, is indlBposed. 

Page. Though she were dead and buried, only tell 
her, 
The great man in the court the brave Fulgentio, 
Descends to visit her, and it will raise her 
Out of the grave for joy. 

Syl. Here comes another I 
The devil, I fear, in his holyday clothes. 

Page. So soon! 
J^ part is at an end. then. Cover my shoulders ; 
When I grow great thou shalt serve me. 

ITums to Syllit who puts on his (^k 

Enter FULGENTIO. 

Ful (To SyllL\ Are you. sirrah. 
An implement of the house ? 
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Si^ Bote, h» will make 
A jointBtool of me I 

Ful. {To Adomi.) Or, if yon belong 

iCrosses to Olannda.) 
To tbe lady of the place, commaQd her hither. 

Ado. I do not wear her livery, yet acknowledge 
A duty to her; and as little bound 
To aerve your peremptory will, as she is 
To obey your Bummons. 'Twill become yon, sir, 
To wi^t her leisure ; then, her pleasure known, 
Ton may present your duty. 

Ful, Dutyl Klave, 
ril teach yon manners. 

Ado. I'm past learning ; make not 
A tumult in the house. 

FuL Shall I be braved thus? [They draw. 

eta. Help! murder! 

Enter OAMIOLA. 

Ctm. What insolence is this ? Adomi, hold— 
Hold, I command you. 

FuL Sancy groom! 

Cam. Not so, sir ; 
How/B¥er, in his life, he had dependence 
Upon mv father, he's a gentleman 
As well bom as yourself ! 
And I must tell you, sir, and in plain language, 
Howe'er your glittering outside promise gentry, 
The rudeness of your carriage and behaviour 
Speaks you a coarser thing. 

8yl. She means a clown, sir; 
I am her interpreter, for want of a better. 

Cam. What are you ? and what would you with 
me? 

FtU. Proud one, 
When you know what I am, and what I came for. 
You, in your reason, must repent the coarseness 
Of my entertainment 

Cam. Why, fine man I what are yon? 

Ful. A kinsman of the king's. 

Cam. I cry yon mercy, 
For his sake, not your own. But, grant ^u are bo, 
*118 not impossible but a king may have 
A fool to his kinsman, — no way meaning yon, sir. 

FuL You have heard of Fulgentio ? 

Cam. LoQg since, sir; 
A 8nt^brok«r in court. He has the worst 
Beport among good men I ever heard of. 
For bribery and extortion : in their prayers 
"^dows and orphans curse him fo;> a canker 
And caterpillar in the state. I hope, 
Sir, you are not the man. 

FuL 'TiB wen and courtly! 
I like a sharp wit well 

ByL I cannot endure it! 
Nor any of the Syllis. 

FuL More; I know, too, 
This harsh induction must serve as a foil 
To the well'tnned observance and reBi>ect 
Yon will hereafter pay me, being made 
Familiar with my credit with the king. 
And that (contain your joy) I deign to love you. 

Cam. Love me I I am not wrapt with it 

Fvi. Hear't again; 
I love yon honestly ; now you admire me. 

Cam. I do, indeed; 
Bat, piray yon, sir, deal plainly, what might be the 

motives 
Inducing you on your soft neck to wear 
The stubborn yoke of marriage ; and, of all 
The beauties in Palermo, to choose me, 
Poor me? 



FuL I wiU tell yoij^ Of a Kttle thing 
Yon are a pretty peat, indffferent fa^r, too; 
And, like a.new-rigg'd ship, both tight aidd yare. 

Cam. "You are pleasant, sir; 
Yet I presume thp,t there was one thinjgia'.me, 
Unmentioned yet, that took^ou more than all 
Those pu'ts you have remembered. 

FuL What ? 

Cam. My wealth, fir. 

Ful. Bight, beanty, youth, and fortune meeting 
in you, 
I will vouchsafe to marry you. 

Cam. And, in return, excuse me, sir, if I 
Deliver reasons why, upon no terms, 
I'll mavry you. 

Sgl i am glad 
To hear this : I begun to have ai) ague. 

FuK Oome, your wise reasons. 

Cam, First, for your shape, trimm'd up In a Iady*8 
dress, 
You might pass for a woman ; for the fairness 
Of your complexion, the colour, in a man. 
Is weak and faint: give me the lovely browi), 
A thick curl'd hair of the same dye, a leg without 
Ah artificial calf ;— I suspect yours; 
Butlet that pass. 

Syl {Aside.) She means mc all this while, 
For I have every one of those good parts ; 
OSyUi! fortunate Sylli! 

Cam. You are moved, sir, 
Save me, or else he'll beat me. 

FuL No, your own folly shall ; 
Look here and tremble. 

iShoics the king's ring.") 

Cam, At the gightof a fair ring! the king's, I 
take it ? 
If he hath sent it, as a favour to "me — - 

Ful. By this he does command you to be mine; 
By his gift you are so :— you may yet redeem alL 

Cam. The king, heaven bless him! 
Is good and gracious, and will not compel 
Hu subjects against their wills : yod are cozen' d ; 
I am Btill myself, and vTill be. 

Fuf. A proud haggard, 
And not to be reclaim'd ! which of yonr groomE^ 
Your coachman, fdol, or footman, is the lover 
Preferr'd before me ? 

Cam. Were I a man, thou dost not spea£: tfUs. 

FtiL Heaven 
So prosper me, as I resolve to do it 
To all men, and in every place : scorned by 
A tit of ten-pence! 

{Exeunt Fiilgentio and Pagt. 

SyL Now I begin to be valiant: 
Nay, I will draw my sword. for a brother I 
Do a friend's part ; pray you, carry him the length 

oft 
I give him three years and a day to match my 
Toledo, ^ 

And then we'll fight like dragons. 

Ado. Pray, have patience. 

Cam. I may live to have vengeance : my fiertoldo 
Would not have heard this. 

Ado. Madam, 

Cam. Pray yoir, spare 
Your language. (To Sylli.) Prithee fool, and make 
me merry. 

{Exit vHth ClixruUda, 

SyL That is my office evei*. lExii. 

Ado. I mnst do, 
Not talk ; this glorious gallant shall hear from ma 

iExU, 



The maid 

SCENE III.— TTie SUnnese.—A Camp befot-e the Walls 
of Sienna,— A Flourish, as to an AssauU; GON- 
ZAQA, PIEBIO, BODERiao, JACOMO, banners 
and soldiers discovered. 

Gan. (Advancing.) Is the breach made assault- 
obi©? ... 

Pie. Yes, and the moat 
Piird up ; the cannoneer hath done his parts ; 
We may enter six abreast. 

Bod. There'8 not (^ man 
Dares show himself upon the wall. 

Joe. Defeat not 
The soldiers* hoped-for spoil 

Pie. if yon, sir, 
Delay «h0 wsanU, and the city be given up 
To your discretion, you in honour cannot 
Use the extremity of mwt,— bnty in 
Gompcuision to them, you to us proyQ pn^oL 

Joe. And an enemy to yourself. 

Rod. A hindrance to ' ' 
The brave revenue yon have vow'd. 

Gom. Temper your beat; 
And lose not, by too sudden rashness, that 
Which, be but patient, will be offer'4 to yo.a. 
Discretion is the tutor of the war, 
VtAovt the pupil ; though a flattering calm 
Bids UB urge on, a sudden tempest in our rear 
May foully fall upon us, and distract us 
To our confusion. « 

Enter Seout luutiiy. 

Gon. Our scout | what brings 
Thy ghastly looks and sudden speed? 

(drosses to Scout.) 

SeotU. The assurance 
Of a new enemy. 

Gon. This I foresaw and fear'd. 
What are they, know'stthon? 

Seo^. They are, by their colours, 
Sicilians, bravely mounted, and the brightness 
Of their rich armours doubly gilded with 
Beflection of the sun. 

Oon. From Sicily ?--- 

(Grosses.) 
The king in leagve ! no war proclaim'd I *ti8 foul : 
Bat this must be prevented^ not dlkmted. ' 
H»T ttdwU this? Bear up. 

Sod. However startied, lead, we'll follow. 

Gon. 'Tis bravely said. We will not stay their 
charge, "> ' -, 

But meet them man to man, and horse to horse. 
Pierlo, in our absence hold our place; 
And with our foot men and those sickly ^oops 
Prevent a sally: I in mine own person, * 
With part of the cavslry, will bid 
These hunters welcome to a bloody breakfast. 

(Alarum within. They all retire tip,' and the 
scene doses.) ' * 

SOUNE IT.^The Citadei 0/ Sienna. 
AtUr DBUSIQ, FEBDINAND, «n<2 liXVJO. 
F<r. No aids from Sicily ! hath hope forsook us ? 
And A'at vtdn comfort to aMction, pity, 
By our vow'd friend denied us? we cannot live,— 
There ^ not 

Thi^ OBlyt!' ]n*ov!sion for every soldiex^ 
At an ounce of bread a day, left in tfi^'«iCy. 
JLiv. To <D©' flie i)6ggiirB deatl^ with hw^er 

Anatomies while we live, canpot but crack 
Our heart-Btriniis wi& tezatto^n. 
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Fer. Would they would break. 
Break altogether I 

Enter a Soldier, 

Fer. What news with thee? 

S0I. From the tarret of the fort^ 
By the rising clouds of dust, through which, like 

lightning, 
The splendour of bright arms sometimes brake 

through, 
t did descry some forces making towards its ; 
And, from the camp, as emulous of their gloryi 
The general, (for I know him by his hone), 
And bravely seconded, encounter'd them. 
^y this the main battalias are joined; 
ABd, if you please to be spectators of 
The horrid issue, I will bring you wbez«, 
As in a theatre, you may see their fates 



In purple gore presented. 



1 the way, fiiend. 

SCENE v.— A Plain near the Camp. A hmg Oharge 
after which^ a Flourish for Victory. 

Enter G0N2AGA, JACOMO, and BODERIGKX 
wounded; BEBTOLDO, QASPAIJ^O, and AJf- 
TONJD, prisoners; Officers and Soldiers. 

Gon. We have them yet, though th«y cost xa 

dear. This was 
Charged home, and bravely follow'd (ib Jaoomi& 

and Roderigo.) Be to yourselves 
True mirrors to each other's w^lith ; and, looking 
With noble emulation on his wounds, 

(Pointing to Bertoido.) 
The glorious livery of triumphant war. 
Imagine these with equal grace appear 
Upon yourselves. The btoody sweat yon ha9« 

sufTer'd 
In this laborious <-nay, toilsome harvest. 
Yields a rich crop of coi^qjuest; and the spoil. 
Most precious balsam to a Soldier's hurts. 
Will ease and cure them. Let me look upon 
The prisoners' face^. (Gasparo and Antonio ar» 

brought fofudrd.) Oh, how mpch trajfis- 

form'd ^ 

From what they were I Mars ! were these toys 

fashion'd • 

To undergo the burden of Hbj servioe ! 
The weight of their defensive annoat bruia'd 
Their weak, effemlaate Ibnbs, and would ' ikavif 

forced them, 
In a hot day, without a blow to yield. 
Ant. This insultation shows not manly in you. 
Rod. But here's one fashion'd in anotheif mould, 
And made of tougher metaL 

Gon. True; I owe him 
For this woimd, bravely given. 

Ber. (Aside.) O that mountains 
Were heap'd upon me, that I might azpke, 
A wretch no more remembered r 

Gon. Lookup, sir; 
To be o'ercorlie deserves no shame. If yoa- 
Had fallen kigloriously, or could aecuse 
Your want of courage in resistance, 'twei« 
To be lamented : but, since you peiform'd 
As much as could be hoped for from a man, . 
(Fortune his enemy,) you wrobg ypnrselt - 
In this deiection. I am honour'df in 
liy viOtdry over yoa; but to have these 
My prisoners, is, in my true jtidgment, rather 
CTaptiViiy tban atHumph: you shall find ' 
Fair qputftte from me, and yoiir many iroondi^ 
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With snoh getade care look'd to and ovr'd as if your 

nearest friend 
Attended on yon. 

Btr. When yon shall know me better^ sir, perhaps 
You will make yold this promise : can yon call me 
lutoyour memory? 

{RaisuhUvitor*) 

Gon. The brave Bertoldo! 
Bobold this man, and, taught by his example 
Know tbat 'tis safer far to play with liglitniiig, 
Than trifle in things saorecL I will tell you ; 
He was a man so trained for noble uses, 
That if the Christian world had stood opposed 
Against the Othoman race, to try the fortune 
Of one encounter, this Bertoldo had been, 
By the votes of all good men, chosen general; 
As the prime soldier, and most deserving 
Of all tbat wear the cross: which now, in justice, 
I thus tear from him. 

[Snatches the order from Bertoldo's breast. 

Ber. Let me die with it 
Upon my breast 

<7<m. No ; by this thou wert sworn. 
On all occasions, as a knight, to guard 
Weak ladies from oppression, and never 
. To draw thy sword against them; whereas thou, 
In hope of gain or glory, when a princess. 
Was dispoBBessed by vlolenee of what was 
Her true inheritance, labour'd to uphold 
Her falling enemy. This is that which cancels 
AH frtend&ip's bands between na.—- Bear them o^n 
I will hear no reply: [Sxetutt Bertoldo and Priaontrtt 

and $tx Soldiers.] and let the ransom 
Of these, for they are yours, be highly rated. 
In this I do but right, and let it be 
Styled justice, and not wilful cruelty. 

[Exeunt. ^Flourish. 

AOTUL 

80EKS L^A Camp before the Walls of Sienna. 
Fhuriih." Enter GONZAGA, ASTUTIO, RODE- 
BIGO, and JACOMO, and six soldiers who range 
across at back, 

Oon. What I have done, sir, by the law of arms 
I can and will make good. 

Ast. These letters speak 
The king my master's love to you, and his 
Vow'd service to the duchess, on whose person 
I am to give attendance. 

Gon. At this instant, 
She's at Fienza: you may spare the trouble 
Of riding thither : I have advertised her 
Of our success, and on what humble terms 
Sienna stands : though presently I can 
PoBsess it, I defer it, that she may 
Enter her own, and, as she pleaae^ dispose of 
The prisoners and the spoil. 

Ast. I thank you, sir. 
In the meantime, if I may have your licence, 
I have a n^hew, and one once my ward. 
For whose liberties and ransoms I would gladly 
Make composition. 

Gon. They are, as 1 take it, 
Call'd Ghksparo and Antonio. 

Asu The same, sir. 

Gon. For them, yon must treat with these; bnt» 
for Bertoldo, 
He is mhie own : if the king will ransom him, 
He pays down fifty thousand crowns ; Jl not 
He fives and dies my slave. 
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Ast. Pray you, a word \ 



{AsicU to Comaga.) 
The king Will rather thank you to detain him, 
Than give one crown to free him. 

Oon. At bis pleaButs, 
ni send the prisoners under guard: my business 
Calls me another way. 

Ast. My service waits yoo. 
Now, gentlemen, for this ransom, since yon are 

not 
To be brought lower, there is no evading; 
I'll be your paymaster. 

Hod. We desire no better. 

Ast. But not a word of what's agreed between 
us. 
Till I have school'd my gaUants. 

Jae. I am dumb, sir. 

Enter PIEBIO and a gvard of six soldiers^ with 6EI2- 
TOLO, GASP ABO, aad ANTONIO, in irons. 

Ber. And where removed now ? Hath the tyrant 
found out 
Worse usage for us? 

Ant. Worse it cannot be. 
My greyhound has fresh straw, and ecraps, in hia 

kennel, 
But we have neither. 

Gas. Did I ever think 
To wear such garters on silk Btockhigs? 6% 

Ber. that I were no further sensible 
Of miseries than you— your narrow souls 
(If you have any) cannot comprehend 
How insupportable the torments are, 
Which a free and noble soul, mode captive, suf- 
fers. 

i4«/. My good lord— ^ 

Ber. This is no time nor place for flattery, sir : 
Pray you, style me as I am, a wretch forsaken 
Of the world, as yourself. 

Ast. I would it were 
In me to help you. 

Ber. If that you want power, sir. 
Lip-comfort cannot cure me. Pray you leave me 
To mine own private thoughts. 

(Walki up.\ 

Ast. (Comes forward to Antonio.) My valiant ne- 
phew! 
And my more than warlike ward ! I am glad to 

see you, 
After your glorious conquests. Are these chains 
Howards for your good service ? If they are, 
Tou should wear them on your necks, since they 

are massy. 
Like aldermen of the war. 

Ant. You jeer us, too 1 

Gas. Good uncle name not 

Ant. But redeem us 
From this captivity, and I'll vow hereafter 
Never to wear a sword, or cut my meat 
With a knife that has an edge or point; Til Bfarra 
first 

Ast. Well, have more wit hereafter: for this tlma 
You are ransom'd. 

Jac Off with their irons 1 

(Two soldiers tak$ qf tAefr iron*.y 

Sod. Do, do: 
If yon are ours again, yon know your price. 

Ant. Pray yon, despatch us ; I shall ne'er h^li^T^ 
I am a free man, tilll set my foot 
In Sicily agahi, and drink Palermo^ 
' And in Palermo, toa 
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il«<. The wind sets fftir ; 

Ten shall aboard to-night: with the rising sun 
Ton may touch upon the coast But take your 

leaves 
Of the lato general first 

Ani. l(y lord, fleaven keep you I 

iCrossa.) 

Oa*. Tours to use (Crosses.) 

In the way of peace; but as your soldiers, neyer. 

Ant. A plague ol war I no more of War ! 

[Exeunt Rodertgo^ Jacomo^ Antonio^ and 
Gaspare, 

Ber. Have you 
Antbority to loose their bonds, yet leave 
The brouier <rf your stem king in Irons ? 
D ransom may redeem them. I hAve lands, 
By my deceased sire, to satisfy. 
Whatever can be demanded for my freedom. 

A»t, I wish you had, sir: but the kin?, who shields 
No reason for his will, in his displeasure 
Bath seis'd on all you had ; nor will Gonzaga, 
Whoee prisoner now yon are, accept of less 
Than flffty Aoosand orowna. 

Ber, I have friends that swore their ItTes and 
fortunes were 
At my devotion, and, among the rest 
Tourself, my lord, when forfeited to the law, 
I made yonr life my gift and got your pardon. 
—Beware ingratitude! I know you are rich. 
And may pay down the sum. 

Ast. I might iBy lord ; 
But pardon me. 

Ber, 0, summer friendship, 
Whose flattoring leaves, that shadow'd us in our 
Prosperity, with the least gust drop off 
In the autumn of adversity. 
Pray you, leave me, (Crosses,) 

And toll the omel king, that I will wear 
These fetters tUl my flesh and they are one 
Incorporated substance. Lead me where yon 

please; 
I am hia, not fortune's martyr, and wiH die 
The great example of his cruelty. 

lExeuntt Ber, guarded 

BOENB IL— ^ Boom in CamioMs House, 

Enter OAICIOLA, meeting three servanfs toiPt pre- 
sents, SYLLT, and GLABINDA. 

SffL What are all these? 

Cla, Servants with several presents, 
And rich ones, too. 

first S. With her best wishes, madam. 
Of many such days to you, the Lady Petnia 
Presents you with this fan. 

Seconds. This diamond, 
From your aunt Honoria. 

Third S, This piece of plate 
Prom your uncle, Old Vicentio, with your arms 
Qraven upon it 

Cam. Good friends, they are too 
Munificent in their love and favour to ma 
Out of my cabinet return such jewels 
As this directs you: (Gives apciper to(Harinda)'^tOT 

your pains; and yours; 
Nor must you be forgotten. 

{Ch>sses to and gives them money,) 
Honour me 
With the drinkhig of a health. (Crosses,) 

First S. Gold, on my Uf e ! 

Seconds, She soonu to giye base silver. 



Thirds Would she had been 
Bom every month in the year! 
First S. Month! every day. 
Seconds. Show such another 
Third S, All happiness wait you ! 

IBxwnt Clarinda and Servant, 

Bnter ADOBNf, wounded. 

Cam, How, Adond wounded! 

Ado. A scratch got in your service, else noft 
worth 
Your observation: I bring not madam, 
In honour of your birthday, antique plate, 
Or pearl, for which the savage Indian dives 
Into the bottom of the sea; nor diamonds 
Hewn from steep rocks with danger: yet despise 

not 
My offering at the alter of your favour ; 
Nor let the lownesa of the giver lessen 
The height of what's presented; since it is 
A precious jewel almost forfeited. 
And dimm'd wtth clouds of infamy, redeem*d. 
And, in tte nataral splendour, with addition 
Bestored to the true owner. 

Cam. How is this? 

Ado. Not to hold yon in suspense, I bring you, 
madam. 
Tour wounded repntetion cured, the sting 
Of virulent malice, festering your fair name, 
Pluok'd out and trod on. That proud man, that 

was 
Denied the honour of your hand, yet durst 
With his untrue reports, revile your fame, 
CompelPd by me. hath given himself the lie. 
And in his own blood wrote it :~you may read 
Fulgentio subscribed. 

(Oferingapapa') 

Cam. I am amazed! 

Ado. Ton frown ! my service 
Merita not this aspect 

Cam. Which of my favomti— 
1 might say bounties— hath begot and noorish'd 
This more than rude presumption ? couldst tht>u 

suppose 
My imieeeiiee eo«dd ever fall so low 
As to have need of thy rash sword to guard it 
Against malicious slander? Malice scom'd puts 

out 
Itself ; but argued, gives a kind of credit 
To a false aeousation. In this, this your 
Most memorable service, you believed 
Ton did me right ; but you have wroiig*d me mdre 
In your defeaoe of my undonbted honour, 
Than false Fulgentio could.- 

Ado, I am sorry what was 
So well hitended is so ill reoeived ; 

Re-enter CLABINDA. 

Tet imder your correction, yon wish'd 
Bertoldo hadheen present 

Cam. True. I did: 
But he and you, sir, are not parallels. 
But I perceive repentance in your looks— 
I may forgive, perhaps forget your folly : 
Conceal yourself till this storm be blown over. 
Ton will be sought for ; yet if my estate 

(Gives him her hand to kiss.) 
Can hinder it shall not suffer ip my service. 

{Exit Adomi. 
This gentleman is of a noble temper; 
And I too harsh, perhaps, in my reproof . 
WasInotOlarhida? 
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Cla. I am not to censure ■ ., 

Your acttons, madam ; but there are ^ t . h poaa nd 
Ladiee, and of good Xame, in ^cb a cause 
Woold be proud of such a servant. 

Cam. It may be; 

JEnter a Btrvcmt, 

Why uncall'd for ? 

So". The Bignors, madam, Gasparo and Antonio^ 
Selected friends of the renown'd Bertoldo, 
Fat ashore ^is morning. 

Cam. And without him? 

Set'. I think so. 

Cam. Never think more, then. 
Lead them hither. 

lExU Servant, 
Fear, do not raok met x^mp^ nowi ii ever, 
Haste with thy aids, and tell me, such a wonder 
As my Bertoldo i^, 
Must not— nay, cannot, 
In heaven's providence so soon miscarry I 

JSnJttr ANTONIO and GASPABa 

How isH with Bertoldo ? 

Qm, The relation 
Will not, I fear, deserve your thanks. 

Ant, 1 wish 
Some other thoold inform yon. 

Cirnu Is he dead? 
You see, though with some fear, I dare inquire it. 

Got, Dead! Wovld that were the worst; a debt 
were paid then. 
Kings m their birtli owe nature. 

Cam. fathereattght 
More terrible than death? 

Ant, yes, to a spirit 
Like his ; cruel imprisonment, and that 
Without the hope of freedom. 

Canu You abuse me. 
The royal king cannot Ja love to virtwv 
^JUb&a^LuSi q^toga of affection were dried npf) 
But pfcjpJbla raoioia. 

Qa$. When yon know what *^ 
Yon will think otiiantlse ; no less wiU do it 
Tbali llflr thousand crowna. 

Oam. A.pe6ty«Qm, . ....>.. .. : 

The price weigh'd with the purchaae: fifty fhon- 

. Mndl 
To the king 'tla nothing. He that can spare 

more 
To hia mhkkm for a masque, cannot bnt ransom i 
Such a hrother tit a million. You wrong 
The king's magniflcenice. 

Ant, He does not alone . 
In hhnself ref ate to pay It, but forbids 
All other men. 

Cam. Are yod sure of this? 

(Tcu. Yolixhayread j • •" 

The edict to that purpose, published by him} 
That will resolve you. 

Cam, PosaiUe! 
If I do not mutter Reason to myself, : 
My heart ^ill break 1 and yet 1 will zwt corse him ! 
He is my kin^. The news yon have delivered 
Makes me weary of your company. 

0<tt* One thing more, 
And that's sabstantial: let yotir Adorni 
Look to. himself. 

Ant. The king is much inoeuMl 
Against him for Falgentk). 

Cam. As I am, 
For your slowness to depart 
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BOCA. Farewell, sweet lady. 

[fixtuni Gatpard ana AM&iUo. 

Cam. O, my Bertoldo, 
Thou only son in hononr'a opher^, how 900a 
Art thou eolipa'd and darken'd 1 but thi^ 
Xp owe a oonrtesy to a siinple vfrgbi ^ 
Would take from the deserving, I find lame 
Some sparks of fire, which, f ann'd with hononr's 

breath, 
Might rise into a flame, and in men darken 
Their usurped splendour. Ha! my aim is high, 
And, for the honour of my sex, to fall ^, 
Can never prove inglorious.— 'Tis resolved : 
Call in AdomL , 

iCtarinaa Crossei Itefilnd and $ieU. 

Cam. He^s a man, 
I know, that at a reverent distance loves me ; 
And ^uch are ever faithfnL What a sea , , 
Of melting ice I walk on 1 what strange censtrres 
Am I to undergo 1 hut good intents 
Deride all future rumours. 

Renter CLABINDA, urUh ADOBNL 

Ado. I obey 
Your summons* madam. ^„. . , 

Cam. X^ave the place, Clai'inda; iBxtt Ciarinda. 
One woman, in a secret of such weAghlL 
Wise men nfiay think too, much: nearar, Adoml 
I warrant it with a Bmlle. 

Ado. I cannot ask ^ , 

Safer protection; what's your will T 

Gam. To doubt 
"{[our ready desire to serve me. 
Would, in my diffidei^ce, wrong you : buil vin». 
And without (Arcumatance, ii^ the trust t^tl 
Impose upon you, free you from suspicion. 

Ado. I foster none of you. 

Cam, 1 kijiow you do not . , ^ . 

Yon are, Adorni, by the love yon owe m e 

Ado. The surest conjuration. 

Cam. Take me wit^ yon.—. , ^ », 

Love bom of duty.; bat advance .90. farther. 
Yon aris, sin as l saia, to do nae service, 
To undertake a task, in which your f aiUi, . 
Jndgm^nt^ discretion— in a word, yoor all 
Tlttlfs good, ttraflibe'engagea; nifrtettfli^Btady, 
In the eacecutipn, bujt what may make 
For the ends I «M at 

Ado. They sldmft no rfyals. 

Cam. You answer well. Yon have beard of Ber^ 
tok}Q'«. , ,...,. 

Captivity and the Ring's neglept; thegMtatne^s 
Of his ransom; ^ty thousand crowns, Adorni ; 
Two parts of my estate I . . 

ildo. (^«ttf«.; To what tends tbia ? 

Cam. Yet I so love the.gentlezniu^ tor. to f on 
I will confess my weakness, that! purpose 
Now, whoi he is forsaken by the ki^g, v , . . 
And his own hopes, to ransom him, a^dtecetvebim 
Into my bosom, as my lawful husband- 
Why change you colour ? 

Ado. 'Tis in wonder of 
Your virtue, madam. 

Cam. You must, therefore, to 
Sienna for me, and pay to Gonzaga 
This ransom for his liberty ; yon shall have 
Bills of exchange along with you. Lethfih av^e^r 
A solemn contract to me; for you mustbjB 
My principal witness, if l^eshould— l^l,wny 
Do I entertain these jealousies 2 You y^ do this ? 

Ado. FaiAhtolbr, ma.dim^iAjstdeJ but pQt liye 
long after, 



TUP MAID OP HONOUR. 



U» 



Cbm. One thing I had forgot : besides his freedom, 
He may wajit sccothmodanonB ; faraleh him 
According to his birth, 
ril instantly despatch yon. 

Ado. Was there ever 
Poor loyer so empldy'd against himself, 
To make way for his rival? *1 must do it- 
Nay, more, 1 will.* If loyalty can find 
Becompense beyond hope or ima^nation, 
Let it fall on me in the other world, 
Ab a reward, fbr in this I dare not hope it 



ACT IV 

SCENE L— 2%e Biemu»e,—A Camp before the WaBf 

0/ Sienna. 

Loud music— Enter BODERIGO, JAOOMO, GAS- 
PAKO, BIEmO, ASTUTIO, and AtJEELIA, un- 
der a canopy. ASTtTTIO presents Ker with ktter*' 

Aw. {Coming down.) But for these aids from 
Sicily, 8.ent against us, 
To blast onr spring of conquest in the bud ; 
I cannot find, rry lord ambassador, 
How we shonld entertain 't but as a wrong, 
Howe'er the king endeavours, in his letters, 
To mitigate the affront. 

AsL Your grace hereafter 
May hear from me such strong assurances 
Of his unlimited desIrB tt> serve yota, 
As will, I hope, drown in forgetfulness 
The memory of what's past. 

{An officer^ with ihe cUy keys on a cushion, ad- 
t antes to Attrelia, firom a signal given t^ 
Oonzaga, and kneOs to the princess.) 
€fon. We present you 
With the keys of the city ; all lets are removed/ ^ 
Yonr way is smooth and easy; at your feet 
Your proud enemy Talis. 

Aut\ We thank your valours : 
A victoiy without blood is twice achieved. 
Worthy captains, thanks! ihy lore extends to all. 
(A gttard drawn up; Aurelia passes through 
them. "^oHdmvMc. JSxeunt.) 

SOBMB XL— gienno.— A Room in the Prison,— Practi' 

'*■' ' eatte'door. 

Enter GONZAGA, ADOBNI, and Oadler. 

rirnn mitifrrf byVhom his ransom^ pmld,— ' 

I am satisfied tha| I h^ye it ; nor i^lege' 

One reason to extfasff his ismA tisagc. 

As yon may interpret it: letitsntflcp 

It was my will to have it sa (jOrossels.) Se is yours 

now, — ' ' . ■ 

]>in)OBepf him as ycu please. [Exit. 

jtdbyBdl^i^er^i hate him. 
As one preferr'd before me, being a ras-n, 
He does deserve my pity. (Goes toxrards the door 

and looks in.) Sir I —ho sic c ps : — 
Or he is dead!— No, he breathes ! come near, 
Take off his irons. 

{The Gaoler goes through the flat; a noise 

tcithin, a? of the irons hang taken, off, and 

thrown on the floor; afler which theGadler 

re-enters.) 
So ; no^ leave us private. lExif Cfaolcr, 



He does begin to stir, and seems transported 
With a jeyftil dreaib ! ' " 

Enter BEBTOLPO. 

Ber. Ha ! 'tis no vision! 
Or, if it be, the happiest' that ever 
Appear'd to sinful flesh ! Whd's here ? hi$i face 
Speaks him Adorni;~but some glorious ahgel, ' 
Concealing its divinity in hitf shape, 
Hath done thfs mlracia 

Ado. O forbear, sirl- 
I am Adomi, and the instrument 
Of your deliverance; bnt the benefit 
You owe another. 

Ber. If he has a name, 
As soon as spoke, *tisSvritten on my heart. 
I am his bondman. 

Ado. To the shame of men, 
This great act is a woman's ! TIs Camiola's. 

Ber. Pray speak't again; there's music iQ {le; 



O what sacrifloe of duty can I pay her, 
If not to live and die ^er slave 1 ' 

Ado. She asks not 
Soch a dominion o'er you. You must now, 
Which is the sum of all that she desires, 
By a solemn contract bUid yourself, when she 
Requires it, as a debt due for your freedom. 
To marry her. 

Ber. Oh, that now 
The holy priest, 'she present, were prepared 
To join onr bands. 

Ado. You mustswear this, my locd. 
And your oath recorded, you again are tre^ 
And, that yon may appear lllie to yourself, 
(For so she wistfd) ' here's gold, with which yon 
may ^ 

Bedeem your trunks and servants, and whatever 
Of late you lost 
Whose spoQ they were ; his name is Boderigo. 

Ber. I know him. 

Ado. I've done my pari 

Ber. So well, sir, 
As I am ever yours for't Divine Qamiola — 
But words cannot express thee : I'll build to thee 
An altar in my soul, on wmch I'll offer 

{Crosses.) 
A still-increasing sacrifice of duty. 

[Exit 

Ado. What will become of me now is apparent b 
TIlJB Boman resolution of self-mnrdei^ ^ ' 
wtt liot prove valTd ti that high tilbunal 
When all our acts ar^ argued ; ' my eood Genms 
Prompts me to this considerdtion. He 
That kills himself to aVdld misery, fesxs it i 
Be is not brave who rashly dares to die, 
Bdt-heT^obtayfei;^ bears ealaprtt^. ■' 

^^ip UL— X $tate Ho(fm fn the Pcfi^!^ 

A Flourish. --^FIEBIO, BODERIGO, JA£SO|fO, 
GONZAGA, AUBELIA, FERDINAND, ABlU* 

TIO, and AttendaiUs, diseoifereA • 

Aur. A seat here for the duke. {A seat is placed.) 
It is our glory 
To overcome with courtesies, not rigour ; 
Yet give mo leave but slill with gentle language, 
And with the freedom of a friend, to tell you. 
To seek by force, what courtship could not ifrin, 
Was harsh, and never taught In Love's mild school 
Wise ^oetis feigii that Venus' coach Is drawn 
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By doves and sparrowB, not by bean and Ugera. 
I spare the application. 

Per. In my fortune, 
Heaven's justice hath oonflnn'd it; yet, great lady, 
Since my offence grew from excess of love, 
And not to be resisted, in yonr clemency 
It may find pardon. 

Aur. Too shall have just causa 
To say it hath. The charge of the long siege, 
And the loss my subjects have sustain d, def ray'd. 
You have yonr liberty. 

Fer. I could not hope for 
Oentler condittons. 

Aur. My lord Gonzaga, 
Since my coming to Sienna, Fve heard mnch of 
Your prisoner. He is, as His reported, 
A goodly gentleman, and of noble parts. 
Pray bring him to our presence. 

lExit Oontaga. 

A8t. I must crush 
His entertainment {Atide.) May it please your ex- 

cellency 
He is a man debaucli*d, and, for his riots, 
Cast off by the king, my master ; and that, I hope, 

is 
A crime sufBlcient 

Fer. To you, his subjects. 
That like as your king likes. 

Aur. But not to us; 
We must weigh with our own scale. 

Re-enter GONZAGA, with BERTOLDO, riddtf 
habited, and ADORNL 

Aur. This is he, sure. 
How soon mine eye bad found him I what a port 
He bears! how well his bravery becomes him I 
A prisoner! nay, a princely suitor, rather! 

Oon. Madam, 'twas his suit, 
Unsent for, to present his service to you, 
Ere his departure. 

Aur. With what majesty 
He bears himself ! 

{A9ide.—Come* down, 

Ast. The devQ, I think, eopplies him. 
Bansom'd, and Uius ricb too. 

Aur. You ill deserve 

IBertoldOt IneeUng, kisses her hand 

The favour of our band 

That lifted yours against me. 

Ber. Thus, once more, 
I sue for pardon. (Kisses Tier Jiand again.) 

Aur. (Aside.) Sure, bis lips are poison'd, 
And through these veins force passage to my hearty 
Which la already seized upon. 

Ber. I wait 
To know what your commands are ; my designs 
Ezaetme, madam, in another place. 

Aur. Before 
You have our licence to depart I 
Why,liath yoiir entertainment here been such, 
In your restraint, that, with the wings of fear, 
Yon would fly from it ? 

Ber. I know no man that would 
Prefer straw in a dungeon before 
A down-bed in a palace. 

Aw. Howl {To Gonzaga.) Come nearer! 
W«s his usage such ? 

Gon. Yes ; and it had been worse, 
Had I foreseen this. 

Aur. O, such as thou, that bave 
No share in nature's bounties, know no pity 
To such as have them. Now you are my prisoner, 



You shall have fairer quarter; and let not, air. 
The quick growth of my passion nourish in you 
. An ill opinion ; can you affect, 
. And with a true, upIJghted heart, a queen 
Who sues to you? 

Ber. Most bounteous madam I 

Gon. Pray you, fair lady. 
If you can, in courtesy direct me to 
The chaste Aurelia. 

Aur. Ha! who are we? 

Gon. Another kind of thing. Her love was go- 
vem'd 
By her discretion, and not ruled her reason: 
The reverence and majesty of Juno 
Shined in ber looks, and, coming to the camp. 
She seem'd a Pallas I {ExU Aweffa, 

Ber. No, no ; it cannot be:^yet but, Camiola, 
There is no step between me and a crown ! 
Then, my ingratitude! a sin in which 
All sins are comprehended! Aid me, Virtue, 
Or I am lost I 

Gon. May it please your excellence— ^- 
Second me, sir. 

Ber. Then, my so horrid oaths. 
And hell-deep Imprecations made against ft! 

Ast. The king, your brother, will thank yon for 
the advancement 
Of his affairs. 

Ber. And yet who can hold out 
Against such batteries as her power and greatness 
Baise up against my weak defences ? 

Gon. Sir, 

Re-enter AUBELIA. 

Do you dream wakhig ? 'Slight, she's here again I 
Walks she on woollen feet ? • 

Aur. You dwell too long in yonr deliberation ; 
Come with a cripple's pace to that which yon should 
fly to. 

Ber. It is confessed ; but who knows 
But that my brother's politic fears, should yon 
Make me his equal, may draw war npon 
Your territories ? Were our breach made up 
I should with joy epibrace wliat now I fear 
To touch but with due reverence. 

Aur. That hinderance 
Is easily removed. I owe the king 
For a royal visit, which I straight will pay him : 
And, having first reconciled you to bis favour, 
A dispensation shall confirm our vows. 

Ber. I'm wholly yonrs, and npon this book seal 

(Kisses Aurelia.) 

Gon. What, hand and lip, tool th^n the bargain's 
sure. 
Yon have no employment for me ? 

Aur. Yes, Gonzaga: 
Provide a royal ship. * 

Oon. A ship! St. John, 
Whither are we bound now ? 

. „ „. „ (Betires a Wtle up.) 

Aur. For Sicily. (firostKs.) 

My knight, you'll follow? 

Ber. To the centre, such a sybil guiding me. 

Ado. (Aside to Bertoldo.) Camiola. (Crottes.) 

Aur. How do you? 

Ber. I attend yon. 

{Flowrish. Exeunt aU hut Adomu 

Ado. The heavy curse that waits on perjury 
And fonl ingratitude, pursue thee ever. 
Yet why from me this ? in his breach of faith. 
My loyalty finds reward. I have perform'd 



T^HE MAtD OF bOKOtiit 
All 8^0 commanded. 0, that I had wingn 
To ItJ^ar me to Palermo! This, once known, 
Must change her love Into a just disdain, 



nsi 



Must change her love Into a just disdain, 
And work her to compassion of my pai-^ 



lExit 



SCENE IV, — Palermo. — A Room in Camiola's 
House. 

Enter SYLLI. 

&yh Undone! undone! poor I, that whilome 
was 
The top and ridge of my house, am, on the sudden, 
Tum'd to the pitifullest animal 
O' the lineage of the Syllis ! 

Enter OAMIOLA. 

Cam. What's the matter? 

Syl The king— hreak, girdle, hrea.k \ 

Cam. "Why, what of him ? 

8yl. Hearing how far you doated on my perf?on, 
Is come himself a suitor, with the awl 
or his authority to bore my nose, 
And take you from me. Oh, oh, oh ! 

Canu Do not roar so. 
The king! 

Syl. The king. , Yet loving Sylli is not 
Bo sorry for his own as your misfortune : 
If the king should carry you, he can but make you 
A queen, and what a simple thing is that 
To the being my lawful spouse! the world can 

never 
Afford yon such a husband. 

Cam. 1 believe you. 
But how are you sure the king is so inclined? 
Did you not dream this ? 

Syl. With these eyes I saw him 
Dismiss his train, and lighting from his coach, 
Whispering Fnlgentio in the ear. 

Cam. }f so, 
I guess the business. 

Syl. Yonder they are ; I dare not 
Be seen, I am so despeiate ; if you forsake me 

(Crossei.) 
Send me word, that I may provide a willow gar- 
land. 
To wear when I drown myself. O, Sylll, Sylli ! 

{Exit, crying. 

Bitter BOBEHTO a»d PULQENTIO. . 

Ful. It will be worth your pains, sir, to observe 
The constancy and bravery of her spirit. 
Though great men tremble at your frowns, I dare 
Hazard my head, your majesty, set off 
With terror, cannot fright h6r. 

Rob. {Aside.) May she answer 
Aly expectation ! 

Ful. There she is. 

Cam. (Kneeling.) My knees thus 
Bent to the earth, while my vows are sent upward 
For the safety of my sovereign, pay the duty 
Due for so great an honour, in this favour 
Done to your humblest handmaid. 

Rob. You mistake me ; 
I come not, lady, that you may report; 
The king, to do you hononr, made your house 
(He being there) his court; but to correct 
Your stubborn disobedience. A pardon 
For that> could you obtain it, were well purchased 
With this humility. 

Cam. A pardon, sir ! 
Till I am conscious of an offence 



I will not wrong my Jnhoc^hcft to beg one. 
What is my crime, sir ? 

Rob. Look on him I favour, 
By you scorn'd and neglected. 

Cam. Is that all, sir. 

Rob. No, minion ; though that were too much. 
How can you 
Answer the setting on your desperate bravo 
To murder him ? 

Cam. (Rising.) With your leave, I must not 
kneel, sir, 
While I reply to this; but thus rise up 
In my defence, and tell you, as a man 
(Since, when you are unjust, the deity, 
Which you may challenge as a king, parts from 

you), 
Twas never read in holy writ, or moral, 
That subjects on their loyalty were obliged 
To love their sovereign's vices : your grace, sir, 
To such an undeserver is no virtue. 

FtU. What think you now, sir? 

Cam. Tyrants, not kings, 
By violence, from humble vassals force 
The liberty of their souls. I could not love him " 
And to compel affection, as I take it, 
Is not found in your prerogative. 

Rob. (Aside.) Excellent virgin 1 
How I admire her confidence ! 

Cam. He complains 
Of wrong done him : but be no more a king, 
Unless you do me right. Do your edicts 
Gall it death in any man that breaks into 
Another's house to rob him, though of trifles ; 
And shall Fulgentio, your Fulgentio, live, 
Who hath committed more than sacrilege. 
In the pollution of my clear fame 
By his malicious slanders? 

Rob. (To Fulgentio.) Have you done this? 
Answer truly, for your life. 

Ful. In the heat of blood, 
Some such thing I reported. 

Rob. Out of my sight! 
For I vow, if by true penitence thou win not 
This injured lady to sue out thy pardon, 
Thy grave Is digg'd already. 

Ful. (Aside.) By my own folly 
I have made a fair hand oft [Erlf. 

Rob. You shall know, lady, 
While 1 wear a crown, Justice shall use her sword 
To cut offenders off, though nearest to us. 

Cam. Ay, now you show whose deputy you are, ' 
If now I bathe your feet with tears, it cannot 

[Kfteels^ 
Be censured superstition. 

/2o&. You must rise; TRaisesher. 

Eise in our favour and protection ever. [Kissefher: 

Cam. Happy are subjects where the prince ia still 
Guided by justice, not his passionate will. 

lExit Rdheri^* 

EfUfr SYLLT. 

Cam. Yon see how tender 1 am of the quiet 
And peace of your affection, and what greatones - 
I put off in your favour. 

;Sf^/. You do wisely. 
Exceeding wisely ; and, when I Rave said 
1 thank you f or't, be happy. 

. Enter CLAEINDA, hastily. 

Cam. What news with thee now ? 
Cla. Off with that gown, 'tis mine ; mluo hf 
your promise : 



US9 T|fp MAID 

Signor Adoini ia r9M>n}e4t— now upon entrance I 
Off with ii, off with it. madam I 

Cttm. Be not so hasty ; 
When I go to bed, 'tis thino. 

Syl You have my grant, too ; i^it ClarvuJa. 
6a^ do yon he^r, lady, tiiough I give way to this, 
Yoti moat hereafter ask my leave, before 
You part with things of moment. 

Ccun. Very good ; 
When I am yoarc, ^'11 be governed. 

Sifl. Sweet obedience! 

SnUr ADORNI. 

Cam. You ore well retarn'd. 

Ado. I wish that the success 
Of my service had deserved it. 

Cam. Lives Bertoldo? 

Ado. Yes, and return'd wl.th safety. 

Cam. Tis not then 
In the power of fat^'to add to, Of take from 
My perfect happiness I and yet— he sliould 
Have made me his first visit 

Ado. So I thinic, U>o ; 
Bnthe^ 

Syl Durst not appear, I being present ; 
That's his excuse, I warrant you. 

Cam. Speak, where is he? 

Ado. He's at the palace, 
With the young Duchess of Sienna. Madam, 
He's very gracious with her. 
Pray you cUsmiss 

Signor Wisdom, on^ I'll make relation to you 
Of the particulars. 

€fam. Servant, I would have you 
To haste into the court 

SjfL I will outrun 

{Crosswg.) 
A footman for your pleasure. 

Cam. There observe 
The duchess' train and entertainmapt 

Sjfl Fear not; 
I wUl discover all that is of weight 
To the liveries of her pages and her footmen, 
This is fit employment for me. 

Cam. Gradobs with 
The duchess I sure you m^i4. so ? 

Ado. IwUIuse 
AU possible b^revity to info^ you, n^adaoi, 
Of what was trusted to me, and discharged 
With faith (md loyal dluty. 

Cam. Ibelieve it 

4do» 'Would the end 
^ Had answer'd the beginning !— In a word, 

iBgF^tu^f and perjury at th^ height 
i OuiBot express ^ lalsjehpod | 

Cam. Sal tak^ heed. 

Ado. Truth is well arm'd, 
A|4 Q^ defend itself. 

I saw (the presence full) the anaorous duchess 
Make tender of her hand lind legal state, 
Which, being accepted, a remove was pubHshd, 
An4 pat 19 executioD. 

Cam. Oh! oh, Bertoldo I 

Ado. He's not worth 
Your sorrow, madam. 

Cam. Tell me, when yon saw this^ 
Did not you grieve, as I do now, to hear it .' 

Ado. His precipice from goodness raiaiog mine, 
And serving as a f oU to set my f %i^h off, 
X had little reason. 

Cam. In this yon confesf 



OF aONOUB. 

The malice of your disposition. As 

You were a man, you stood bound' to lament !t 

And not, in flattery of your false hopes, 

To glory in it. Wnen good men pursue 

The path mark'd out by virtue, the blest saints 

With juy look on it, and seraphic angels 

Clap thoir celestial wings in heavenly plaudits, 

To see a scene of grace bo well presented, — 

The (lends, and men made up of envy, mourning. 

Whereas now, on the contrary, as far 

As their divinity can partake of passion, 

With me they weep, beholding a fair'lemple, 

Boilt in Bertoldo's loyalty, turn'd to ashes 

By the (lames of his inconstancy, the damn'd 

Rejoiciu^' in the object— Tis not well 

In you, AdornL 

Ado. What a temper dwells 
In this rare virgin I (Aside.) Can you pity him, 
That hath shown none to you f 

Cam. I must not be 
Cruel by his example. You, perhaps. 
Expect now I should seek recovery 
or what I have lost by tears, and with bent knees 
Beg his compassion. No; I'll take a noblir 

courso, 
And confident in the justice of my cause. 
The king his brother, and new mistress, judges, 
Bavish him from her arms, xeu have the con- 
tract 
In which he swore to marry mo ? 

Ado. 'Tis here, madam. 

Cam. He shall be, then, against his will xny hus- 
band ; 
I'll presently to court; pray you, give order 
For my carocb. (Exii Adorni.) My good ongel, help 

toe, 
In these my extremities! 

Re-enter STLLI. 

Si/l If you e'er will see brave sight, 
Lose it not now. Bertoldo and the duchpss 
Are presently to be married : there's such pomp 
And preparation \ 

Cam. {After a pause.) If I marry, 'tis 
This day, or never! 
You know my confessor, father Paulo ? 

Syl Yes : shall he^ 
Do the feat for us? 

Cam. I will give in writing 
Directions to him ; and sooi^tbittg I will do^ 
That shall deserve men's praise and wonder too. 

[Extuni 



ACT V. 

SCENE I.— ii State-room in the Palace. 

LoudMusic-^-ROSSBLTO, BEWPOLDO. AUBELIA. 
FEBDINAND, ASTUTia GONZAGA, |U%E- 
BIGO, JAGOMO, PIEBIO, a Bishop, and Atten- 
dants, discovered. 

Rob. Had our division been greater, madam, 
Your clemency, the wrong being done to you, 
Must make a perfect union.— Once more, 
With a brotherly affection, we receive you 
Into our favour : lot it be your study 
Hereafter to deserve this blessing, far 
Beyond your merit 

Ber. As the princess' grace 
To me is without limit, my endeavours, 



With all obseqalQtiatiess to sttve h6r iHll; 
Shall know no limits. 

Rob. One word more, madam, 
Toacfaing the articles. 

Atw. Or add or alter . 
What yon think fit ; in him I have my all : 
Heayen make me thankful for him I 

Enter OAMIOLA, FTILQENTIO, ADOBNf, and 
BTLLL 

Rob. On to the temple. 

Cam. Stay, royal sir; and, as you area king, 
Erect one here, in doing justice to 
An injured maid. 

Rob. I have given some proof, sweet lady, of my 
promptness 
To do you right 1 you need not, therefore, doubt 

me: 
And rest assured, that, this great work dospatch'd. 
Yon sliall have audience, and satisfaction 
To all you can demand. 

Cam. To do me justice 
Exacts your present care, and can admit 
Of no delay. If, ere my cause be heard, 
In favour of your brother, you go on, sir. 
Tour sceptre cannot right me. He s the man. 
The guilty man, whom I accuse ; and you 
Stand bound in duty, as you are supreme, 
To be impartial. 

Rob. So will I, madam. 

(Motiomfor attendant* to place seats forward.) 

Aur. Ton seem troubled, sir. 

Gon. Bfs ooloor changes, too. 

Catn. The alteration 
Grows from his guilt. The goodness of my cause 
Begets Sfoob cohOdefice in me, that I bring 
No practised orato^ to aid my pica. 
I stand here mine 6wti advocate ! and my truth, 
Delivered in the plainest language, will 
Hake good itself i nor will I, if the king 
Give mttn^ to it, but admit of you, 
My greatest enemy and this stranger prince, 
To sit assistants with him. 

Aur, I ne'er wron^d yoa 

Cam. In your knowledge of the injury, I bolicvo 
it; 
Nor will you, in your justice, when you are 
Acquainted with my interest in this man, 
Which 1 lay claim to. 

(Ferdinand, Roberto, and Aurelta take their 
uaiti.) 

Rob. What is your title to him ? 

Cam. By this contract, 

(Presents a paper to the king.) 
I challenge him for my husband. 

Rob. This writing is 
AuthenticaL 

Aur. But, done in heat of blood, 
Charm'd by her flatteries, as, no doubt, he was, 
To be dispensed with. 

Fer. Add this, if you please, 
The distance and disparity between 
Their births. 

Cam. O, what can innocence hope for, 
When such as sit her judges are corrupted ! 
Disparity of birth or fortuue, urge you? 
Call some few days back. 
And, as he was, consider him. Imagine 
You saw him now in fetters, with his honour, 
His freedom lost; 
Py allth9 world fQrsakcn; and then weigh duly 



THE MAID OP HONOUR. USt 

What she deserved, whose merits now aie doubted. 
That) m his better aagel, in her bouotieft 
Appeared unto him.,his great ransom paid. 
His wants, and wita a pFodifa) bai)^ ^applied; 
E'en to the danger of her state apul Ufe. 

Aur. Is this true ? 

Rob. In his silence 'tis acknowledged. 

Ootu If you want 
A witness to this purpose, I'll depose it. 

Cam. This serpent, ... 

Frozen to numbness, was no sooner warm*d 



In the bosom of my pity and compassion, 

But, in return, he ruin*d his presejnrer. 

My benefits, in sand or water written, 

As they had never been, no more remember'd.! 

And on what ground, but his ambitious hopea 

To gain this duchess' favour? 

Aur. Yes ; the object^ 
Look on it better, lady, may exonse 
The change of his affection. 

Caij. The object! 
In what ? Forgive me, modesty, ijf 1 say 
You look upon your form in the false glass 
Of flattery aad seU-love, aqd that d^^iyesyoiL 
That you were a duchess, as I take it, was not 
Oharacter'd on your face; an^tliiait not Men, 
For other feature, m^'i^o *11 thes^ that are 
Experiencedin women,. Judges of them, . . 
And, if they are not parasites, they most grant, 
For beauty without art, though you storm at it^ 
I may take the right-hand file. 

Gon. Well said, i'fatthl 
I see a fai^* woman on no terms will yield 
Priority in beauty. 

Cam. Down, proud, proud heart ! 
Why do I rise up in defence of that, 
Which in my cherishing of it, hath undone me ? 
No, madam, I recant,— you are all beauty. 
Goodness, and virtue; and poor 1 not worthy 
As a foil to set you off: enjoy your conquest; 
But do not tyrannhie. Yet, as I am, 
In my lowness, from your height you may look on 

me. 
And, in your snffrage to me, make him know 
That, though to all men else I did appear 
The shame and scorn of women, ho stands bomid 
To hold me as the masterpitee. 

Rob. (To Bertoldo.) By my life, 
You have shown yourself of such an abject tem« 

per, 
So poor and low-condition'd, as I grieve for 
Your nearness to me. 

Fer. (To Camiola.) I am changed in my 
Opinion of you, lady; and profess 
The virtues of your mind an ample fortune 
For an absolute monarch. 

Gon. (To Bertoldo.) Since you are resolved 
To damn yourself, in your forsaking of 
Your noble order for a woman, do it 
For this. You may search through the world, and 

meet not 
With such another phosaix. 

Aur. Make your peace : you have 
My free consent; for here I do disclaim 
All interest in you. 

Ber. Till now, I was never 
Truly a prisoner. 

But now I have surrender'd up ray strengths 
Into the power of Vice, and on my forehead 
Branded, with mine own hand, in capital letteri^ 
Disloyal, and Ingratrful. 

Catn. This componction 
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Tor the wrong that yon bftye done me, though yoa 

should 
Fix here, and your true sorrow moTe no farther, 
Will, in respeot I loTed once, make these eyes 
Two snringa of sorrow for you. 

Ber. If, as now I fall 

(KhmU.) 
Prostrate before yonr feet, you will youchsafe 
To act your own revenge, treading upon me 
« B a viper, 'twill take from the burden 
That la now insupportable. 

Cam. Pray you, rise; 

(Bertoldo rises,) 
As I wish peace and qiidet to my soul, 
I do foi^ve yon hearttly : 
When I am married, as this day I will be, 
As a perfect sifn^i of your atonement with me, 
You wish me joy, I will receive it for 
Full satisfaction of all obligations. 

Syl. My blood begins 
To come to my heart again. 

Cam. Call in the holy friar; he's prepared 
For finishing the work. ' 

Syl. I knew I was 
The man : heaven make me thankful I 

lExU. 

Rob. Who is this? 

Ast. 'His father was the banker of Palermo, 
And this the heir of his gr jat wealth ; his wis- 
dom 
Was ttothereditary. 

Re-enter SYLLI, mith Father PAULO. 

Syl. Do your duty; 
And with all speed you can, you may despatch a& 

Pau. Thus, aa a principal ornament to the 
church, 
I seize her. 

A I. How! 

{AU rise. The teats are removed back.) 

Rob. So young, and so religious! 

Fau. She has forsook the world. 

Syl. 0, 1 shall run mad 1 

Rob. Hence with the fool! 

iSylUis thrust off') 
Proceed, sir. 

Pau. Look on this maid of honour, now 
Truly honoured in her vow 



She pays to heaven. This fair hair 
(Favours for great kings to wear) 
Must now be shorn ; her rich array 
Changed into a homely gray : 
Instead of dainties, from the spring, 
For wine, cold water we will bring , 
And with fasting mortify ^ 
The feasts of sensuality. 
Her jewels, beads; and she most look 
Not in a glass, but holy brook. 
To teach ner the ne'er erring way 
To immortality. may 
She, as she purposes to be 
A child new-bom to piety. 
Persevere in it, and good men. 
With saints and angela, say. Amen. 

Cam. This is the marriage I this is the port to 
which 
My vows must steer me ? fill my spreading sails 
with the pure wind of your devotions for me. 
That I may touch the secure haven, where 
Eternal happiness keeps her residence. 
I am dead to the world, and thus dispose 
Of what I leave behind me ; and, dividing 
My state into three parts, I thus bequeath it . 
The first to the fair nunnery, to which 
I dedicate tho last and better part 
Of my frail life ; a second portion 
To pious uses ; and the third to thee, 
Adomi, for thy true and faithful servica 
And, ere I take my last farewell, with hope 
To find a grant) my suit to you is, that 
Yon would, for my sake, purdoii this yoong ooan. 
And to his merits love him, imd no furdier. 

Rob. I do confirm it 

Cam. {1\> BertokbKi And, as e'er you hope, 
Like me, to be made happy, I conjure yoa 
To reassume your order ; and in fightmg 
Bravely against the enemies of onr faith, 
Bedeem your mortgaged hononr. 

Gon. (Tq Bertoldo.) I restore thus: 

{Oives him the tehite cross.) 
Once more, brother in arms. 

Ber. ni live and die so. 

Cam. I am then at rest Now, father. 
Conduct me where you please. 

iFxeurU Father Paulo and Camiola. 
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ACT L 
SCENE I.— 4 Room in Baron de Trace's Castle. 

B.ABON DE TBAOY dUcoveredf kneeling to a picture 
^ , ofMoiilda. 

Baron. Thou frail memorial of that blessed 
spirit, 
Which, after earthly martyrdom, now sittest 
Thron'd with rejoicing angels, see me kneel 
With the prone spirit of contrition, 
iVnd deep despair, to do thee rey'renoe : 



If that foul deeds, as horrible as mine, ' 
Do ever at the throne of grace find mercy, 
Be thou my advocate, with bonndless love. 
Larger than thy exceeding wrongs, plead for me, 
That what cannot be pardon d, may thro' thee 
Provoke a lighter penance. (Rises.) So, that done, ] 
My heart hath heav'd off somewhat of its load; 
For when, in full confession, we pour forth 
The Inward meditation of dark deeds, 
They cease awhile to haunt us. 

Entir PHIXdP, 
What brings ypu ? 
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Philip, Old Walter, the carfew-toller, Is without, 
and impatient to speak with yoar lordship. 

Baron. Let him come in ^ ^ 

[Mtii Philip, 
A talkatiye old fool ! 
What can he want? 

Enter WALTER • 

Well, Bfa", your business, briefly ? 

Walter, Out of respect to your lordflMp, I wffl 
dispatch it with all brevity and circumlocution. 

Baron, Proceed, then. 

Walter, Your lordship has, no doubt, heard of 
old Margery? 

Baron. What! the Btrange woman on the heath ? 

Walter. Ay, my loiMt wey say all over the village 
that she's a witch, andthas dealings with the devil; 
brings blight upon Oke com, and murrain among 
the cattle; she ii charged with having conjured 
the late terrible/lrought ; and she certainly caused 
the flood tha\Jcfllqwe(^ it, for she was heard the 
day before to ijf^fQT^.VSAn ; s^o turns ber nose up 
at all our coiJEa^Mitimos, ^res all day over books 
of magic, d&t^&rdwls all night ^bout the lanes and 
hedges, gaOEfifmg polaouous herbs, which shehoils 
in a throfr^ornered kettle : 6he bas more hard 
words at Ip:. tongue's end f^^tx a convent of monks, 
lund has ttittally bden seen taUiug an airing on a 
broomstick 'Tis plain she converses with p|£3^9 
of th« other world, fot she never talks to anyfifiiay 
in this, and 'tis impossible that any woman can be 
always holding hex tongue. 

Baron. What's Oils to me ? . , 

Walter. They Wish, your lordahfp to have her to 
the castle and examine her ; for, if she be a witch, 
your lordship knoT^s we have a very wise law, that 
she must be drowned alive ; or, in plainer terfivs, 
suffer conflagration. 

Baron. WeH, well ; we'll send for her. Is therl 
aught else? 

Walter, Something that more nearly concerfns 
your lordship. 

Jwiroft^Owt concerns me? , ^ ,\ . 

Waimg^ lordship cannot be mofiidi ihat I 
am an omelf of the peace to his most gracious 
Majesty, King William ; whose business it is to see 
that aU his Majesty's merry-making subjects put 
out fire and candle at tho tolling of my belL I am 
a sort of eight o'clock extinguisher. 

Baron, And is this, fellow, what so nearly con- 
cerns me? 

WaUer. Tour lordship shall hear., In gofips my 
rounds I have noted, for some evenings past, a 
glimmering light, after curfew-time, in the north 
tower of your lordship's castle. 

Baron. A light in the north tower? Thou dream- 
est, fellow; 't& uninhabited. 

Walter. Why, then, 'twas th^ devil, or a will-o'- 
the-wisp: though they never open their mouths, 
and I'm sure I, heard voices. . 

Baron, Are you sure of thatf 

Waltir. Positive, my lord. They didn't talk very 
hmdy indeed ; for when people are doing things con- 
trary to law, they seldom make much noiso. 

Baron, You've mentioned this to no one ? 

Walter. Not to a post^ having your lordship. 

Baron. Then keep your counsel stilL 

Walter. Yes, my lord, I hope your lordship is 
not offended. 

Baron. No, no; you've done your duty. 

Waller. Your lordship knows if a rushlight be 
q^O to twinkle in the hamlet, after the stopping 



■'. "Mrt% the hour 
J Id is stillf 



of my clapper (my beU-cIapp«r, I mean, my lord,) 
1 am in visiDle danger of losing my place, and his 
Majesty a most faithful officer. 

Bar^ni Psha ! this tedioosnessl 

Waited. TedioasnessI (Atide.) I wiahyoor lord> 
ship a good day. My tediousnesB 1 (Aside.) I wish 
your lordphip many happy returns of it; you — 
your lonUhip won't forget to namfaie old Margery. 

lExit. 

Barcn. A light in the north tower, and voices 
heard! 
What should this mean ? Can it be possible ? 
Oh, Florence, if, In spite of my forbidding, 
Basely forgetting your high rank and fortune. 
You have declinM upon a »e|Bant slave, 
Sorrow and shame light on fStiX iExit. 

SCENE 11— An ApartH^ ^ the Cattle, 
BEBTBAKD d^A FLOltENOE diaeoifered. 

Florence. Urge mV no n^SB, I will not hear it* 
Bertrand: , 
No more 1 11 rlBk tl^o I 
Lest I bn-r- f^-r— f>^' i 
AndmiL 

Ber, Wl'Jj, tLituLiL:-,'.. * 
We'll wee )j. and bii:! -.i- 
Sacred to k< r c, w h^ii. ^t I i 
When lovers thtj&t |be ciU nu'u^niuandmem 
Of such & tyruii£ If^»DUi^vf Tflj,,^ In v^lue 
The dnll ui.'. ,iri il ri"^riiiL'l n-' ooi-iimon time: 
For dan.-r— / ■ .. ^ s rodtli^itit, 

When we usurp the joy we fear to lose, 
And tremble whilst possessing. 

Florence. Tempt me not, 
For we must part to-night, to mCfOt no more. 

Ber. Or meet to-night, never to part again. 
The abbot of St. Cuihbert's is my fr^noi 
His charitable aid will join our haMi^. 
And make me masiM « tho richesrft^ure 
That ever lover stt^S^* 

Florence, Nayi^^ranvr; 
Think of my Xi^jFr ne will ne'er consent 

Ber, I knovr he will take it sternly at the first, 
But as his storm of passion beaves to rest, 
Nature will softly whisper for his child; 
Aa(1 bis affection takis a quicker sense 
Prom Uft fihort-Uv'd tmUndness. Speak, my Flo- 
rence. 

Florence, Nay, do not press ma 
. J^. Octoe, you must be mine. 
There is a kind consenting in your eye. 
Which mocks the faint retnu (ff your tod^e ; 
Love, on yourrising bosom, reigns saprene, 
And speaks l^s triumph in thisyleldtiif tAgL 

Florence. Tqere is my hand; to-idglit f •will be 
thii<e; . . 

My kindred, dwelling, and proud hopes I quit. 
To cleave to thee, aim (hy poor, humble fortunes. 

Ber. At sunse^ then, you'll meet me at the 
ahbey. . 
And lest your person should crea^ siunicioB, 
Suppose you come apparell'd 48 a boyl 
And wear, like many a gallant, cap'ring knight. 
Whose smooth complexion scarce woi^ld h&sard 

twice 
The keen encounter of the northern wind, 
The front of flector with ^ woman's he&rt. 

Florence. Is it so easy, then, to play the ^ero 7 

Ber. 'Tis but to strot, and swell, (md ^tt your 
brow, 
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Tell twenty lies in a breatb, and round them off 
Witb twice as many oatbs ; to wear a sword 
lionger than other men's, and clap your hand 
Upon the hilt, when the wind sttra, to shew 
Hew quick the sense of valour beats within you. 
How many valiant cowards in brave armour, 
Have bluster'd, 'unsuspected, to their graves ! 
Nay, afterwards, f rown'd in terrible marble, 
Who, at the trumpet's charge, had stood aghast, 
And shrunk, like tortoises, into their shell?, 
To die with apprehension. iNoise witk<n4.) 

Florence. Hark! my father. 

Ber. You Will not fail? 

Florence. Away I if I appear not, 
Conclude me dead. 

Ber, Farewell, then. [Kxit. 

Florence. It was not fancy. Hnsb! again it 
comes 
Along the gallery. 

Enter BAEON DE TBACY. 

My father! 

Jkmm. Flovenc^l 
What do you here ? 

Florenct. Mylordr- 

Baron. Nay, answer quickly. 

Florente. I came— 

Baron. To meet young Bertrand. 

Florence. You have said it. 

Baron. There have been lights observ'd in the 
nor& tow'r. 
And voices heard long after curfew-time. 

Flormce. The light was mine, sir. 

Baron. Whose tile voices f 

Florence. Mine and Bertrand's. 

Baron. Have I not forbid your meeting? 

Florence. When 'twas too late. You let our early 
years 
Beyond the reach of fate, entwine our hearts; 
Then do not, in the blossom, kill the hope 
Which, in the bud, yon cherish'd. I have been 

ever 
A most obedient child ; from mem'ry's dawn 
Have hung, with silent awe, upon your lips. 
And in my heart your coanaeis treasnr'd up, 
Next to the hallow'd precepts of my God. 
But with a new delight my bosom throbb'd, 
When first you talk'd of Bertrand: youobserv'dt 

sir, 
He was a handsome youth ; I thought so, too; 
A brave one. My heart beat with fearful joy. 
Not rich, you added : there I heav'd a sigh. 
And tum'd my head aside ; but whilst the tear 
Stood in my eye, you said, that fortune's gifts . 
Were poor, compared with nature's: then, my 

fattier, ' 
Ton bade me Xeatn to love him. 

Barm. Orioe, indeed, 
I had a foolish dream of such a thing. 

Florence. Nay, but I dream so stilL 

BatMi. TlB time to wake, then. 
Hear me, and let thy froward heart determine. 
If thou hast grace to scorn this abject passion. 
Here is thy father's bosom, in it hide 
Thy kindling blushes, and be mine again. 
What ! stubborn to the last, and unrelenting ! 
Then hear me, and let thy firee choice decide : 
If In the headstrong course of thy desires. 
And the rank pride of disobedience, 
Thon wed*8t tjtyself to this my low4x>rn vasaal, 
living, my persecution shall attend thee, 
AtxA when I die, itiy curses by th^ portion. 



Yon know me resolute, and know my pnrpose; 
And as you dread or slight a father's wratb, 
So shape yom* course of action. 

Florence. Stay, my father. 
He's gone, and will not listen to his child. 
Then since a cruel pai-ent has disown'd pe, 
Bertrand, I am all ttiine. 
And now that I have glv'n up all to thee, 
And cast off every other hope of joy, 
If thou shouldst ever treat me with nnldpdness. 
Reprove me with sharp words, or frowning looks^ 
Or (which is keenest agony to those 
Who deeply love) tortwre me to the soul 
With civil, cutting, cold indifference- 
No ; thou art truth itself, I will not doubt ^hee. 

[Exit. 

SCENE lIT.-il Forest. 
Enter FITZHARDING, and ABMSTEONO. 

Arm. Now, then, we are alone, and secret; your 
business, eaptain? 

Fitz. You are my enemy. 

Arm. Indeed! 

Fitz. You sav'd my life. 

Arm. I did, and «t some peril Does that oifend 
you? 

Fitz. So mortally, that day and night, e'er since, 
I've sudied how I should despatch you. 

Arm. How ! 'tis rather a new mode of i:etuming 
such an obligation. 

Fitz. 'Tis in the outskirts of the forest here 
We fell in with the oflBcers of justice. 

Arm. Ay, not a month since. 

Fitz. We ' 



e stood them stoutly, till your sword 
being broke 

To the hilt, and I fast bleeding with my wounds, 
We were compell'd to fly ; the tangling wood, 
Familiar to our steps, confounded, theirs ; 
And we had lost Hike yell o^ their pursuit, 
When, quite exhausted with the loss of blood, 
I sunk into your arms, in which you rais'd pie, 
And as the lion bears her wounded whelp 
From the thick danger of the hunters' spears. 
You bore me homo; there, being arrived, 1 fainted. 

Jrm. I thought 'twas an act of kindness. 

Fitz. So far i was you debtor, but what follow 'd ? 
You stripp'd me to get at my wounds^ "Wfip^ 

then? 
Nay, you peco«iv'd it. Speak. 

Ar^. I saw a brand upon y^r left ajhoulddr 
that- 

Fitz. I know you did : for when I first awoke, 
Your eyes were to that qual'fS^ ri vetted. 
You know my secret, sir, and have revealed it 

Arm. No, on my soul. 

Fitz. Swear some tremendous oath, 
It ne'er has passed thy lips. 

Arm. May mercy never reaoh m», if I e'er 
breathed a syllable of it 

Fitz. Thou art my friend, then. Hark! 

Arm. 'T!s a man's tread. 

Fitz. A lusty one. Stand back and let us note 
him. 

Enter a Friar. 

Whither so |ast, good father? 

(Shopping him } 
Friar. Stay me not; 
I have most pressing business at the castla 
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Fitz. Atlbecahtle! (Asidf.) What's thy basinem 
there? 

Friar. You aro rndo, son. 
It is of prirtite import. 

Filz. Aniwerme, 
Or I will pinck it from thy heart. 

Arm. Speak quickly. 

Friar, well, well— 

FUx. Nopreface, Blr. 

Fnar. Well, thus it is, then : 
The Baron hath a reck'ning with his conscieDce, 
Which I must settle for him. 

Fitz. Does he know you ? 
I mean, your person ? 

Friar. He luM never seen it. 
' FUz, But his attendants^they have seen yon, 
sir? 

FHar. None of them. 

Fitz. And thy name: thy name is^ 

Friar, Dunstan. 

Fitz. It shall be so. (Atide.) Quickly nnhood thee, 
friar. 
And cast thy robes of reverence ; nay, quickly, 
Or I shall call some myrmidons about us. 
Will strip thee at the peril of thy skin. 

(Takes the Friar" $ hood and cloak.) 
So, that is well. Now mark me: to the convent 
Speed straight, and nimbly; and, as you would 

'scape 
A deadly cold, take not the air to-ni|ht : 
I have my Bpirits abroad: home to my beads, 
Fast, pray, confess thyself, do something, nothing, 
But keep within doors, or— 

Friar. I will observe. 
May heav*n, ia the abundance of its mercy, 
Pardon this outrage on the church. 

Fitz. Away ! [Exit Friar. 

Tuu apprehend my meaning ? 

Arm. I can guess. 

Fitz. Back to our company ; to yonr oommand 
I trust the leading of this n^rht's adventnrea 
You'll find some stirring friends within the castle 
Shall smooth your passage there. 

Arm. Till then, good-night. [ExU. 

Fitz. The Baron's conscience rid, and I his priest! 
(For so I must be,) Surely, out of this 
Revenge may fashion something strangely cruel, 
Whose bloody memory, in after times, 
This truth shall touch inexorable man, 
Who has no touch of mercy tow'rds his fellow : 
Most injuries a noble mind may pankm, 
But there are iwutts cannot be forgiv'a iExit. 



ACT IL 
SCENE ll-'The IntuU of a Cottage. 
Robert. iWithom.) Hist, hist! Mother! 
Enter BOBEBT. 

Not at home? Then FU leave this purse on the 
table, and call for her blessing another time. 

Ent(r MATILDA. 

Matilda. My son. 

Robert. Your blessing, mother; let it be a short 
one. There is something will keep famine from the 
door till I return. 

Matilda. Where got you this ? 

Robert, Ask no questions; 'tis yours. 



Matilda. No. not for worlds would I partake thy 
ruilr. 
IIow cnmo it thine ? Oh, my foreboding heart! 
Where have you slept these three nights '/ 

Robert Peace, I say. 

Mati'.da. Should you have join'd the band of sa* 
vage ruffians— 

Robert. I havel what then? 

MatUda. What then! hast thos a moment 
Weigfa'd the full horrors of an outlaw's life? 
T' exchange the noblest attribntes of man 
For the worst quality of beasts; to herd 
With the vile dregs and offscum of society. 
And bear about a conscience that -wWL start 
And tremble at the rustling of a leaf; 
To shroud all day in darkness and steal forth, 
Cursing the moon, that with inquiring eye 
Watches yonr silent and felonious tread. 
And every twinklhig star that peeps abroad 
A minister of terror— 

Robert. Peace, I K*y, 

Ma'Uda. The blessed sleep you know not, wtioae 
sweet Influence 
Ere he can stretch his labour-aching limbs, 
Softly seals up the peasant's weary UdK, 
On the cold earth, with over-watching spen^ 
You stir and fret in fev'rish wakefulness ; 
Till nature, wearied out, at length o'ercomes 
The strong conoeit of fear, and 'Kins to doze ; 
But as oblivion steals upon your senses, 
The hollow groaning wind uprearsyon qnick. 
And you sit, catching with suspended breath, 
Well as the beating of your heart will let you. 
The fancied stfep of justice. 
Robert. Hark I who's there? 

Matilda. No one, my son. 

Robert. Again! 'tis a man's footing. 

Matilda. I hear nothing ; 
Nor aught do I behold, save on yon tree, 
The miserable remnant of a wretch 
That was hang'd there for murder. Look I 

Robert, I dare not 
Can you look on it? 

Matilda. It annoys not me : 
I am no murderer. 

Robert. Nor I, nor I: 
I am no murderer neither ; yet, for worlda, 
I dare not look that way. 

MatVda. Youare a robber; 
And he who robs, by sharp resistnnoe pre.s8'd. 
Will end the deed in blood . 'twas so with biui ; 
He once possess'd a soiil quick as your own 
To mercy, and would quake as you do now, 
At the bare apprehension of the act 
That has consign 'd him to yon naked tree. 
Where every blast to memorize hia shame 
May whistle shrilly through his hoUow^b<Hiea, 
And in his tongueless jsanrs a voice renew. 
To preach with more than mortal eloquence. 

Robert, 'lis a damned liffe, and I will leave it, 
mother— to-morrow. . 

Matilda. Nay, to-night; wtiy not to-night? 

Robert. To-night I cannot. {A knocking at the door J 
Hark! 

Matilda. There's some one now. 

Robert. To-morrow, mother I am yours again. 

Matilda. To-morrow, then-^-iExU Robert.} ^yfbni 
vl&itor is this 
That knocks so gently ? (Opem the door.} 

Enter PHILIP. 

1 s it thou, old man ? {Aside.} 
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VTbat brin^ thee o'er the bitter breathing heath, 
Out of thy dwelliittr atthle freezfaog hour? 
The pieroing air will not respect thine age, 
Ordo thy white hairs rev'rence. Who art thon ? 

jmip. Benrant to the Baron; or, rather one 
ero wn out of service; yet he keeps me, likean old 
tree that has borne good fruit in Its time. He had 
a ia«y onee, and I a mistress; once do I say? She 
may he yet aUve; strange things have come to 
Tjass; they report yon have the gift of knowing aU 
events, that nothing can betide on earth, sea, or 
air, but you are acquainted with it. 

3/cUilda. They have abused thee. 

PhUip. Be not offended : if you would but tell me 
whether my dear lady outlived the wreck— 

MaWda. You would reveal it 

Philfj. Never. 

MatikiK Yes, you would reveal it ; 
Old men au 1 women will be ever babbling. 

/'At/ip. No,asrmaman. 

Matilda. I almost trust thee, for thou dost not 
swear. . ^ 

in should tell thee, then, that she surviv'd— 

Philip. I would bless thy voice for ever. ^^ ^ ^ 

Matilda. Should guide thee to the spot which she 
inhabits — 

Philip. I would walk barefoot to it over iilnt 

Maiitaa. If I should shew her to thy wand'nng 

^ ^PhOip. I would gaze on her though blindness 
foUow'd. 

Matilda. Look at me : I am she. 

PhUip. Nay, now you mock me. 

Matilda. I am not on suoh subjects us d to jest 
Old fLOip, too, forgot me? , , , , 

Philip. Nay, now I look again, it is— it is my 
lady; my ever honoured lady, my sweet lady, my 
kind lady I— but how did you escape the winds and 
the waters? Does my young master— yet, I fear to 
»8k— 

Maiilda. He lives, and is a man. 

Ph^ip. Thank beaven, thank heaven ! 

Matilda. The warring elements, that heard my 
cries. 

Would not divorce a mother from her child; 
We wore both sav'd : to yonder dreary coast 
The guardian waves their trembling burden bore. 
A little treasnre, from tiie wreck preserved, 
Bought ua this humble dwelling. 

PhiHp. 'TIS a sad one ; but you shall change it 
soon. I am sent by the Baron to bring you to the 
castle. 

Matilda. How? 

Philip. The fooUsh people have aocused yon of 
being a witch. . . 

Matada. Of witchcraft! Well; I see an end m 
thia. 
Most level to my wishes. Come, let's on, 
All will be set to rights. 

Philip. Grant heav'n it may ! 

MaMda. We shall be happy yet; and like two 
streams 
United once, and parted by mischance, 
Meet at the close, and end our course together. 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE IL^A ffeath. 
En'er FLORENCE, in male attire. 
Phrenee. Thus far I have not met a living soul, 
Save, on the heath, an homeward villager, 
Who chid his barking cur, and bade good night 



With such good greeting, that my sinking heart 
Took eonrage. 

Enter CONBAD and other robberSf who suriound 
Florence. 

Heavens! what are ye? 

Conrad. Don't be frightened, young man : your' 
money ; come, your valuables ; give us all you have, 
and we sba'n't do you the least injury; only, if you 
make any disturbance, we shall beat your brains 
out, that's alL 

Enter BERTBAND. 

Ber. Unhand the trembling fawn, if ye are men, 
And dare a nobler spoil. 

Conrad. So, there'll be some blood-letting here. 
I'll make sure of my bird, however. No reaistance, 
youth; 'tis vain. 

(While Bertrandis contending with some of 
the Bobberi, the rettt carry off FlorejKe, 
and, as he is on the point of being ovei'- 
come, some of the Baron's vassals enter and 
rescue Mm: the Bobbers runoff', and are 
pursued.) 

1 Vassal. (To Bertrand.) Come, yon must with ua 
to the castle. 

Ber. Nay, let us plunge into the thickest wood, 
And track these savage felons to their den, 

1 Vassal. No, no; there are enough gone upon 
that errand; our orders are to bring you to the 

Ber. Unhand me, coward slaves! to lose her, 

thus — 
1 Vassal. We dare not disobey orders, 
^er. Dare not! Slaves; 

lExetint* 



SCENE UL^ The Roger's Cave. 

ABMSTBONG, HEBM/IN, and other Robbers dis- 
cover ed^ drinking. 

OHDBUS OF BOBBERS. 

What tho' we shroud in sataage dm 

From day's aUrpierding eye. 
Yet have wefoys as other men; ' 

Our toatchful fears. 

Our perils, cares, 
W9 sweeten stUl with liberty. . ^■ 

The rising sun let others greet. 

We worship his declining ray; 
And while the midnight cask we draiiSt 
Where sparkUng nuet 
Bis light and h^at^ 
We feel dHoe in ev'ry vein 
The spirit of departed day. 

Herman. Come, push the liquor about Here's 
heavy purses and light fingers. So, the captain, 
you say, has made free with a friar's canonicals? 

Arm. Ay, and with his character, too, for a short 
time. 

Herman. And in that disguise means to enter the 
castle? (A whistle without.) Hark! 

Arm. 'Tis Conrad's whistle; pass the counter- 
sign. 

{They pass tlie countersio'- 
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£nter OONBAD and Robberi, with FLOBENCE. 

Welcome, lads, welcome I Who have yon got 
tbere? 

Conrad, A youth that we picked up in our travels; 
we found him near the monastery, going, as I con- 
Jectnre, to pray for a beard, for his chin Beems to 
have a marvellous lack of bristle, llell bear some 
plucking, though.' 

Arm. Ay, ay, tho bird's In pretty feather. 5peak, 
stripling, who are you? whence come you? and 
whither were you going? 

Florence, Good gentlemen, I pray yon, harm me 
not 

Conrad. You're too rough with him ; tho youth's 
abashed at being In strange company; he hasn't 
been used to converse with gendemen in oar 
sphere ; and to say truth, I don't wonder he's a 
Itttle ashamed. Don't be alarmed, my pretty boy ; 
there's nothing here to frighten yoa ; our worthy 
eommander would know your history, that's alL 

Florence. I am a simple lad , 
Honest., though very poor, yet what I have 
Is freely yours. This purse contains a trifle. 
Would it were better worth your kind acceptance ! 
But, as it is, you're very welcome. 

Conrad. (Taking ihe purse.) A pretty spoken youth, 
aad perfectly nnderslands good breeding. 

Arm. Sit down and eat, boy. Our fare is coarse, 
but yon are welcome. Sit, down, I say : do you mis- 
trust us ? 

Florence. Oh, no; I never did wrong to any : 
Whom should I fear, then ? 

Arm. Well, sit down. {She sits at the table.) Now, 
Oottrad, yon saw our minstrels safely on their joar« 
ney? 

Conrad Ay, and the plan is thus concerted : after 
gaining admittance to the castle^Mind thy repast, 
yonth {To Florence^ who appears agitated.)— they'll 
easily procure a night's lodging— what, again I (To 
Florence.) Within a quarter of an hour from the 
tolling of the cnrfew we mdst be ready at the 
northern gate. 

Arm. Bnough ; we nnderstand the rest But what 
ia this same enrfeW, that has made such a noise 
lately? 

C<mrad. What is it? why, ifc's ft new mode with 
yonr great statesmen of keeping the people In the 
dark. After this same heJA haa tolled, 'Hb a mis- 
demeanoor for a bor8e'«ho6 to atrike a spark from a 
Hint, and high tr^aaon foe a glow-wocm to carry 
lire in hla tail. 

Arm. A truce with your jests. 

Conrad. Why, the«» in sober sadnesa, this eurfew 
cnstom is a clever invention of this Norman prince 
of darkness, to seC'honest men snoring^, and give 
rognes an earlier opportunity of cutting their 
throats; and which, by shortening their days, will 
most probably lengthen ours. 

Arm. Still listening. (Seeing Florence attentive.) I 
like not that boy. He has been deeply attentive to 
oar discourse. \To Berman.J 

Herman. Despatch him, then. 

Ann. 'Twece safest 

Herman. Robert shall do it. licinfr laat entered 
in oar troop, ills his ollico. (Au lo s Uobcrt.'^ 

Arm* Robert, that boy has ovcrheaid our wliolc 
design. 

Herman, And may betray us. 

Robert. There's no fear of that. 

Herman. Not when he's dead. 

Robert. How? 



Herman. Ton most do it 

Robert. MordtorUmf 

Herman. OaU it what yoa plM^^b JOQ VanA 4«- 
patch him. 

Robert. Keep hiM a prisoner tiU to-morrow. 

Arm. I teli yoa oar lites are in Ue broaith ; sad 
he knast dift. 

Robert, Well, if itmnst be so— 

HtrmWu It shall I like not that hesitating m 

Arm. We will but skirt the wood, and then re- 
turn. Yon'U remember. ' (To RoperL} 
• Robert. Ay, ay. 

Herman. (Aside.) I'll stay and see it done. My 
mind mlsgivetf me, he may want aasistanoe. 

(AU the robbers go out except German, who 
conceals hinaelf.) 

Florence. What mean their dark looks, and half 
smother'^d speeches, 
Where more the eye interprets than t]»e tongu^, 
And silence is most horrlMe ? 
- ' Robert. My mother's a witch, sure enough. She 
prophesied I should soon turn cut-throat (Aside.) 
Well, youth, you can goess, I suppose, why thoy 
have left us alone ? 

Florence. Indeed, I know not; for no harm I 
hope. 

Roibeii. That X should kill thee. 

Florence. Nay, bnt you will not do it, my good 
fellow. 
What's my offence ? 

Robert. You ne'er offended me. 

Florence. Nor any that ^*oth bear a human form. 
I never wrong'd the smallest living thing, 
Or trod designedly upon % worm ; 
For I was bred to gentleness, and jlcnow 
Nought that bath fleetipg breath* too mean for 

mercy. 
Why seek yon, then, my life, which gone f^m me^ 
Will never add a moiBent>'s bi-eath to yours ? 

Robert. !Peace, boy. 

Florence. Oh ! think upop the horror of the deed. 
Yon have a friend, who knows— perhaps, a parent I 

A father or a mother,— think on them,— ' 

^Twould almost break their hearts to learn yonr 

death 
In nature's conunon course ; how woi^ld they starfr 
To hear you ha(| been elanghjj^r'd in cold blood I 
But if they knew yon were ainnrderer» 
:0h I they would cu rse the hour that gaye yoa hirt^ 
And die (rtark mad with agony. 

Robert, I cannot strike ; he^yil^heri up mj arm. 
Now, then, Til do't. (Aside.) Speak, youth, are yon 
prepared? 

Fkntnee. Ohl i|0; for liS^ is s^eet, deiOh, .ter- 
' rible 
The I9nne8t stoic m^etP it wlt^ ^ vms ; 
How, then, should I, an nnschool'd, sunple boy, 
Look calm at that* which makes t^e i^CNmMt sbn^- 
deiF 

Robert. You must die, yoQt^. 

Fiorenee, Nay, yet you yriM pot do it; 
Tou cannot ; for your cold, relaxing hand 
Lo'S'^ijH its Riipe, and all your liaibfl, too, tremble. 

/. '•trt. l\o\v then. 

F orcinw Niiy, turn not thus j'our head uside, 
I 11 iQ Nvou'd HO how stern the butcher looks 
When ho doth strike the Limb. You tremble still: 
Anil in your eyes twin drops of mercy stand ; 
They fall upon your choek ; 'nay, then yon cannot 

Robert. H«ar me: I liave passed my word to my 
comrades that ypu shall die ,* my band n^y shrink 



fiiine eye may dr6t) a tear. No xiiatier; 'tis past, 

(LifU Jiis hdftd to strike.) 

Florence, Have mercy on my sex— I am a wo- 
man. 

Bodert. A woman! , 

Florence. What hate I 6ald? A thoaght more 
horrible 
Then death runs through me now. 

Robert. To save her would be gredt 

Florence. Ohl 'twould be glorious ! that one sin- 
gle act 
Shall clear thee at the great day of accouat 

Robert. You bave prevailed. 

Fioreacek' And will you save me ? 

Robert. Were ye a man, I couldn't hurt y6u now ; 
for you have made me woman. 

Florence, Tve no fit mean^ to thank you but my 
tears, my warmest prayers. 

Robert. Here is a recompense which those who 
have once felt will wi^nt no other motive to hu- 
manity. But the night wears, my compa!tiiond will 
soon return. Can you trust yourself with an as- 
sassin t 

Florence. Ay, through the world. 

M9bni^ Carney then, I'U guide yon faitiifuUy; 

Herman. You pass not here. 

• (Interpofes,) 

Robert. Herman 1 

iKemiai}. The samei good trusty Bobert 

Robert. Stand by, and let us pass; it is a woman. 

Herman. Were it an angel, What then ? 

Robert. Young, fair, and innocent: nay, look upon 
her; 
Can yon re^ that suppurating eye? 

iftmiaa. Iknowmy quty. 

Robert. Do it, then ; the first duty of our sex is 
to protect the helplessness of hers. Come, come, 
let us pass. . You can't be serious. 

Herman. You'U find me so. 

Robert. Nay, look upon her, Herman. 

Herman, Well . n! . 

Robert. Can neither hpt yputh, hct "bcatrty, hfer 
sex, or ber condition move yon ? 

Herman. Not a step. 

Robert. You are a devil, tlxen. 

Herman, li yon attemi)t to pass, you'll ilhd me 

one- ii . . ■ . ' A . 

Robert. Why, theOt there's left no argument but 
this. 

. . (Drawing his sword.) 

Herman, Which thus I answer. 

Robert, n blood, must be shed, it shall be man's . 
blood. 

Herman. Yours or mine. 

Robert. Come os, then. 
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Aotm. 

SCENE I.— The Cottd&e. 
Enter BOBEET, leading in FLORENCE. 



{Then fight of the stage.) 
the right 



Florence. Now sit upon the righteous sword, just 
heaven, 
And wlnere tbapcMis^m^oi^Bt, give the l)Ower 
Hark I the rude clashing of iheir angry steel 
Gives way to death-like mlence. 

- He-met- BOBEBT. 

Robert. Now theij, lady. , 

Florence. What, is he .dead ? 

Robert. And buried: I have thrown him 
Into the roaring torrent, that must serve 
Both for his §hrQud and knell Think not of him ; 
Me was a wretch without remorse or pity, 
Who bloodily hat& bought a bloody end. 
Gomel 'tis DO time for words. {Exeunt. 



Robert. This is the humble dwelling that I spoke 
of. You may rest here in safety to-iiight, and, to- 
morrow, shape your course as it pleases you. 

Florence. (Luokivg round.) You know tin wo an 
who inhabits here ? 

Robert. Ay, know her well; you'll Arid her a kind 
soul. I would stay with you till she returned • tmt 
I must get back before my comih},d$s, t^ avoid sus- 
picion. Farewell I Should wd meet no mbre^ 
you'll sometimes think of me. 

Florence. Whilst T have 11!& 

Robert. Farewelll 

iBxit. 

Florence. Upon the bleak ind solitary wiftte 
Which my proud father's castle overlooks, 
I've sometimes heard, there dwells a wrcitcted 

woman, 
fcjo deep'iy skilled in potent herbs and flow'rs. 
The wond'rin^ village shun her as a %vltch. 
This must her hovel be ; for, sure, a spot 
Se desolate, and dwelling so unshelter'd, 
Can harbour no one else. 



(A knocking cU tfte door.) 

the ' 



2Vassal. {Without.) Open the door. 
Florence. Hush! I have heard that voice. 
2 Vassal {Without) Nay, open quickly. 
Florence. It Is my father's vassal: shotilcj. he 

know me— 
2 VaKsal {Without.) Still dd you hesitate ? 
Florence. I will assume 
A tone and manner foreign to my nature, 
That so, v^ithoat exposure of myself, 
I may betray the mischief that is h'atching. 

{Opens the door.) 
Enter tHree of the Baron's Vassals. 

What means this violence ? . 

2 VassdU 'Tis well you came, 
Or vve had beat the house about you^ ears. . 

Florence. Thou poor man's tyrant and thou great 
man's slave! . i- - 

Whereif ore this outrage ? The low pe&sanfs Utbh 
Should h& held sapred as the triple bolt , , 
That guards a palace— ay, moresacred,*feljow; 
For high-rais'd mightiness is its own shiela; 
But whq,, if lordly pow'r be first t' invade. 
Shall bftr the poor man's dwelling from oppres- 
. . Bion? 

2 Vassal. We are commanded by our lord the 
Haron . 
To bring before him every living thing, . 
That in this lonely dweHihg we found shoTter'd. 

Florence WeU, sir, you will notsnainQ your lord's 
commands 
By doing them humanely. I attend yok [Exeunt, 

SCENE IL^Outside, of the Bar'dtCs castle. 

Enter BOBEBT. 

Robert. Once more 1 have a moment for reflec- 
tion. Shall I rejtum to tl^ese merciless dogs? Yes, 
my safety requires it. But then, the night's adven- 
ture: to murder a wlio^Ie family in cold blood! 
that I'll |)revent, however. My mother, now doubly 
thanked be her care, taught me the use of letters. 
I have shortly stated here pur horrible design, yet 
interceded for the lives of all {Shoots an arro" ' ' 
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the eoitU.) Bo, speed it well. My heart ACcuBes me 
of treachery; yet there iano alternative. I moat 
either be false to my companions, or a traitor to 
humanity, 

iExU. 

SCENE IIL-'A Room in the CatOe, 
EnUr BABON D£ TBAOY, toith Vattab. 

Baron. You were too tame to let them bear her 
off. 

1 Vaual. My lord, they were too many for us. 
Five, at least, to one : and all completely armed, 
too. 

Baron. Well, 'Us no matter; bring young Ber- 
trandin. 

[Bertrand is brought tn. 
So, sir, your noble pnrpoae has miscarried. 
And 1 have lost the honour you intended 
To fix upon my house. 

Ber. Tou speak, my lord, 
Ab if your daughter's peril touched you not 

Baron, So I be robb'd, what matters who the 
thief? 
Into what viler hands can she have fall'n. 
Than mine own vassal's ? 

Ber* True, I am your vassal. 
And on my body bear some Ul-shap'd scars 
That vouch my services; but chiefly one 
Stamp'd in the bloo Jy field of Hastings^what, 
You do remember 't? — When you were unhorsed. 
Prostrate beneath th* uplifted battle-axe. 
With outstretch d hand, and deprecating eye. 
Bad not your vassal, *twixt descending death 
And you, his forward body iaterpos'd. 
You might have gorg'd the ray'ning vultures 
there. 

Baron, It was thy duty, fellow. 

Ber. Yet the act 
Bo pleased yon, that you call'd me your pre- 
server. 
And breath'd such wanton praises on my valour, 
That I forgot tbe low-born thing I had been. 
Outstretch d my wing, and sought a nobler 

quarry : 
Yon fann'd my young ambition. I became 
The piiz'd companion of your blooming daughter. 
Oft when I won, at tilt or tournament, 
Some hard-earned prize, and laid it at her feet» 
With trembling admiration she surveyed me, 
Breath'd a f oU sigh of joy at my escape ; 
And you applauded. We grew up together: 
Our pastimes, studies, sorrows, joys, hopes, fears, 
Had but one soul ; and what, at first, was frtend- 

Soon ripen'd mto love ; which you enconrag'd. 

Baron. Which I forbade. 

Btr. Your reason? 

Baron, Your low birth. 

Ber. That is, indeed, past cure. 'Tis now too 
late 
To summon back the dust of my progenitors. 
And stamp it with nobility. What then ? 
Am I to bang my head, creep into comers. 
Because my father was a hiud ? I know not 
Why I was pressed into this bustling world ; 
But here I am, and let my deeds proclaim me. 
Our actions are our heralds, and they fix, 
Beyond the date of tombs and epitaphs, 
Benown or infamy. 

Baron. You talk it highly. 



Ber. "iiy lord, you tonch'd me roughly on a 

point 
At whioh tbe poor man's blood is quick to 

kindle. 
To something of more weight: > your daughter, sir, 
Is in the hands of mfflans ; grant me, then, 
Twenty of yoor attendants, nay, but ten, 
Five, or If uey, for a lost daughter's ransom. 
Be thought too great a venture, give me freedom. 
And I alone, ere food shall pass my lips 
Or sleep embrace me, will recover her. 
Or lose myself. 
Banm. we shall not trust your valour. 

Enter First Vaasal. 

1. Yawii. My lord, a stranger from St Guthbert's 
abbey. 

Baron. Ay, I would n>eak with him. Bear ott 
this madman, and guard him strictly. 

Ber. fieaven protect her, then! 

[Exit^ guard d. 

Baron. Stand up, my heart; my shrinking 
nerves, wax firm ! 
For what to this good man I must reveal, 
Will want your full assurance. 

Enter FTTZHABDINGl, ditguued^ emd Attendants 

Take good heed 

That none approach ns. 

(To the Attendant^ vko retires.) 
Welcome, rev'rend father, 
If to the holy Dunstan I address me. 

Fitt. 1 answer to that name. 

Baron. It is a name 
That loud report delights to send abroad 
For endless deeds of saint-like charity ; 
But chiefly has she blazon'd your renown. 
That with an excellence almost divine. 
Yon can blow out from the distracted brain 
The memory of guilt, and chase away 
The frightful apparition of foul deeds. 
Which, unaton'd for, will not be at rest 

Fttz. Ton over-praise my poor abilities, 
Tho' in the holy office you have mention d 
I am not meanly skiU'd. 

Baron. Therein I want. 
Your aid and counsel. 

Fi/t. Then deliver boldly 
The secret cause that preys upon your quiet; 
And fully, too : for in the mind's diseases, 
As in the body's, there be patients. 
Who, by a scant disclosure of their iUs, 
(Either from foolish modesty or pride,) 
Mock the physician's labour. 

Baron. Trust me, father. 
You shall hear all, as fully and distinctly 
As were I now before heav'n'a judgment seat, 
To make confession of the fact 

Fitz. Proceed. 

Baron. You know I am not native of this isle. 
But bora in Normandy. 

Fitz. So I have heard. 

Baron. I wedded there, long sbice, an English 
lady. 
Most rare in her endowments. 

Fitz. You were happy? 

Baron* I should have been so: you must have 
observ'd. 
For yon have deeply read the heart of man, 
A wayward disposition in some natures. 
Out pf the very height of their enjoyments 
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^o breed their dlscobtents; «id make, like devils, 
A hell of paradise. 

Fitz. Alas ! 'tis tme. 

Bar&n. Wen snch a man was I : wonld yoa be- 
lieve it? 
Possese'd of snch a womaii, for no caase 
Bat the excess of ber perfections, 
Compared with my weak merits to deserve them, 
From love's extremest dotage I fell off 
To sadden jealoasy ; in whi.-h dark mood, 
A letter reach'd me, in an unknown hand. 
Containing nanght bnt this : "Look to your wife I" 

FUz, Some villain^ 

BaroH. Yqu ahall hear, and then decide. 
This letter was soon follow'd by another, 
'Which clroomstantially discloe'd my shame. 
And made surmise conviction . pointed out 
The time, when I might find, in mine own cham- 
ber, 
My wife in guilty converse with a lover. 
Think with what pangs I waited for that hour ! 
When, as advis'd, I did surprise my wife 
In secret with a man. 

Fitz. And in your chamber? 

Baron. I stabb'd the woman ; her companion 
fled. 
And in the dtrknees of the night escaped me. 
Betuming quickly back, I found my wife, too. 
Whose wound.though deep was nothing dangerous, 
Had, with our only son, a tMxder infant, 
Fled in most vdld amazement Soon in safety 
Bhe reach'd the nearestsea-port; thence embarking 
For this her native land« they were both wrecked; 
And with the rest of that devoted crew. 
In the wide bosom of the ocean perish'd. 

Fitz. It was a lamentable fate, indeed I 
But where'a your crime in this? Was she not 
guilty ? 

BarotL Nay, she was spotless : that same precious 
villain, 
(For that he was a villain soon was palpable,) 
In a last letter clos'd this scene of horror 
With these eaaphaUc words, which, as I dread 



Were graven on my heart: " Tonr wife was inno- 
cent; 
Yet, Fm but half revenged !'* 

Fitz. But half revenged t 
Some one whom yon had vnrong*d then— 

Baron. It shonld seem so; 
Tet to this hour, by what resentment mov'd. 
Or who the dark contriver of my shame, 
I am most ignorant 

Fitz. That^s strange, indeed I 
A nd could yon never guess ? 

Baron. No, on my soul. 

FUz. Host wonderful! Could yoa remember 
no one. 
Whom by some galling wrongs some deep fixed 

insult, 
Yon had most grievously provok'd? 

Baron. No, never. 

FitM. Ere long I will refresh your memory. 

Baron. 1 never struck but one man to the heart. 
And him I after reoompens'd so nobly. 
That my large bounty salv'd his ilmkling pride, 
And drew out all his enmity. 

Fitz. Indeed! (Aside.) 

Baron. Besides, that man was dead. 

Fttz. Art sure of that ? (A*ideO 

Baron, Or had he been alive, 'twere idle now 



To waste the precious time in wild surmise 

Who was my instigator. Here am I, 

Sole actor of that woeful tragedy; 

Whose strong remembrance like an evil spirit 

In some lone house, usurping all my brain. 

Drives reason from her seat ; aad scares away 

The fellowship of comfortable thoughts. 

To dwell alone in desolate despair. 

Now, I have heard you have a charm for thia, 

That by some sacred and mysterious pow'r. 

You can make clean my fanoy— recreate me. 

What once I wm, a reasonable man, 

Full of the common feelings of my kind. 

Pray with an undogg'd heart; that food ehall 

nourish. 
That I shall hiugh and weep like other men. 
And sleep refresh me, as the dews of heav'n 
Lift up the languid blossoms; in a word— 

Enter ftrst Vassal with an arrow. 

How, fellow, whence this boldness ? 

1 Vassal. Your pardon, my lord; walking near 
the northern tower, I found this arrow. This wo-s 
the feather to it; thinking itcoataioed characters 
that might be of importance, I have broken tliruugU 
your commands to present it 

{Kneeling, pretents the airote.) 

Baron. What have we here ? these look like cha- 
racters — 
Yet not for me to scan : peruse them, father, 
And tell us what they sigoifv. {Oives it to Fitz.) 

1 Vassal. I hope my lord will pardon my pre- 
sumption. 

Baron. Well, wait without, air ; 
Nor dare intrude again till you are call'd for. 

[Exit first Vassal. 

Fitz. Confusion! * {Asidt.) 

Baron. What, a churchman puzzled, too ? 

Fitz. Somewhat perplexed, 1 own: let's try again. 
Oh! now I understand it; 'tis a song, 
A mere love-ballad, that the minstrels chaont 
In every town and village ; a dull ditty, 
And not quite decent for a priest to utter, 
Or for a high-bred Baron to attend to : 
However, if yon wish it, when at leisure 
I will repeat the idle madrigal ; 
But let it not employ this apt occafiiqn 
For our more grave deliberations. 
I have drawn in with an attentive ear 
All you have utter'd: your offence is grfeTOtlB. 

Baron. Ay, father I 

Fitz. But the grace of heav'n is great, 
And for the truly contrite will work wonders. 
Leave me awhile to meditate alone, 
That here, in still communion with myself. 
And cool abstraction from all other objects, 
I may devote my mind entire to yon. 

Baron. Yonll find me in the gallery. 

Fitz. 'Tiswell: 
In the meantime, be sooOi'd with this assoranco, 
I will resolve on something speedily, 
Shall giveyon ease for ever. 

Baron. How ! for ever ? 
So that the bloody image of that deed 
Shall never rise to my remembrance more? 

Fitz, Not even in thy dreams— for death has 
non& {Aside.) 

Baron. Mayheav'n assist your holy contempla- 
tions! lExit. 

Fitz. {Reads.) " Your castle will be this night sup- 
prised; yi)ur8elf, and all that are in it slavghte^ 
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after the tolling of the cnrfew, look to tho Tiovthern 

gate." 

A pretty madrigfti ! The friar— No, no ; 

He wonld have mentlon'd my diB^lse : who then? 

[ do BUBpect that Robert Ho is oik*, 

Whom nature has bo deeply wrotipht with pity, 

That habH cannot harden him to hU'OiV 

'Twaa shrewdly aim'd, hat it has mi.^sVl ihe mark, 

Nor shall perplex me further; ft)r this JUron, 

I hold him in my eye, and, when I pleaso, 

Fast in my grip, I do hut soar aloof, 

(Like the poie'd Tnlture hov'ring o'er his prey,) 

Till baying trackM him beyond human help, 

I may pounce down securely. 



SOENB W.—The Robbery* Caw. 

Etder EOBEBT. 

Robert. So, all's well. I have escaped the track 
of the blood-hounds, though they can't be far off. 
I met an half-stary'd wolf in my way, and slew 
Mm : his blood will give a colour to my story. (A 
whistle TMurd.) Hark I they are at hand. Approach, 
I am prepared. 

enter ABMSTBONO, GONBAD, and other Bobbert^ 

Arm. Well, is it done ? {Robert shews his handj 

Conrad. Ay, this is well 

Arm. Where's the body ? 

Conrad. Come, give us the particulars. 

Robert. 1 led him by discourse, to the cliff that 
OTerhangs the sea— 

Cwrad. What, where I pushed down the bald- 
headed friar, whilst at his prayers, and bid him say 
amen as he descended ? 

R(ibert. The same. As he gazed upon the ele- 
ments, I stabbed him in the back; I heard his body 
dash against the waves, and all again was silent 

Conrad. {Looking round.) Where's Herman ? 

Arm. I missed him soon after our Betting out 
Has no one seen himt 

1 Robber. Not I. 

i Robber. Norf. 

d Robber. Norl 

Conrad. Taking one of his solitary strolls, I sup- 
pose; he generally avoids our companv, lest he 
should catch' the contagion of a little humanity: 
your right bea9t of prey always prowls by himsQif. 

Arm. I wish he may not have fallen into the 
bands of the wolf-hunters. 

Conrad. If he be, there's not a rogue in England 
will do greater justice to the gallows 

Arm. Nor one to whom the gallows will dp 
greater jnatioe. 

Conrcii. I have known him since he was first 
hatohed; he had & trick of killing flies in his 
cradle, which liis mother encouraged, that she 
might not spoil his temper. Before lie -was out of 
swaddling clothes, he wrung off the ne(^k of a fa- 
vourite bml for singhig too loud, and she patted 
bim on the cheek, and faid he had an excellent ear 
for music On being tireeched, he was appointed 
the family-hangman to superannuated dogs, and 
sapemnmerary Mtteos; when a school-boy, he 
would break bounds at the risk of having his back 
flayed, to sfee an execution. As he grew to man- 
hood,' the lust for blood grew with him. till having' 
exhausted his genius in tormenthsg all the other 
animals of th^ creation, he fixed, at lasti on man. 
Bat cOm^ let's to thie armouxy. 



Arm. Anrl every man equip him^lf stoutly, tot 
we shall ;if vo a hot niifht's work. 

Conro'f. And if wo Khoukl bo caught wo shall 
hang, cheek by jowl, like kites on a dove-cote, or 
rats against a l>urn-door. No matter, lads; do 
your duty, and leave the rest to fortune ; though it 
may not be our luck to escape the gallowjs, 'tis at 
least in our power to deserve it and that, to a maa 
of spirit is always some connolatioa Come, to 
the armoury. [Exeunt, 



ACT IV. 

SCENB I— ^ Room in ihe Barotf4 eas(^. 

Enter FITZHABDINO, foUoteed by BABOK DB 
TBAOY. 

Fitx. The place you say is private? 

Baron. Stfll as night 

Fiut. Where sight nor soond, pave of oarselTes 
alone, can find admission r 

Baron. 'Tis an hallow'd spot 
Which I have chosen for'tfaa burial plaeo 
Of all my future saee.— 

Fttz. It will do welL 

Baron. There, when the tarmoU of my braiB Ia 
o'er, 
And all my senseB lie beonmbM in death, 
I shall Bleep soundly.— 

Fitt. Ay, and quickly, too. 

Baron. There too, my wife,— f<v I have raised 
toiler 
As proud a monument as art could fashion,-- 
Instead of the vast ocean's etormy bed, 
Should in the silent confines of cold marble 
Have crumbled quietly. 

Fitt. It is a plaoe. 
Meet for our business. When the bell bath toU'^ 
We will repair to that sequestered spot " * ' 
Where, under heav'n^s attsesting eye alone. 
We will perform a deed,-^whioh being donc^ 
You are a man again. 

Baron. Aecomplish that, 
And name your recompense. 

Fitt. For shame, myloitl ; 
A pious act remuperates itsetf I 
Or, if it did not, my relcard is 1lx*d 
Beyond the utmost reach of bmnan powV 
To give or take away. ^ ■ , ( 

iMusio wilAottlL) 

Baron. What sounds are these? 

FUz. Minstrels, if t may gu«M. 

Enter a YassaL 

VauaL Three vagrant harpers. 
Who carry in their looks long fast and travel, 
Beg for refreshment'and a n^hlTs re^oseL * 

Baron. We are engaged. Go gtte them food 
and drink, 
And speed them on their journey. 

Fitz. Nay, my lord. 
Do not, however weight!^ inclin'd, 
forget flie laws of bds^ttallty : ' 
They are a people, Uartpless Vkt tbe wor8l» 
And often entertainifag ; and th«fy cMUkf,* 
From long establish'd custom, ti theif ehntftr, 
Stiett Entertainment as the truly great "^^ -*■ 
Bestow on hdmWelngelittlty.^^ ^ * 
I pray ^oa give th^m audi^ss^ 
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£aron. £e it sa 

IBxU Vasial. 
Fitz. They aro the only records of the time; 
And many a s&d and merry chronicle, 
Worthy the note of all posterity, 
But for the kindllAg spirit of their strings, 
Would sleep for ever in obliTton. 

EfUerthree robbers diaguittd as Min»tr&i, 

From what country, friends ? 

1 ^tn. From tke north, father. 

FiU. Whither hound? 

1 Min, ]7or that 
We trust to fortune. But the day being spent, 
"We would your debtors be for a night's lodging. 
SnQh minstrelsy as our rude skill can touch 
Shall be our thanks. 

Baron, 'Tis welL We listen to you. 

GLEE.-MTNSTEELS. 

JIark ! t?ie curfew's tolemn soimd 
SUent darkness spreads around; 
Meamy it beats on the lover' i hearty 

WliO leaves, with a sigh, his tale half told. 
The poring monk and his book must pari ; 
And fearful the miser locks, up his gold. 
Now^ whilst labour sleeps, and charmed sorrow. 
O'er the deiop green. 
By the glow-worms light, 
Dance the elves of night, 
Unheard^ unseen. 
Tet where their midnight pranks have been 
The circled turf will betray to-morrow. 

Baron. They have pcrform'd it with no vulgar 
taste or common execution. 

Enter a Vassal. 

Well, what JODw? 

Vassal. The woman whom you sent for Is with- 
out, and waits your further orders. 

Baron. Biing her before ns.— 

iExit Vassal 
Stand back awhile. 

(To the MimtreU.) 
T^aJB argent business speedily despatched, 
Well task you further. 

(The Minstrels retire.) 
'Tis the prophetess, 
Wbom you, no doubt, have heard of. 

FUz, Tho' not giv'n 
To note the fleeting rumours of the time. 
Some strange and wild reports of such a person, 
Have reached our convent. 

Enter MATILDA. 

Baron. Now observe her, then. 
Woman, stand forth, and answer to our charge. 
The miiversal pry is loud against you 
For practised witchcraft The consuming plagues 
Of murrain, bliglit» and mildew, that make vain 
The peasant's labour, blasting his full hopes. 
Are laid to your account; they charge, moreover 
Your skill in noxious herbs, and ev'ry weed 
Of poisonous growth, the teeming earth is rank 

with. 
Fatal to man and beast: that these collecting 
j^ fixe ipU m.0Qn,- w:ith, wicked industry', 
Too do apply to hellish purposes ;— 
To shrink up the sound limb, and, with a toucb. 
Plant wrinkles on the blooming cheek of youth. 
Tills is not all ; they urge most Tehemently, 
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That you usurp the night's solemnity 
For deeds of darkness, horribla to think of! 
That, when the yawning chui'ch-yards vomit forth 
The grisly troops of fiends, that haunt the night, 
Tou have been heard to mutter mischief with 

them, 
Dancing around a pile of dead men's bones 
To your own howung ; and, with hideous yells, 
Invoking curses for the coming day. 
How answer you to this ? 

Matilda. That it is false. 

Fitz. You answer boldly, woman. 

Matilda. Holy father, 
I answer with the voice of innocence. 
That I enjoy the silent hour of night, 
And shun the noisy tumult of the day; 
Prize the pale moon beyond the solar blaze^ 
And choose to meditate while oth^era sleep. 
If these bo crimes, I am most culpable. 
For, from the inmost feeling of my soul, 
I love the awful majesty sublime 
Of nature in her stfllness. To o'erlook, 
Fix'd on some bleak and baiTen promontory, 
The wide, interminable waste of waves ; 
To gaze upon the star-wrought firmament 
Till mine eyes ache with wonder ; these are joys 
I gather undisturb'd. The day s delights 
I am proscrib'd ; and, if I venture forth 
To taste the morning's freshness, I am star'd at 
As one of nature's sti-angest prodigies. 
At my unmoasur'd step, and rude attire, 
The speccliless babe is taught to point the finger; 
Ami uubreech'd urchins hoot me as I pass, 
And drive me to the shelter of my cottage. 
The very dogs are taught to bark at me! 
Bat to your charge ; I am accus'd most wrongly 
Of having both the faculty and will 
T' infest the earth with plagues, and man wiUi sick- 
ness; 
Of holding converse with superior beings. 
Why, what a mockery of sense is this ? 
It is the wildest stuff of folly's dreams, 
That J, possessing super-human pow'r. 
Should thus submit to human agency; . 
And, being brought by your rude vassals here, 
Stand to be judg'd by man 1 

Fitz^ That's shrewdly put. 
This is no common woman. (To the Baron.) 

Baron. Hear her further. 

MatUda. Yet have I not consum'd the lapse of 
. time 
la fruitless musing— something I can do. 
Of mine own pow'r-'-for other I have none,> 
Of which the mention may create a smile, 
A sneering smile of infidel contempt. 
But whose performance would convert yoa all 
Into the bloodless forms of ntarlcg statues. 
Have you a dear, departed relative, 
A buried friend, stiU living i^ your hearts. 
Whom in their earthly and corporeal state 
You would behold again ? 

Baron. Woman, beware I 

MatUda. Thy wife, shall I revive her ? Speak! 

Baron. Away! 

Malilda. Be she in heav'u or hell, t'll bring her 
to thee! 
Scatter'd throughout the ocean, I'll rekuit 
Her sea-bleach'd bones, puc living flesh upon 

them; 
Light up her eyeless sockets with twin stars ; 
Bid, the warm blood rush through her kindUr 
veiny, 
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And her hoArt beat with new-created life : 
A breathing woman she shall stand before thee ; 
And thon, in freezing horror and amazement, 
Uhalt look more like a corse unshrouded. 

FUt. Ntkj, my lord, 
Ton let the wild words of this foolish beldam, 
Take too strong a hold opon yon. 

Matilda. I have promia'd, sir; 
And to the rery height of expectation, 
I will f olfll my pledge. 

Entir a Vassal with FLOBENCE. 

Jiaron. Who haye you there? 

VassaL A lad, whom we found lurking at the 
cottage. 

Fitz. *Ii8 time to end this foolery. 

iAsidi.) 

Baron. Speak, boy: 
What led you to the dwelling of that woman ? 

Florence. I had heard mention of her wondrous 
skill 
Tn dlTination. and I sorely long'd 
To put her to the proof; for I myself 
Can tell of things to come ; command that no one 
iilir from this spot, till I have told my story. 

Filz.. What nan this mean ? {Aside.) My lord, you 
will not hear him ? 
Fe hath confess'd himself to be inspir'd. 
Which, by the tenor of the law, is death. 

Florence. Forbear a moment, I will tell you that 
Shall make your blood start back upon your heart, 
And all your senses pause entranc'd with wonder. 
To-night, to nights 

Jiaron. What will befall to-night ? 

Florence. Nay, at this moment, a foul plot is 
hatching, 
Whose birth will be the death of all thine hoase. 
't ly castle walls, breaking their peaceful silence. 
Ere the cock crow, will shriek to rape and murder. 
I say, this very hour, almost before 
The bell of night breaks off the gossip's tale, 
A fierce banditti will besiege your castle. 
Look to the northern gate, for there they'll enter. 

Fitz. Peace, beardless prophet! I will hearno 
more; 
It is a scandal to my holy office. 
A miserable waste of precious time, 
And an enormous blasphemy against reason, 
To listen to the lunatic oiscourse 
Of this audacious boy. 

Florence. Why, holy father, 
I didn't say thy cloak conceal'd a villain ; 
Tho' saintly outeides sometbnes mask foul heart! ; 
But for those minstrels yonder, yon will find 
Thpy are not what they seem. 

Jiaron. Search them. 

(Theif strip off the Robbers' disguise.) 
Fitz. All's lost I 
Curse on the hag how narrowly she eyes me I 

{Observing JdalUda lookirtg at him.) 

Jifatilla. Some yillain, on my life ? (Aside.) 

Florence. What think you now, sir? (To Fitz.) 
Fitz, I am struck mute with wonder! 

Matilda. With strong guilt (Aside.) 

(They bring foncard the Robbers.) 

Baron. Speak, wretches, or the torture shall 
wring from ye 
Who and what you are. 
1 Rob. Let your prophet tell yon. 'lis bad pol^cy I 



when rogues betray eaeh other; bat he most be ft 
fool. Indeed, that turns evidence against himself. 

2 Rob. That we come npon no charitable design, 
our present appearance speaks: £hat*B iJI the infor- 
mation yoa'll get from me. 

8 Jiob. Or from me. 

Baron. Take them away, and watch them care- 
fully. lExeunt Robbers. 
What have yoo more to tell ntf (2V Ftorence.) 

Florence. Nothing, sir. 

Baron. How! 

Florence. For your safety I have said enongfa. 
Should I more circumstantially relate 
The means which I have possess'd me of this 

•ecret. 
I may betray myself. Urge me no further : 
What I have said will happen. My tir'd spirits 
Have need of rest 

Baron. (To the VassdlsJ Attend, and wait his 
blddhag. 

JPIorenee. One thing I had forgot: amongst the 



That will beset yonr castle, there is one, 
A tall, f^resh-colonr'd youth; bis cnriinjt hair 
Black as the raven; but the truest mark 
That shall denote bim to you, is a scar 
On his right cheek. 

MatUda. My son! 

(Aside.) 

Florence. Upon your lives. 
Touch not a hair of him. As yon would shun 
The pangs of deep contrition, and remorse 
Indelible, have mercy en that youth. 
You shall know more hereafter. 

lExU with Vassals 

Baron Is't not strange? 

(To FUzharding. 

Fitz. Most wonderful !— That may recover all. 

(Aside.) 

Baron. There must be something in it For this 
woman, 
Whom vulgar clamour only hath accused. 
And no particular grievance, she is free. 
Matilda. Touching my skill to raise again the 

dead, I 

Ton shall have full conviction. 
Baron. WeU, to-morrow. 

MatUda. Perhaps to-night I 

This priest and I must have some conference. 

iAsidc-^Exit with Vassals. 

Jiaron. To-night! What can she mean? 

Fitz. Some things I've studied ; 
But I profess not to interpret woman 

Baron. I am confounded with these myste- 
ries. 

Fitz. Why, *tls a night of riddles! Tho' not 
apt 
To trust forebodtng tales of dreaming wizards^ 
And quake myself into an ague-fit. 
When toothless hags have mumbled prophecies, 
I cannot choose but wonder. 

Baron. *Tis most clear 
Some foul play is intended. 

Fitz. I'm afraid so. 

Baron. I'll have these minstrels racked until ths 
truth 
Be forc'd from their keen tort&res. 

/Yto. Hold, my lord I 



Ko donbt they hftye deserved the sharpeBt justice: 
Bat thejr are stobbom villains, men of steel ; 
Who, with cleneh'd teeth, will smile at jonr inflic- 



Or, if they sboald confess, would you believe them ? 
Truth is not to be torn from tortur'd limbs : 
Its dwelling is the heart ; and he who knows 
Deepest to sound the heart, hos found the key to't 
Have you not heard of most abandon'd wretches, 
Desp'rate as savage beasts in their wild courses, 
Dead to all punishment of pain or shame, 
"Who^ in a dark and solitary cell, 
Whence stem reflection will not be shut out, 
And the persuasive rhetoric of the church, 
Have felt compunction creep upon their natures, 
And melting into penitence and shame, ' 
Uubosom'd all their guilt ? Such men are these : 
Leave them to my discretion : presently, 
I'll bring you the full scope of their intents ; 
ur else the wide spread fame I have acquired 
For holy influence o'er the minds of men, 
Is built on no foundation. 

£aron. You shall try them. 

litz. ru touch their conscience to the quick, de- 
pend on't: 
There Is a sacred something here within, 
Whispers a prosperous issue. 

Baron. Speed you welL 
I will but give directions to my vassals, 
And here attend you. 

Fitz. iToa may soon expect me. 

{Exit Daron. 
So constant spirits draw safety from their dangers. 

Banter MATILDA. 

This woman still.— Your business ? I'm hi haste. 

Matilda. No friar art thou. 

Fitz. If not, what is't to thee ? 

Ma'ilda. It is a lonely spot that yon bare chosen 
For a mysterious work. 

Fitz. *Twill suit the purpose. 

MaiUda. A ruffian hour.— What holy purpose 
is't. 
That the sun must not look upon ? 

Fitz. A deed, 
That better suits the winking eye of night. 

Hatilda. Some horrid meanmg lives in those dark 
looks. 
I marked you at th' unmasking of the minstrels : 
It was not mere surprise that shook you througb, 
Jivkt the strong stir of guilty apprehension 
That trembled in the paleness of your cheek, 
And llx'd you horror-struck. 

Fitz. I am their captain. 
Tou know me now—But build not upon that^ 
Your son— 

Jlaiti/a. What of him? 

Fitz. Safe within my gripe 
He pants an easy prey. Observe me well:— 
We hold him on strong grounds, a recreant traitor 
To this night's enterprise; which, if it fail— 
)f by design or chance (no matter which) 
Aught lights on me untoward to my hopes, 
fie dies on the instant 

Matilda. Heavenly powers protect him I 

Fitz, It works as 1 could wish. (Ande.) There- 
fore, be wise. 
A B for this foolish baron and his fate, 
*T:b not within the compass of thy spells t 
For vaMily seeking to enfranchise him, 
You wiJl yourft'lf cntaualo. Keep aloof; 
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tlome to your hovel and your housewif ry ; 
And when the bell of night has toll'd his summons. 
Keep not abroad : there will be mischief stirring; 
Which 'twill behove thee better to avoid 
Than pry into. 

Thy son, remember, he but draws his breath 
Whilst I walk harmless. Homo, and be arlvis'd. 

IJSxeunt, 



AOT V. 

SCENE L^The dark part of the Forest. The Curfew 
is heard tolling in the distance. 

Enter ABMSTBONG, CONBAD, anda Robber, 

Arm. All's dark as pitch. 

Rob. And atill as death. Yon may hear the fall- 
ing of a leaf. As we passed the gallows of Bodol- 
pbo^ methonght he mattered vengeance. 

Arm. Ay, lads, for his sake give no quarter. Re- 
member they ue Normans who have spoiled us of 
our inheritance, and chased us into this forest, 
where, like wolves, they have set a price upon our 
heads. 

Conrad. That's out of compliment to our under- 
standings : 'tis not every man's head that will bear 
to have a price set upon iu 

Arm. Are we worried like beasts, and shall we 
not turn upon our hunters? Remember, I say, 
they are Normans, and spare not 

Conrad. Right, noble commander I If, after to- 
morrow's sunrise, a flea be seen to hop in the 
castle, or there be left life in an uohatched egg, 
'twill be a slovenly performance. 

Ann. Harkl Who comes? 

1 Rob. ( Wil/iout.) Nay, answer you. 

Arm. Oswald? 

Enitr the three Robbers from the Castle. 

1 Rob. The same. Well met, lads. 

Arm. Have you been discovered, then ? 

1 Rob. Yes ; but the captain remains snug, and 
will redeem everything. The bell has gone; the 
whole village lies in a profound sleep ; the Baron 
is lulled into security, and our game is a sure one. 
Follow me, and you shall learn thereat as we pro- 
ceed. 

Arm. On, then, {Exemt 



SCENE II.— il Chapel, in the midst of which appear* 
a tomb. 

Enter BARON DE TRACY and FITZHABDINa 

Baron. This is the place. 

Fitz. Are we secure from interruption t 

Baron. None, on their Uves, dare enter. 

Fitz. It is well. 
The silent mehmcholy of this spot 
Win suit our ceremony. 

Baron. And the moon. 
When from the clouds which now oppress her 

brightness. 
She breaks into fall mnjesty again. 
Will shed a solonm lustre o'rr our purpose. 

Fitx. We noefl uot wnir for her. 

Baron. Now, tlion, uufuld . 
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Wby with each mystic preparation. 

At this dark hoar and npfreqaeoted Bpot, 

We are alone together ? 

Fitx. Can you doubt? 
Your crime was murder ; and it has been said, 
" Blood will have blood !" 

Baron, What mean yon? 

Fitz. Such a deed 
Cries for no common penance : whining pray'rs, 
Belf-castlgation ; wasting abstinence ; 
A gallbsg pilgrimage ronnd the world ; 
Your wealth, whilst living, all consum'd in alms; 
Or left when dead, to raise up hospitals : 
Tliese things will not absolve you from an act, 
Which has but one atonom<»t. 

Baron. Name it 

Fitt, Death! 

{Discoven himself.) 

Baron. Hal^What art thou? Some villain in 

disguise ? 
Fitz. Stir not, nor raise thy voice ; 'twill be thy 
knell. 
Has time defac'd me with so rude a hand, 
That you have forgot me ? 
Baron. Speak! who are you f 
Fill. D'ye know me now ? 

(Stripping Jiis arm.) 

Baron. Fitzharding, and alive ? 

Fitg. I am no apparition. Look again ! 
If your eyes doubt it, you shall feel me soon. 
The woman promis'd you to raise the dead ; 
I have performed it 

Baron. Wonder-working pow'rs ! 
Yet wherefore do we meet as enemies ? 

Fitz. Wherefore? 
I think thou art the self-same man. 
Who, some time since, in Normandy, a valiant 

troop 
Commapded ; into which, being then a boy, 
Id a wild fit of spleen, I madly enter'd, 
And of the meanest soldier bote the toil 
In angry mood, oaoe, publicly thou gav*st me 
borne sharp rebuke, which I as sharply answer'd ; 
For this, didst thou condemn me to be branded 
As the raoBt common feh>n, with a spirit 
Unworthy of a Boldier-~nay, a maa~ 
A sullen, savage eenauality 
Of vengeance. In the pubUo market-place, 
]3etieath the full blaze of a mid-day sun. 
Where all the scum and rabble of the place, 
By ling'ring preparation, were collected 
To make their vulgar comments : there it wao 
TiuF! badpre of infamy was fix'd upon me ! 

liaro'i. It was a galling wrong: but thou forgav'st 
it 

Fitz. I seemingly forgave it Thoubeliev'stme; 
Ai d when thou held'st me to j^by cred'loua breast, 
I did not sljungle thee. We dniok together, 
And B'ill I mix d no poison with thy wine. 
Alone, at midulght o'er a dreary hoath 
Have we pass'd ; on the ezLremest verge 
Of a sea-impending cliff, yet I abstained. 
A^k me why, thus so often strangely tempted, 
I have withheld the blow ? 'Twas not {n mercy. 
Hty, was not this an honourable scar 

(Stripping his ann.) 
To stamp upon a young and gallant soldier ? 
hame which on my body is so flx'd, 
I^must be half rotted In my grave 



Ere death can caocelit.—Ihi>Q thonghVrt me dead, 

And 80 1 was to all but my revenge. 

The man whom thou did'st iliid in thy wife's cham- •• 

ber, 
Was I ! The liters sent to thee were mine ; 
And often, under terrible aQi lotion, 
When thou hast bow'd to keavea'a mysteriona 

chiding. 
This arm, like thunder from a cloud, has reach'd 

thee. 
Baron. And are yon not content? 
Fitt. Nojotappeas'dl 
Tho' I should kill thee with extremeat torture. 
To 'suage the burning thirst of my revenge ; 
Drink thy blood life-waim; tear those trembling 



And scatter them as whirlwinds strew the dust ; 
'Mid the triumphant imntings of my aoul, 
Veogeance would ireop to think thy pangs ivere 

mortal 
Think'st thou thy life (for thou must quickly die) 
Will make me reparation ? 

Baron. Spare it, then. 

Fitz. Thou hast no reasonable hope for mercy; 
Thou canst not have ; for when on my behalf , 
Petitions throng'd, thou, with a sneer, replied, 
' He shall have justice 1' Justice, then, overtake thee. 

Baron. Helpl Murder! Villain I Help! 

(He is pursued by FitzIiarding.'^MatHdib 
from the tomb, interposes bsttceen them.) 

fitz. What art thou? Speak! 
The real existence of a living woman : 
Or but the mind's creation of a form. 
That night and this occasion conjure up. 
To frignt me from my steady resolution? 
It has no human faculty of speech ; 
And cannot from that attitude relax, 
To which 'tis spell-bound. 

(She strikes te&h her foot^ and some of the 
Vassals enter.) I 

Foil'd at last! 
And by a woman ! 

Matilda. Seise on tiiat ruffian, and oonvey him 
hence. 

Fitz. Well, well, the night's not over! 

(The VassaJs hear him off.) 
Matilda. Yetamaz'd? 

(To the Baron.) 

Baron. My flesh creeps still, and my nncurdUug 

blood I 

Slowly and fearfully resumes its functions. 
Whate'er thou art, mortal or blessed spirit» I 

Thy voice familiar doth proclaim the first ; 
But the strange apparition of that form. 
Almost persuades the other ; wbowUhin 
The sanctuary of that hallow 'd spot entomb d thee, 
That, at the very crisis of my fate, 
Thou should'st burst forth, in terrible array, 
To stagger resolato murder, and make reel 
Destruction back upon itself ? 

Matilda. Survey me. 
I am the very substance of that form, 
Whose apparition l do only feign. 
The woman, whom you leaiM; expect to meet; 
That once you dearly lov'd, now deeply monm; 
That you would most desire, yet least dare hope for i 
Now stands before you. 
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among so many sinking 
bouIb" 
One shoald be sav'd? 

Baron. Bemembrance steals upon me : 
The look, the voice— Yes, yes ; thoa art my wife ! 
Ad9 the wild waves were merciful. 

Matilda. Speak for me. 
The silent rapture of these starting tears, 
nese arms, that eager open to enfold tbee. 
And clasp thee with more transport to my heart 
Than from the rowing sea^ theyanatch'd our child. 

(JTisp embrace.) 

Baron. This la to livo anew ! Onr son snrTlyes 

too? 
Matilda. He lives, bnt-. 
Bjiron. What? Proceed— 

Enter Vassal 

The matter, sir. 

Vassal. Hv lord, the castle is attack'd, 

Matilda. Fear nothing: 
I have prepar'd your vassals to receive them,. 

Baron, I will myself among them ; in the mean- 
time. 
Within the friendly covert of the tomb, 
Best yon Becnr'd, till the rude conflict's past 

Matilda. That mnst not be; I wlU along with 
you; 
For what remains to do, may want my help. 

Baron. Come, let us on, then. lExeunt. 



SCENE SIl^An Apartment in the Castle. 

A tkirmisk betwsen the VauaU and the Ri6f>bers,'uiho 
are driven hack and pursued. 

Enter BOBEBT, pursued by BABON DB TBACT. 

Baron, Then yield thee, villain I 

{Tke9 figU. Robert is overcome^ <xnd faUs. 
The Baron is on the point of killing Aim* 
vhen MATILDA enters.) 

MatUda, Forbear! it is thy son I 

Robert. My father! 

Baron. HolypowVa! 

MatOda. Disown him not: 
Tho* he appear in this rude character, 
He is no reprobate conflrm'd. 

Baron. My son ! {Thty embrace.) 

Robert. In this the hand of heav'n is most mirac- 

olOQSl 

Had I ne'er f all'n into this deep disgrace, 
Destmction wonld, ere this, have whelm'd yoa all 
The arrow, which I shot into the castl e 

Baron. Wei), what of that ? 

Robert. It bore the f oU intent 
Of onr dark enterprise. 

Boron. Indeed! 

Robert Most truly. 

Baron. Why, then, the priest's confusion is un« 
riddled! {Aside.) 

It was weU meant; but, by a subtle turn. 
Which yoa shall know hereafter, mlss'd its object 
But see^ oor prisoners— 
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Thou unhappy man I {To FUzharding,) 

Who, by thine own deep malice, art betray'd, 
What answer wilt.tUou make' to justice? 

Fitz. None: 
For nothing of my purpose, but it's failure. 
Do I repent 

Baron. Wilt live, and be my friend ? 

Fits. Never! whilst I can die thine enemy. 
What you have made me, still expect to find me : 
A man, struck from the common roll of men; 
Exii'd from all society ; stamp'd like Cain, 
To wander savage and forlorn : why, then, 
Bevenge be still my solitary comfort; 
By darkness and by daylight, my companion. 
My food, my sleep, my study, and my pastime ; 
Pulse of my heart, and life of all my being : 
For till you can divorce me from myself, 
Or put another soul into this body. 
Yon may as soon enthrone the fires of heav'n. 
Or shake the rooted earth from ite foundation, 
As alter me. Your friendship I disdain ; 
Despise your pow'r. My life I value not : 
For when you stabb'd my fame, you murder'd that 
Which honourable men call life,— the glow . 
Of young ambition ; the high-swelling hope 
Of present glory, and renown Immortal. 
Beauty's soui-thiiliing smile, the social joys 
Of kindling friendship. Out upon this softness! 
Come, lead me to the solace of a dungeon. 
Where I may curse him privately. [Exit. 

Matilda. Howflx'd 
And unrelenting in his enmity! 

Baron. He may be wrought on yet But for tiie 
rest- 
To-morrow we will speak to them again. 

[Exeunt Robbers and Vassalr 

Bertrand, your hand, I thank you for this service, 
Which shall not lack requital. 

Enter FLOBENCE, 

My deliverer? 

Florense. Am I a babbler now ?'a prating wimdf 
Is fire or miry pool to be my portion ? 

Baron, Look round my wide domain with oarioiu 
eye; 
Whatever is most predons in thy sigh^ 
There pause, and ask it boldly. 

Florence. Oh, beware, sir; 
My wishes may be wilder than the dreams 
Of doting avarice. I may demand 
This princely habitation ; or, perhaps— 

Baron. Ask what you wlU, by holy heaYli I 
swear. 
It shall be granted freely. 

Florence. Then I fix 
On this your humble vassal 
Here I kneel {Tales Bertrem^s hand,} 

And beg a father's, and (for I have heard 
The strange and tender tale) a mother's blessing. 

Baron^ Florence I 

Florence. It is, indeed, sir. 

Baron. Bise, my girl! 
Let me, in my daughter, clasp my preserver. 

Florence. Your child was your preserver; batnol 
I sir. 
Being made pris'ner by that rude banditti, 
I was deliver'd to my brother's hands 

or sacrifice; but inly toach'd with pity, 
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Ab if inttlnctlTA luUnre lield IiIb hand, 
He brought ine thro* the dangers of the forest, 
Safe from that horrid cavern : there it was 
I learnt to be a prophet 

Baron. Still new wonders; 
The sister by the brother's hand preeenr'd, 



The hnsband by the wJfe^s t ts there agght else f 



Or, have we reached, at length, the farthest maze 
Of this eventful night? Come, let os in, then ; 
And, as we shake amazement from our senses. 
Discourse more fully on these prodigies. 

iExetuti 



EVERY MAN IN HIS HUMOUR, 

A COMEDY, IN FIVE ACTS. 

ALTERED FROM BEN J0N80N, BY DAVID GARRICIL 



y^... 




DownrigM.^** Dbaw, cofsy, ob I'll tbsash tou. *— ile( iv, tosM 2. 



^ttrs0tts ^ejresenteb* 



Justice GLEiflniT. 
Gaftaih Bobadcl. 

KlTBLT. 

JdASTXB StIPHEIT. 



Master Matthew. 


DoWNBICtnT. 


1 FORMAt- 


Kno'wbjx. 


Wkllbiiko. 


1 Dame Kitelt. 


YouNo Kko'wbll. 


Gash. 


1 Bbidqex. 
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ACT I. 



SCENE L— -4 Court-yard h^ort Kno'toeWs house. 
Enter KNO'WELL and BBAINWOBM. 

Kfw, A goodly day toward, and a fresh moming, 
Brainworm, 
JmXl up young master. Bid him rise, sir. 
Cell him I have some business to employ him. 

Mrain. I ^qfill, sir, presently. 

Ijino. But hear you, sirrah, 

Na 29.— TBB BsinsH DBiHA. 



If he be at his book, disturb him not 

Brain. Well, sir. [JSxit. 

Kno. How happy, yet, should I esteem myself, 
Could I, by any practice, wean the boy 
From one -vain course of study he affects! 
He is a scholar, if a man may trust 
The liberal voice of fame in her report, 
Of good account in both our universities: 
Either of which have favoured him with grac«9t 
But their indulgence must not spring in, me 
A fond opinion, that he cannot err 
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EVEBT MAN 
Enter WiSTEB STEPHEN. 



Cousin Step)i«i^ 

What newB wftl yoa, ||»at yon are hew bo ^rly ? 

Step, Nothhig; but e'en come to see how you do, 
uncle 

Kno. That's kindly done ; yen $m welcome, cos. 

Step. Ay, I know that, sir: I would not ha' come 
else. Hov do* roy cousin Edward, uncle? . 

XhoyOYI, Wen; Mz; to m tfnd see; I doubt he be 
scarcely stirring yet 

Step. Uncle, afore I go in, can yon tell me an' he 
have e'er a book of the sciences of hawking and 
hunting ? I would fain borrow it 

Kno. Why, I hope you will not a-hawking now, 
will you ? 

" p I'll practise against the next 
kight me a hawk, and a hood, 
.Hick nothing but a book to 



IN HIS HUMOUB. 

SfTv. Good Master Stephen, so you may, sir, at 
your pleasure. 

StepJ And BO I would, olr, good iny sancy com- 
panlota, fltn' yon were out o*my uiicle*B ground, T can 
tell yon ; though I do not stand apon my gentility, 
neither to'ti 

Knc. Cousin, cousin I will this ne'er be left? 

Step. WboresoQ, base feljowl A mec^Lauical 
serving ma&t By t&fli cudgel, ind ^Iwvr^ net for 
shame, I would— 

Kno. What would yoa do, yoa peremptory 
gun? 
If you cannot be quiet, get you hence. 
You see the honest man demeans himself 
Modestly towards you, giving no reply 



Step. No wi 
year, uncle. ' 
and bells, i 
keep it by. 

Kno. Oh, 



-^_ ridionlous! 

8tey. May, look yoa now, you are angry, uncle. 
^1^7^ 7<tt lQM>w, an* a mui have not skill in tne 
hawkl&jrWcl jj„^ *.--.-_--, ^ now-a-days, I'U 
not give atpsn ib^v ^re more studied, 

than tl^eJEMek i^etll a. ^ W h at, do you taUk 

^'^^ l!W<^ ' ^ Uo^^i^a-'ti, I shaU ke^ 

compAoy^miti uvii-f- tut cdt]£eij:ii A fine jest, 
i'fatta 1 Sliol ^ g ftp Uemao mu ii .'.Ij ow himself like 
a gentleman Vtl<:U\ I pray yvu, tit) not angry. I 
know yrhMlhi . I trow : I n.m no novice. 

Kno. Tbiu'are j^^l, absurd coxcomb! go 

Nay, neTeflookjB^. 
Take*ti$you W 



Ime, it's I that speak. 
CWlTli pot flattery 
luMipfjihf enow^ to waste 



flatter yon. 
ow, to wast 
iftve left you, but you 



Go east yo&il&Dneyaway on a kite. 

And know ndHiow to keep it, when you've done ? 

So, now you*re told on it, yon look another way. 

Step. What vould you ha' me do ? 

Kno, What would I have you do? I'll te^yoii, 
kinsttian; 
Leam to be wise, and practise ho^ to Jt|irive ; 
That would I have thee 40 ; ftnd noi to^nd 
Yoar coin o^ every bauble that ytni fancy, 
Or every foclish brfi,^i tluU humours ^p. 
Who comes iie|p; 

Enter a Servant 

Serv, SaveyoUtKWttiTpfnl 

St^. Nay, we do not stand much on our gen- 
tility, friend ; yet, you are welcome; and I assure 
yon, mine uncle here is a man of a thousand a- 
year, Middlesex land : he has but (me son in all 
the world ; I am his next heir at the common law. 
Master Stephen, as sii^ple as I stand here ; if my 
cousin die as there's hopes he will, I have a pretijty 
living o* my own, too, Reside, hard by here. 

Serv. In good time, sir, 

Stn>. In good time, sir I Why? And in very 
good time, sir. Ton do not flout, friend, do you ? 

Serv. Not I, sir. 

Step. Not you, sir! You were not best, sir; an' 
you should, here be them can perceive it, and that 
quickly, too. Goto! And they can give it again 
soundly, too, an' need be. 

Serv. Why, sir, let this satisfy you : good faith, I 
had no Such intent. 

Step. Sir, an'Iihooprhtyouhad, I would talk with 
you, and that prestiitJy. 



To v9or unseason'd, qawrelimg, mde fashions 
An| #iiU yon huff n, wiOi a khid of carriage 
Ab tdU of wit as of iranratfly. 
Go, ^f iron in ; 'fore heavaft ! I am aeham'd 
ThQu &ttt a kinsmaa'd Ipte^s^ fit mei 

^^ *. - . ' TExUStep. 

hoS-^^?""' ^^ f^' » »ff ^^' ^^'^*"'" 
" Kno: Yes marry, l^t^ rfr. 

Serb. I shoold Inqune Tor a {(^tleman here, one 
MMter ^mrd Eno'wcU. Do fim Idiow any sudi, 
tir, I pit^Tbu ? 

Kno. I should forget mvself else, air. 



Berv. Are you 
sir, I was 
rode out at 
letter, sirf 

Kno. To 
friend, 
gentleman's 

Berv. One Umtf 

^no. imtS'^i 
^enot? "* 




intieman? 'Cry voar mercy, 
a gentleman i^ uie city, as I 
the town to deliver yoo this 

,) » To his meet selected 
lO'welL" What might tho 
that sent it? 

.8i^. 
^ A yonng genUeman, is 



' $erv. The same, sir; Ma^r Eitely married hiB 
sister : ^e rjidh merehapf jnpe Old^ewry. 
Alio, ^a tey very tmet • ^rafaiworm I 

^e^<«r BB^WOBM. 

Brain, Slrf ' 

Kfio. ^^6 this honest friend ^Oislk here. Pray 
you, go in. 

iSxituU firain. a$td Serf, 
1^ Jetler is directed, sir, tdmyttm : 
Ym I am Edward Eno'welT^o, and may. 
With the safe conscience of good manners, nse 
The fellow's error to my satisfaction. 
Well, ImUXbofOiii Cipe; ai*men are cariooa 
What's this? 

(Reads.) 

" Why, Ned, I beseech thee, hast thoa forsworn all 
thy friends in the Old-jewry ? or dost thoa thfaik ns 
aU Jews that inhabit there? I«av» thy vigiialit 
father alone, to number olver 1^^ green apcieo^ 
evening and morning, o'th0 north-west widl : an* I 
had been his son, I had sated him tM Mxmr long 
since ; if taking in all the young wenches that pass 
by, at the back door, and coddling every kernel of 
the fruit for 'em would ha' served. But, pr'ythee, 
come over to me quickly this mwning : I havesocli 
a present for thee. One is a rhymer, sir, oVour own 
batch, your own leaven; but doth liiink himself 
poet-major o'the town; willing to be sl^ewn,aDd 
worthy to be seen. The other— 1 will not venture 
his dPBCTlption with you till yoU com^ because I 
would ha' you make hither wfth an appetite. If 
ihe worst of 'erii be not worth j^oift' jotitiiey, draw 

your bill of charges (is unconscib^^b)^ as any 



EVEBt MAH tN HIS fiUMOTJB. 
Qnildludl verdict will giw it yon, and yon BhaJl be 
allowed your Tiatieam. From fbe Windmill." 

Trom the Bordello, it ihi|^bt come ad went 
The Spital! Is this the man, 
Uy Bon hath uvng ao, for the hAppiest wit, 
The choicest brain, the times hath sent ns forth ? 
I know not what be may be in the arts, 
If or what in schools ; but, surely, for his man- 
ners^ 
I.lnd^e bim a profane and dissolute wretch. 
Braifiwofln I 



Uffa 



BBAINWOBM. 



Kno. Is the fellow gone 
letter? 



that brought this 



JroM. Yea, all*, aprettsr while sii^pfi. 
Knd. And ^hefeifyoitr young uabterr 
^oin. In his chamber, sir. 
fno. He spake not with the fellow, did he f 
Brain. Ko, ahr, he saw him not 
Kno. T&ke yon this letter, seal tt, and deliver 
it to my son; 
Bot with no notice that I hare <$p^*d it, on yonr 
life. 
Brain. Oh, lord! bir, that r:«re a Jest, in- 
deed I 
JSjia I am i^olT'd I will not stop his Jour- 
ney; 
Vot practise any violent means te stay 
Tlie onbridled cou'se of yonth in him : for that, 
Bestrained, grows more impatient. 
There is a way of winning more by love. 
And urging of the modesty, than fear : 
Force works on servile natures, not the free : 
He, that's compeird to goodness may be good: 
Bnt 'tis but for that Qt: where others, drawn 
^ softness and example, get a habit, 
Theia if they stray, but warn 'em : and the 

same 
Tliey would for virtue do, they'll do for ahama 

IBxeunt. 



SOENE n.— rotttt^ Kno'wars Study. 

Enttr YOUKG ENO'WSIX «fid BBAXNWOBll 

r«Mi^ jr. Bid he open It^ say^st tiion ? 

Brtrin. Tee, o*lny word, air, and iread the eon- 



• I'SMMQrjr. Thai's 'bad. WhM countenance, pray 
thee, mad^ he i'the reading of it ? "Wts he angry 
or pleased^ 

Brair). Nay, sir, I ftaw hiffi hot read It, nor open 
Ul i MBU^e your worship. 

TwngK. No I how fiko^'bt thou, <h6n,Chathe 
did either? 

Braifk Marry, sir, beeauM he charged tte, on 
my |$fe, to tell nobody that he opened it : whi<di, 
tmless he had done, he would neter fear to haye it 
revealed. 

Twnf K, That's «rde ; ^ell, I thank thee, Bifthi- 
worm. 

lEieit, 

4Snter UASTSIt STEPHEN. 

fiUpi Ob,Bra&w6An^. didtft thou not see ifellQw 
here in a what-«h6*-ca1I-hbn <loub1et? He OTOnght 
mine HUsAb * iMWr, e'en now. 

Brain. Tes, Maater Stephen, what of him f 



Btni' Oht I iia' such a mind «o beat him— whera 
ia he? canst tboateU? . 

Brain. Faithl he la not of thatmind: heiscoBeu 
Master Stephen. . . 

Step. Gone I Whicbway? When went h«? HoiT 
longsinc^? 

Brain. He ia rid hence. He took korMjkt tha 
8treet<dQor. 

Step. And I staid i' the f elda! Whoresctme, Seanr 
derbeg rogue 1 Oh I that I had but a horfle to fetch 
him back again I 

Brain, ^ly, yon may ha* my maater'a geiding tQ 
save your longing, air. 

Step. But I have no boeta, thalTa tfatt s^ ob% 

Brails Woi a fine whiflp of hay^ roUed hild. 
Master Stephen. - "^ •" ^ 

31^. ^o^ faithl iC*s ao boat to foiniwJtim votr; 
lethinie'en JO and hang.. Pr'ythee^ Kelplto tmat 
mealttUe, Ha- does so Tex me— « 

Braim. You'll be waive vexed whea yon aw 
tmsaed, Maatar Stephen ; beat keep unbraced, asA 
walk yourself till yon be cold, yotv oholer ma» 
founder yon ^aa. 

atn^ 'Bj my faith, and ao I wil], mow tbon teiralt 
me m\ How doat thou Uke my leg, Brainworm t 

Brain. A Tfty goQd leg, Master Stephen; bB« 
the woollen stooiEing doea not Commend it ao welt 

St^. Fohl the stockings be good enough, now 
simmer ia ooming on, for the dust : I'U have a pair 
ofaiUt againat the winter, that I go to dwell i' the 
town. I think my leg would shew in a silk hose. 

Brain. Believe me, maater Stephen, rarely wett 

jSHep. In sadneea, I think it would; I have a rea- 
sonable good leg. 

BraSn. You have an exoeUent good leg, Master 
Stephen ; but I oannot stay to ptalae It longer new ; 
I am very sorry for't {Bxit. 

Step. Another time will terve, Brainworm, Qra- 
meiey, for thia. 

lU-enter YOUNG KNO'WELE. 

Young K. Ha. ha, ha! 

8t^. 'Slidl I hojpe he laughs not at vii\ te'he 
do— M«ufe.) 

Young K.. Hera was a feiler, Ihdeed, to be inter- 
cepted by a man's father ! He cannot bnt think 
most-Tirtnoufily both oftala and the s^hder^ sure, 
that make the oavefnl ooeter-monger of him in our 
familiar epistles. I wish I knew the end of it. 
which now ia doubtful, and threatens—'Whal^ mv 
wise cousin ? Nay, then FU furnish our fMat With 
one gull more toward the mesa He writes to me 
of a brace, and here's one, that'a three ; oh ! fbr a 
fourth I Fortune, ft dver thou'lt use thhEie eyes, I en- 
treat thee— MMVie.) 

Sttp. Ohi now I see vtrhb he laughs at. Ha 
langfaa at eomebody in that letter. By this good 
light, an' he had laughed at mB—{AHdt) 

Young K. How now, cousin Stephen, melaneholy ? 

0(9. Tes, a Uttle. t thought yon had laughbd at 
me, cousin. 

Young K. Why, what tA' I had, eo^ what would 
you ha' done? 

Step. By this light, I wOdM ha' \fi\A mine uncle. 

Young K. ITay, If you tirould ha' fold your imolei I 
did laugh at you, eos. 

Step. Did you, indeed 9 
- r^t^flrJT. Yes,bQ[deM. 

St^. Why, then— 

Young K. What then? 

Sl$p. I am satisfied; itis s«dff6leflfL 

Young K. Why» be so, gentle goi. And Ipraj 
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IJVfittY MAN IN HIS HUMOUB. 



yon,' let me entreat a conrteny of yon. I •m sent 
for this morning, by « friend 1' the Old-Jewry, to 
come to him ; it's bnt crossing oyer the fields to 
Moorgate: will yon bear me company? I protest 
It is not to draw you into bond, or any plot against 
the state, eos. 

Step. Sir, that's all one, an"twere; yon shall 
command me twice so far as Moorgate to do yon 
goed in snch a matter. Do you think I would 
leaTcyonf I protest— 

Young K, No, no, you shall not protest, coz. 

;SKep. By my fackinsl but I will, by your leave; 
ni protest more to my friend than I'U speak of at 
this time. 

TomgK. Ton speak very well, cos. 

Step. Nay, not so, neither ; you shall pardon me : 
bnt I speak to serre my turn. 

Taung K. Your turn, cozt Do yon know what 
yon say? A gentleman of your sort, parts, car- 
riage, and estimation, to talk o' yonr turn i' this 
eompany, and to me alone, like a water-bearor at a 
oondnit! Gome, come, wrong not the quality of 
yonr desert with looking downward, cok; but hold 
up your head so ; and let the idea of what you are, 
be ponrtrayed i' yonr face, that men may read T 
your phyaiognomy,—*'here, within this place. Is to 
be seen, the true and accomplished monster,** or 
*' miracle of natnre," which is all one. What think 
yon of this, coz? 

Step. Why, I do think of it; and I will be more 
proud, and melancholy, and gentleman-like, than I 
nave been, 111 assure you. 

Yotmg K. Why, that's resolute, Master Stephen ! 
Now, if I can bat hold him up to his height, as it is 
happily begun, it will do well for a suburb humour : 
we may hap have a match with the city, and play 
him for forty pounds. {Aside.) Oome, coz. 

Step. I'll follow yon.' 

Young K. Follow me I yon must go before. 

Step. Nay, an' I must, I wUL Pray you, show 
me, good cousin. lExeunt 



SCENE IIL— 2^ Street before Cob't house. 

£M«rHASTEB MATTHEW. 

Mat, I tkink this be tiie house. What, hoat 
Enter COB, fiym the houee. 

Cob. Who's there? Oh! Maater Matthew, gl' 
yonr worship good morrow. 

Mat. What, Cob} How dost thon, good Cob? 
Dost thou inhabit here, Cob ? 

Cob, Ay, sir; I and my lineage ha' kept a poor 
house here in our days. 

Mat. Cob^ canst thon ishew me of a gentleman, 
one Captain Bobadil, where his lodging is ? 

Cob. Oh I my guest, sir, you mean. 

Mat. Thy guest, alas!— Ha, ha! 

Cob. Why do you laugh, sir? do yon not mean 
Captain Bobadil? 

Mat. Cobt pray thee, adYlse thyself well ; do not 
wrong the gentleman and thyself too. I dare be 
sworn, he scorns thy house. He I he lodge in such 
ft base, obscure place as thy house ! Tut I I know 
his disposition so well, he would not lie in thy bed. 
if thouMst gi' it him. ' ^ 

Cob. I will \iot giye it him, though, sir. Mass ! 
I thought somewhat was in't, we oould not get him 
to bed all night. Well, sir, though he lie not o* 
my bed, he lies o' my bench. An't pleaiw you to go 



up, sir yon shall find him with two coshions nndef 
fats head, and his cloak wrapped about him, ai' 
though he had neither won nor lost; and yet, I 
warrant, he ne'er cast better in his life, than he has 
done to-night 

Mat. Why, was he drunk? 

Cob. Drunk, sir, you hear not me say so. Per- 
haps he swallowed a tavern-token, or some such 
device, sir ; I have nothing to do withal. I deal 
with water, and not with wine. Qi' ixw my bucket 
there, hoa! God b'wi'you, sir, it's Six o'clock; I 
should ha' carried two turns by this. What, hoa I 
my stopple, oomel 

Mat. Lie in a, watar^beanr's faonae! A gentle- 
man of his havings ! well, I'll tell him my mind. 

(^Aiide.) 

Enter TIR 

Cob. What, Tib, shew this gentleman up to the 
Captain. 

(Tib shews Master Matthew into the house.) 
You should ha* some now, would take this Mr. 
Matthew to be a gentleman at the least His father 
is an honest man, a worshipful fishmonger, and so 
forth ; and now does he creep and wriggle into ac- 
quaintance with all the brave gallants about the 
town, such as my guest is. Oh I my guest is a fine 
man! he does swear tiie legiblest of any man 
christened : by Saint Georgd— the foot of Pharaoh 
^the body of me—as I am a gentleman and a 
soldier— such dainty oaths! And, withal, he does 
take this same filthy roguish tobacco, the finest and 
cleanliest! it would do a man good to see the fume 
come forth out at' tonnels! Well, he owes me 
forty shillings, my wife lent him out of her purse 
by 8l3cpence a time, besides his lodging : I would I 
had it I shall ha' it, he says, the next action. 
Helter-skelter, hang sorrow, care'll kill a cat, up- 
tails all, and a louse for the hangman! 

lExit. 



SCENE TV.^A Room in Cob's Bouse. 

•CAPTAIN BOBADIL, dueovered upon a henOk, 
Enter TIB 

CefpLB. HoatesB, hoateeel 

Tib. What say you, sir? 

Copt. B. A cup o'thy small beer, sweet hoBtoaa. 

Tib. Sir, there's a gentleman below wonld apeak 
withyoa 

C<v>t. B. A gentleman I Odao ! I am not witUa. 

Tib. Uf husband told him you were, sir. 

Capt. B. What a plague— what meant he? 

Mat. iWUhin.) Captain BobadU ! 

Capt. B. Who's there? Take away the basin, 
good hostess. Come up. sir. 

Tib. He would desire you to come up, air. Yon 
come into a cleanly house here. 

iExit. 
Enter MASTER MATTHEW. 

Mat. Save yon, sir; save you. Captain. 

C<ntt. B. Genae Master, Matthew, is it yoo, sir? 
Please yon, sit down. 

Mat. Thank yon, good Captain; yon may see I 
am somewhat audacious. 

Capt. B. Not so, sir. I was requested to sumMur 
last night, by a sort of gallants, where you wero 
wished for, and dmnic to, X assure you. 

Mat. Vouchsafe me^ t>y wbo, good^aptaio. 



iVBBT MAN In His i^nuouk 



im 



Cofi, B. Marry, by young Wellbred and others. 
Why, hostess, a stool for this gentleman. 

MiO. No haste, sir; 'tis Tery weE 

Copt. B. Body o'me ! it was so late ere we parted 
last night, I can scarcely open ay eyes yet; I was 
Imt newly risen as yoa came. How passes the day 
abroad, sir? yon can telL 

Mat. Faith! some half-honr to seren. Now, 
trust me, yon have an exceedingly fine lodging 
here ; very neat and prlTate. 

Ccmt. B. Ay, sir; sft down. I pray yon, Master 
Matnew, in any case, possess^ao gentlemen of onr 
acquaintance with notice of my lodging. 

Mat. Why, I, sir? No. 

CtMt. B. Not that I need to care who know it, 
for the eaUn is eonyenient; but in regard I would 
not be too popular and generally Tislted, as some 
are. 

Mai. TroB, Captain ; I conoeiTe yon. 

CSopf. A For, do yon see, sir? by the heart of 
-valour in me, except it be to some peculiar and 
choice spirits, to whom I am extraordinarily en- 
gaged, aa yourself, or so, I could not extend thus 

Mat. Oh, lord! sir, I resolve so. 

(Pulls out a paper ^ and reads.) 

Copt. R I confess, I love a cleanly and quiet 
priTacy, above all the tumult and roar of fortune. 
What new piece ha' yon there ? Bead it 

Mat. (Reads) 

" To tTiee, the purest objed of my sense. 
The most refined essence heaven covers. 

Send I these lines, ucherein I do commence 
The happy state of turtle-9sUing lovers."* 

Capt. B. Tie good ; proceed, proceed. What* s 
this? 

Mat, Thi& sir ? a toy o'mine own, in my nonage ; 
the infancy of my musea But, when will yon come 
and see my study? Gk>odfaithI I can shew you 
some very good things I have done of late.— That 
boot becomes your leg passing well, Captain, me- 
thinks. 

Ca^t. B. So, so ; it's the fashion gentlemen now 
nse. 

MaL Troth, Captain, and now you speak o'the 
fashion, Master wellbred's elder brother and I are 
fallen out exceedingly;: this other day I happened 
to enter into someidlsconrse of a hanger, which I 
assnre you, both for fashion and workmanship, was 
most peremptory beautiful and gentleman-like ; yet 
he tc<mdemned, and cried it down, for the most 
pied and ridiculous that ever he saw. 

Capt. B. 'Squire Downright, the half-brotiier, 
was'tnot? 

Mat. Ay, sir, George Downrteht 

Capt. B. Hang him, rookl He! Why, he has no 
more judgment than a malt-horse. By St. George ! 
I wonder you'd lose a thought upon such an ani- 
mal! The most peremptory, absujd clown of 
Christendom, this day, he is holden. I protest to 
you, as I am a gentleman and a soldier, I ne'er 
changed words with his like. Bv his discourse, he 
Bhonld eat nothing bat hay. He was bom for the 
manger, pannier, or pack-saddle. He has not so 
mncn as a good phrase in his belly, but all old iron 
and npu^ proverbs; a good commodity for some 
smith to make hob-nails of. 

Mat. Ay, and he thinks to carry it away with his 
manhood still; wipe he comes^ he brags he will 
gf me the bastinado^ aa I hear. 



Copt. B. How? He the bastinado? How came 
he by that word, I trow ? 

Mat. Nay, indeed, he said, cudgel me ; I termed 
it so, for my more grace. 

Capt. B. That may be ; for I was sure it was 
n<me of his word. But when ? when said he so? 

Mai. Faith! yesterday, they say; a young gal- 
lant, a friend of mine, told me so. 

Capt. B. By the foot of Pharaoh ; an' twere my 
case now, I should send him a challenge presently. 
The bastinado! a most proper and sufficient depen- 
dence, warranted by the great Caranza. Come 
hither, you shaH challenge him. I'll shew you a. 
trick or two, yon shall kill him with at pleasure; 
the first stocoata, if yon will, by this air. 

Mat. Indeed, you have absolute knowledge i'Che 
mystery, I have heard, sir. 

Capt. B. Of whom ? of whom ha' yon heard it, I 
beseech you ? 

Mat Troth, I have heard It spoken of by divers, 
that you have very rare and un-ln-one-breath«ut- 
terable skill, sir. 

Capi. R By heaven! no, not I; no skill i'the 
earth ; some small rudiments i'the sdenoe, as to 
know my time, distance, or so. I have professed 
it mora for noblemen and gentlemen's nse than 
mine own Ipraotlce, I assure you. I'll give you a 
lesson. Look you, shrl exalt not your point above 
this state, at any hand; so, sir, come on! Oh! 
twine your body mose about; that you may fall to a 
more sweet, comely, gentleman-like guard. So, 
indifferent Hollow your body more, sir, thus. 
Now, stand fast o'your left leg ; note your distance ; 
keep your due propOTtion of time. Oh ! you dis- 
order your point most irregularly! Come, put on 
your cloak, and, we'll go to some private place 
where you are acquainted, some tavern or so— and, 
have a bit—What m<»iey ha' yon about you, Mr. 
Matthew? 

Mat. FaJth 1 ha' not past a two shillinga or so. 

Os9^ B. 'Tis somewhat with thelteast; but 
cotoe, we will have a bunch of relishes, and salt, 
to taste oar wine; and a pipe of tobacco to close 
the oriflee of the stomach ; and then we'll call upon 
young Wellhied. Perhapa we shall meet the Cory- 
don, hia brother, there, and put him to the ques- 



tion. Come along, Mr. Matthew. 



{Exmrnt. 



Aorn. 

SC)E!N£ L— il TToreAoifM baouffing to KitOf. 
Enter EITELY, CASH, and DOWNRIGHT. 

Kite. Thomas, come hither. 
There lies a note within, upon my desk ; 
Here, take the key— It is no matter, neither. 
Where is the boy? 

Cash. Within, sir, i'the warehousa 

Kite. Let him tell over straight that Spanish 
gold, 
And weigh it with Ihe pieces of eight Do yon 
See the delivery of tiiose silver staffs 
To Mr. Lucar Tell him, if he will. 
He shalllia' tite grograns at the rate I told him ; 
And I will meet him on the exchange anon. 

Cash. Good, sir. 

Kite. Do you see that fellow, brother 
Datfn, I, what of him? 



Doimxight? 



IIM 

Kite. He ifl A jewel, broUiet, 
I took him ol ft eH^Udi np, wk toy door, . ,^ 

And christened him: gftye him my oWtt DMue, 

ThomftBi 
Since bi«d him At Ihe hospital ; where provhig . 
A toward imp» X c»U'd him iiome, Mkd taught him 
So much, as I have made him my eaehler ; 
And find Um. in bia faiU), so f uU of faith, 
Thall doret trust j&y Uf« Into his haodo. . 

2)0inl. Bo would not I, in any baatard'a hro- 
thw, 
Ae it 19 Uka he la, although I knew. 
Myself his father. BxA yotf said yea'd somewhat 
To tell me, oantla brother. What is't ? what ist ? 
. JEtta. Fallbl I am. tety loath tontter it» 
As fearing it may hurt your patience ; 
Bat Chat I know your judgment la o( strength 
Against the nearness of affection— 

Dowa. WliatneAd tbli oirenmslancA ? Friky you, 
Bedireot Come to the matter, the matter ! 

Eite. Then, without further ceremony, thust 
My brofher WeUbred, sir, I know not how, 
Of late is much deolin'd in whaA he was, 
And greatly altered in his disposition. 
When he came first to lodge Uhn in my b6us«, 
Ne'er trust me^ if I were not proud of him: 
But new faia conrse ia 80 ixsegniar. 
So loosev affected, and deprlv'd of grace ; . 
He makes my iionse here eammon aa a Idart, 
A theatre, a publie receptaela ; 
For giddy hnmonr, ani diaeasea riot { 
And nere, aa h) a tavern or A staw. 
He and his wild associates spend their honra 
In ripetltion ef lascivious iesta ; 
Swew, leap, drink, danee, and revel night by 

night; 
Clontrol my servantu and Indeed what not 

Down. 'Sdains ! I know not what I should say to 
him rthe whola world t He ^ahna me at a craokAd 
tkiae-fartblngs, for aught I seek It will naver oat 
o' the flflahttiaVa4n!ediHha bone 1 I ham krid him 
enoiigta. «ne would tljinfc, if that would sefve. 
Well inafifiowa what to trust to, for Gaoraoi JLet 
him ifpnm and aptMr anddemtteeT, tlD bia Iwavt* 
ache i an! he thtnka to be relieved by ine, whin be 
Isgot finlo one o' your city pounds, the ocHmfArs,Jie 
has the wrong sow by the ear, ifaith I and claps 
his dish at a wrong man's door. I'll lay my hand 
on my halfpenny, ere I part with't to fetch him 
out, ru asaure him. .. . 

Kite. Nay, good brother, let it not trouble you 
thus. • . .: .. 

Down, 'Sdeath ! he made me— I could eat my 
very apnr-leathera for. angerl Biit^ why avOt you 
so tame ? Why do you not speak to him, and tell 
him how he disquiets ywft h^usa 2 

Kite. Oh!.t)Mf» are divers reasons to dissuade, 
brothe;;. 
But, would yourself vouchsafe to travail in it, 
CTboui^ but with pl«in and eaoy oircumstance,) 
U would botti cpme much better to his sensf, 
And savour less of stomach or of passlcm. 
Ton i^ hj0 elder bEx^thar,.«nd tiiat title 
Both gives and warrant* you authority s 
Wheroaa, if I should intimate the leas^ 
It ifOffid bot adAwntempt to Ws negl^: ^ 
Nay, move toan thia, brother, ^ I should i^paak, • 
He would be ready from his heat of humour. 
And overflowing of the vapour in him; 

With the falmtoeath of teSng what dUeracaa 
' -''^ low disparagements t nad put on huh : 
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Whnst they, sir. io relkta him t^ tha fail«, 
Iffake their loose eominenfs npoh ev'ry wocd, 
G«iiture,Qf loQk,Iuse; mockm^aUo'er; . 
^Ad, out of (h^ir impetuous, rioting tthanCoel^ 
Beget some slander that shall dwell with zflA^. 
Ahd what would that be, thtnk you? Harnr. uili: 
They would give out, bec(iknse my wife is mir; 
Myself but new)y married,, and my sister 



Here sojourning a virgin in my boa 

That l werejesiotts j nay, as sure as d6kt&,'^ ^ . . 

That they wmdd say. And how that I hid j^ 



reU'd 

My brother purposely, thereby to ^d ^ 
Ajiaptpr^tt^bMlfhthenimybo^ .^. -,,,. 
Down, ^ssl perhape so: tbey're like flooa^ ia 

kite. Brother, ihdy woiitd Relieve it i so Should t 
Try experiments upon BogrMlf:. , 
Lend soom and ehvy opport^mty, 
To stsl) my repatation and good naoie. 

Bnter MASTEB MATTHEW and OJUrTAZir 
BOBADH* 

Jtfof. I will speak to him— 

Oapt. .D. Sp^aktohiml Away 1 by the foot of 
Pharaoh! ^ou shall not; you shall not do him that 
grace. _ 

Kite. Whars the matter, An f 

Capt. B. The time of day t6 you, geittL^ttmh o* til* 
house. Is Mr. Wellbred stirring? 

Down. How then? what should he do ? . 

C(ig»t. S. Qdtitleman of the housd, it Is yon : is he 
within,^? 

Kite. He cama ngt (o hlM lodging to-ilitfht^ sir, I 
assure you. 

Down. Why,, do yon hear, yofi ? 

C<»pt. B. The gentleman-citizen hath satisiied 
me, 
m talk to no scavenger. 

, , iS^U wU^J£citt!hMt, 

JOofon. Hqw» saavctnAMT f Stay, air, stay t 

^ite. Naff, brother pownr^t 

JDovm. 'Heart! stand you away, ah* you love me. 

Kite. Ypu sJmOI.wX follow hinnow, I my you, 
brother; good faith! you shall noi Iwilloverrulo 

yov, 

Pown. U%1 soaveng^rl WeU, go tQbtsay.Iiit^«| 
bn^ by this good day, (0od lorgtve ma I ahoula 
swear) U I puUt up so, aay I ani th^ rankest coward 
eyor Uvea 'Sdains I an' I swallow this, fU .aa'er 
draw my sword in the sight of Vle^t-streetagaixL 
whUe t Hye I. I'll eil. hi a bam witi^ Madge Howle^ 
and catch mice ^st, . Scavenger I . . .. 

Kite. Oh! donotffetyonrs«if tlw^ never ddnk 
on't 

Down. These ara ny faiotber'a eomforis, ika^l 
these ara his comrades, hk waU(|ng inMea ! he's a 
gaUant, a eavaUera, too; right, hangman, ci41 ^^ 
me PQt live, an' t oould no^ find in va li#art to 
swlitfa the whole gang of ' em« ona ai^ another 
and bann with him first. I an^ gri^v^ H ahool^ 
be saidne is my brother« and ti£e t|iese . coursea* 
well, as he braw% so h« snaU drink, ior Qeorga 
again, , .ITat heshsJI hear on'l^ and tbat tightly, too, 
aS?llive.i'faithl ... ..VT 

Kite. BuW brother, .let your re.9rqoen8loii&, ttoflb 
B\m in an eav ourrent; .not o* 
Carried with rashness, or 4k^ 
But rather use UMt-sofipersif. 
More winning thanjenlgroing „ 

Down. Ay, ay, let ma akaie 
you. (DeUtinifs.) 
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Site. How now ? Oh ! ihe bell rings to breakfast 
Brother, I pray yon, go In, and bear ny wife 
Company till l oome : 1*11 bnt give order 
For some despatch of bneineiHi to my seryant 
. Potm. 1 will. ScaTenger, seavenger I iJSxit, 

JKci'Well, though tuytnonbled Hplrtt's somewhat 
eas'd, 
It's not repoled hi that secnrity 
As I conlg wish ; bnt I ttrast be content, 
^we'eir I set a face on'l to the worhh' 
Wonld I had lost this Ihiger, at d irentote, 
^ Wellbred had ne'er iodg'd wKhta tny honse. 
Why*t cannot be, where there is moh reeort 
Of wanton gallants and yonng MTOlIen, 
That ^y woman shonld be holiest long. 
W^ to be nkin, if I bat thought the lime 
BmA answerd ttieir aifections, all the woiM 
Should not persoade me bat I were a encfcold I 
Marry, I htm^fliey ha* not got that start; 
For opportimi^ hath banllf d *em yet 
And onfl do etUl, while 1 have eyes and ears 
To attend the impositions of my heart 

Enitr DAME KITJSLY. 

Damt K. Sister Bridget, pray yon, fetoh down the 
rose-water above in the closet Sweetheart, will 
yon come in to breaikfast? 

Kite. An* she oTerheard me now ! (Aeide.) 

Jkmu K. 1 pray thee, good Mnss, we stay tor yoo. 

Kite. By heaT'nt I wocdd not for a thonsaad 
angels. {Aside.) 

jJameK. Whatailsyoa, sweetheart? are yon not 
weltt- Speak, good Mnss. 

Site. Iroth, my head aches extremely, on a nid> 
den. 

IkioMjr. Oh,thelordI 

Site. How now? what? 

Dame K. Alas! how it bans! Mnss, keep yon 
5V»rm ; good trath, it is HbUM new disease ; tbwe'e 
a nnmber are troubled witfaaL For lore's »ke, 
sweetheart eome In ottt of the ah*. 

Kite. How simple, and how subtle are her an* 
" i^irersi ^ • , 

Ane# disease, and many troubled with iti 
imrr, true! she heard me, all the woild to nothini^ 

iAeide.) 

Dame K, I pray thee, good sweetheart, come in; 
the air win do yon harm; hi troth. 

Kite, I'll come to you presently; 'twill away, t 
hope. 

.Oam«X:PravheaT*nitdo! lExii 

rdisease! "" 



Site. A new C 



Ilcnow not, new or OM, 



But it may well%e oaird poor tnortair ptaigoe ; 

For, like a pestilence, it doth infect 

The luooieii ef the brain. WeU, I yrlll once more 

In spite of ^Is black cloud, myself to be, 
JM Bhftke the fever off thikt thus shakes me. 

:^ ■ ■ ■ ' ■ iBxi$. 



SCENE n.-'MoorfUld*. 

StUer 3BAIN WOJtM, dUguistd at a soldier. 

Drain. *S0dt I cannot choose bnt laugh to see 
myself tranelated thus. Now must I create an in* 
tolerable sort of lies, or my present profession loses 
the g:(ace ; and yet the lie to a man of my coat Is 
as ominous afruit as the flcot Oh^ sir, ft holds for 
good polity ever to have that outwardly in vileet 
eettanaaon that hiw«r(!By ts most dear to us. So 



much for my borrowed shape. Well, the truth Is 
my old master hitendt to tDaiow my young, dry 
foot over Moorflelds to London this morning : now 
I, knowing of this hnnting-mateh, or itatter eon- 
spiracv, and to iosinuate with my joxaig master, 
(for M must we that are blue waiters, and men of 
hope and servloe do,) have got me afore in this dls- 
gnl^ determining here to lie in ambmeade, and 
intercept him in the midway. If I can but get his 
eloak, Ids purse, his hat nay, anythfaig to cut him 
off, that is to stay bis journey—'* Vmit vidi, vid," I 
may say with Captain Caesar ; I am made for «ver, 
f tiaithi WelL new must I practice to get the true 
garb of one of those lenoe^hnigbte, my arm here, 
and my— youngmaster, and hiseoosl*, Mr. Stephen, 
aa I am » tme counterfeit man of war, and no sol- 
dier! 

(Retires.) 
Enter YOUNG KNO'WEU, and MASTEU 
^TEPH£N. 

Tomtff K. Bo, sir, and how ttien, eoa? 

Step. 'Sfootl I have lost my purse, I think. 

TMmg S. How ? lost your purse ? Where ? when 
had yoo it? 

Step. I otnnot teU : stay. 

Druin. 'Slidl I am afraid they will know me: 
would I could get by them I (Asidei) 

Toung JT. What! ha' you it? 

Step. No, I tUnk I was bewitched, I— 

Young S. Nay, do not weep the loss; hang it t 
let it go. - 

Step. Qht it's here. No, an' it had been lost I 
had not cared, but for a jet ring mistress Mary sent 
me. 

Young K. A jet ring! Oh I the poesy, the 
poesy 1 

iS(». Fine, I'faith! "Though fancy deep, my 
love |b deep ;" meaning that though I did not fancy 
her, yet she loved me dearly. 

Yoang S Most excellent I 

8tqp. And then I sent her another, and my poesy 
was^ " The deeper the sweeter, I'll be juoged by 

Young K. How by St Peter? I do not oonoelve 
Chat 

Step. Marry, St Peter, to make up the metre. 

Young K. well, mere the saint was vonr good 
patron; he helped yon at your need: wank him, 
thank him.' 

Brain. I cannot take leave of 'em so; I will 
venture, eome what will {Aside. Comes forward.) 
Gentl^en; please you change a few crowns for a 
very excellent good blade, here. I am a poor gen- 
tleman, a soldier, that in the better state of my 
fortunes, seomed so mean a refuge, bnt now it is 
the humour of neceesity to have it sa Ton seem 
to be, gentlemen, well a0ected to martial men, else 
1 should rather die with silence than live with 
shame ; however, vouchsafe to remember, it is my 
want speaks, not myself. This condition agrees not 
with my spirit 

Yoang K. Where hast tbon served ? 

Brain. May it please yon, sir, in all the late wars 
of Bohemia, Hungarian Dalmatia, Poland; where 
not Bir ? I have been a poor servitor by sea and 
hmd, any time this fourteen years, and followed the 
fortunes of the best commanders in Christendom. 
I was twice shot ^ the taking of Aleppo : once at 
the relief of Vienna^ I have been at Marseilles^ 
Naples^ and the Adriatic gulf; a gendeman-^lave 
ia the galleys thrice, where I was most dangerouslv 



lua 



EVEBY MAN IN HIS HUMOUA 



-r 



r 



BbotiB the beftd, thr»iigh both tbighB, and yet, 
being tbtuB moilnedi I am Toid of maintenance; 
DothiDfT left me but my acare, the noted BuurkB of 
my reeolstion. 

Step. How will yon sell this rapier, friend? 

Brain. Qenerous sir, I refer it to your own jadg- 
ment; yon are a gentleman, giye me what you 
please. 

Sttp. True, I am a gentleman, I know that, 
friend} bnt what though, I pray yon eay, what 
iTonld yon aak t 

Brain, I aasure you the blade mtly become the 
side or thi^ of the best prince in Europe. 

Tdmng K. Ay, with a Telyet scabbard. 

St^. Nay, and it be mfaie, it shall have a Telvet 
scabbard, coz, that's flat : I'd not wear it as 'tis, an' 
yoo would giye me an angel. 

Brtan. At your worship's pleaaure, sir; nay, 'tla 
a inost pure Toledo. 

8tep. I had rather it were a Spaniard. But tell 
ine, what shall I giye yon for It ? An' it had a, silver 
hilt^ 

Yoimg K. Comet come, you shall not buy it. 
Hold ! there's a shilling, fellow, take thy rapier< 

Step. Why, but I will buy it now, ^eoause you 
■ay so; and there's anotiier shilliag, fellow ; I seorn 
to be outbidden. What, shall I walk with a cudgel, 
like a higginbottom, and may have a rapier tot 
money ? 

Young K. You may buy one in the city. 

Step. Tut! I'll buy this i' the field, so I will; I 
hare a mind to't, because 'tis a field rapier. Tell 
me your lowest price. 

Y(mng K You shall not buy it, I say. 

Step By this money bnt I will, though I give 
more tban 'tis woith. 

Youny K, Come away; you are a fook 

' {EiBit. 

Step. Friend, I am a fool, that's granted ; but I'll 
have it for that word's sake. Follow me for your 
money. He says 1 am a f ooL 

{Exit. 

Brain. The gentleman seems to know you, sir, 
I follow. 

iExitr 

Enter KNO'WELL. 

Kno. I cannot lose the thought yet of this letter 
Sent to my son : nor leave to admire the change 
Of manners and the breeding of our youth, 
'Within the kfaigdom, since myself was one. 
When I was young, ho liv'd not in the stews, 
Durst have conceiv'd a scorn, and utter'd it| 
On a grey head; and a man had then 
A certain reverence paid unto his years 
That had none due unto his life. 
But now we ere fall'n ; youth from their fear. 
And age from that which bred it, good example. 

Re-enter BRAINWOBM, 

Brain. My master I Nay, faith I have at you; I 
am fleshed now, I have sped so well; though I 
must attack y6u in a different way. {Aside.) Wor- 
shipful sir, I beseech you respect the state of a 
poor soldier! I am ashamed of this base course of 
life, (God's my comfort,) but extremity provokes 
me to't -what remedy ? 

Kno. I have not for you now. 

Bi^in. By the faith I bear unto truth, gentlemah, 
it is no ordinary custom in me, but only to preserve 
manhood. I protest to you, a man I have been, a 
man I may be, by your sweet bounty. 



Kno. Pr'ytbee, good friend, be satisfled. 

Brain. Oood sir, by that hand, yon may do ffi0 
part of a kind gentlemen, in lending a poor soldier 
tho price of two cans of beer, a matter of small 
value} the king of heaven shall pay you, and I 
shall reflt thankful : sweet worship— 

Kno. Nay, an' you be so imnortunato— 

Brain. Ohl tender sir, need will have its course: 
I was not made to this vile use. Well, the edge of 
the enemy aonld not have abated me so much. 
(TTeiyM.) It's hard, when a man has served in his 
prince's cause, and be thug— Honourable worahia 
let me derive a small piece of Bilver from yon ; it 
shall not be given in the course of time. By this 
good ground, I was fain to pawn my rapier Inst 
night for a poor supper} I had sucked the hilts 
long before, I am a pagan else, sweet honour. 

Kno. Believe me, t am taken yt^h. flome wonder, 
To think a fellow of thy outward presence, 
Should, in the frame and fashion of h(s mindr 
Be so degenerate and sordid base I 
Art thou a man, and sham'st thou not to beg? 
To practise snch a servile kind of life ? 
Why, Were thy education ne'er so mean. 
Having thy limbs, a thousand fairer counes 
Offer themselves to thy election; 
Either the v^aiB might still supply thy wants. 
Or service of some virtuous gentleman. 
Or honest labour. 

Brain. Faith! sir, I would gladly findsonie olher 
course, if so— 

Kno. Ay, you'd gladly find It, but you wiH not 
seek it 

Brain. Alas, sir, where should a man seek? In 
the wars there's no aacent by desert in these days, 
but -and for service, would it were as soon pur- 
chased as wished fort The air's my oomfort I 
know what I would say^ 

Kno. What's thy name? 

Brain. Please you, Fitz-sword, sir. 

Kno. FitErBWOrd^ 
Say that a man should entertain thee now, 
Woulddt thoh be honest, humble, just, and true? 

Brain. Sir, by the place and honour of a aol- 
dier-~ 

. Kno. Nay, nay, 1 like noithese affected oaths! 
Speak plainly, man ; what thlnk'st tihou of vaa 
wordelt 

Brain. Nothing, siti l)ut wish my fortunes were 
as happy, as my servke should be honest. 

Kno, Well, follow me; I'll prove thee, if thy 
deeds will earry a proportion to thy words. 

lExit. 

Brain. Yes, sir, straight; I'll but garter my hose. 
Oh, that my belly were hooped now, for I am 
ready to bjirst with laughing I Never was bottle 
or bagpipe fuller. 'Slid! was there ever seen a fox 
in years to betray himself thus ? Now I chhaJl be 
possessed of all his counsels; and by that conduct 
my young master. Well, he is resolved to prove 
my honesty: faith! and I am»tcsolved to prove 
his patience. Oh, I shall abuse him intolerably! 
It's no matter ; let the world think me a bad conn- 
terfeit, if I cannot give him the slip at an instant 
Why, this is better than to have staid his Journey. 
Well, I'll follow him. Oh, how I long to be on- 
ployed ! 
With change of vokie, these soars, and many an 

oath, 
I'll j^oUow so;i f^id sire, ai)4 serve *em ho&. 

iSxit. 
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ACT ni. 

JBnter ttASTEB KATTHEW, WELLBBED, <»nd 
OAPTAIN BOBADIL. 

Mat. Yea, fftith, sir, we were at your lodging to 
■eek you, too. 

Well. Oh, I came not there to-night ' 

Copt. B. Your brother delirered us as much. 

WeU. Who? My brother Downright? 

CapU B. He. Mr. Wellbred, I know not in what 
kind yon hold me, bat let me say to you this: as 
■are as honour, 1 esteem it so much out of the sun- 
shine of reputation to throw the least beam of re- 
gard upon Bvch a — 

WiU. Sir, 1 must hear no ill words of my brotiber. 

Caipt. B. I protest to you, as I have a thing to be 
Baved about me, I never saw such a gentleman-like 
part— 

ir«ff. Good Captain, (faeu abouO to some other 
discourse. 

Capt. B. With your leave, sir, an* there were no 
more men living on the face of the earth, I should 
not fsaer him, by St. tiecurge. 

Mat. Troth 1 nor I : he is of a rustical out, I 
know not how ; he doth not carry himself like a 
gentleman of fashion. 

Well. Oh, Mr.' Matthew, that's a grace peculiar 
hat to few* 

Enter YOUNG KNO' WELL and M ASTEB 
STEPHEN. 

Ned Eno*well I by my soul, welcome I How dost 
thou, sweet spirit, my genius? 'Slid! 1 shall love 
Apollo, and the mad Thespian girls, the better 
wnile I live for this, my dear fury. Now I see 
there's some love in thee. Sirrah, these be the two 
I writ to yon of. Nay, what a drowsy humour is 
this now? Why dost thou not speak? 

Foung K. Oh, you are a ilne gallant; you sent 
me a rare letter. 

Well. Why, was't not rare? 

Young K. Yes, I'll be sworn, I was never guilty 
of reaffing the like. But I mm^ wbat^^meLit 
was that had the carriage of it ; for doubtless he 
was B6 ordinary beast that brought it 

Well. Why? 

Yotmg K. Why,sayest then? Why, iiost thou 
think that any reasonable creature, especially in 
the moning, the sober time of the day, too, oould 
•TO mistaken my father for me ? 

WeU. 'SUd! you Jest I hope. 

Toung K. Indeed, the best use we can turn it to, 
iato xnahe aiMtoo't n^Mnrv hat TU Msore you my 
father had me fall view o* your flourishing style, 
before I saw It 

Well. What a dull slave was this! But, sirrah, 
what said he to it Vfalth ? 

ToHng K. Nay, I know not what he said; but I 
have a shrewd guess what he thought 

TFefl. What— what? 

Young K, Marry, that thou art some strange, 
dissolute, young fellow, and I not a gra|n or two 
better for keeping thee company. 

Wdl. Tat! that thought is like the moon in her 
last quarter, 'twill change shortly. But sirrah, I 
pray thee^ he acquainted with my two hang-bys 
here ; thou wilt take exceeding pleasure hi 'em, if 
thou hearest'em once go: my wind instruments. 
I'll wind 'em mp. But what strange piece of si- 
lence is this ? The sign of the damb man ? 



Young K. Oh, sir, a kinsman of mlne^ one that 
may make your music the ftiller, sn* he please; he 
has his humour, sir. 

Well 0h,whati8't? whatis'tft 

Young K. Nay, I'll neither do your |udgn)ent 
nor his folly that wrong, as to prepajre your appre- 
hensions, ril leave him to the mercy o' your 
search i if you can take him so. 

Well. Well, Captain Bobadil, Mr. Matthew, I 
pray you know this gentleman here : he is a friend 
of mine, and one that will deserve your affection. 
I know not your name^ sir, but shall be glad of any 
occasion to render me more familiar to you. (2b 
MoMter Stephen.) 

£Uep. My name is Mr. Stephen, sir; I am this 
gentleman's own cousin, sir : his father is mine 
uncle, sir. I am somewhat melancholy; bat you 
shall command me, sir, in whatsoever is Incident 
to a gentleman. 

Capt. B. I must tell you this, I am no general 
man; bat for Mr. Wellbred's sake, (you may em- 
brace it at what height of favour you please) I do 
communicate with you, and copoeive it to be a 
gentleman of some parts. I love few words. * 

loungK. And I fewer, sir. I have scarce enow 
to thank you. 

Mat. But are you, indeed, sir, so given to it? 
(To Master Stephen.) 

Step. Ay, truly, sir, I am mightily given to me- 
lancholy. 

MtU. Oh, 'tis your only fine humour, sir; your 
true melancholy breeds yon perfect fine wit sir. I 
am melancholy myself divers times, sir ; and then 
I do no more but take a pen and paper presently, 
and overflow you have a score or a dozen sonnets 
at a sitting. 

Step. Coasin, it is well; am I melancholy 
enough ? 

(Apart to Young Kno'wtU.) 

Young K. Oh, ay, excellent! 

Well Captain Bobadil, why muse you so? 

Young K. He is melancholy, too. 

Capt. B. Faith! sir, I was thinking of a most 
honourable piece of service was performed to-mor-' 
row, balikg St MaH('e day, shall be nome ten yeacs 
now. 

Young J[. In what^aoe, Captain? 

Capt. B. Why, at ttie beleag'ring of Strigonium, 
where, lawless than two hoars, seven hundred re* 
solute gentlemen, as any were in Europe, lost their 
lives upon the breach. I'll tell you, gentlemen, it 
was the first hut the best league that I ever beheld 
with these eyes, except the taking of— what do votv 
call it? last year, by the Genoese; b^t that (of alT 
pthers) was the nK>8t fatal and dangerous expk>it 
that ever I was ranged In, since I flttit bore arn)B 
before the face of the enemy, as I am a gentleman 
and a soldier. 

Step. So I had as lief as an angel, I could swear 
as well as that gentleman. 

(Aiide.) 

Young K. Then you were a servitor at bpth, it 
seems ; at Strigonium, and Wbat-do-you-oall-lt ? 

Capt. B. Oh, lord, sir! by St George! I was the 
first man that entered the breach: had I not ef- 
fected it with resolution, I had been slain, if I had 
had a million of Uvea. 

Young K. 'Twere pity you had not ten; a cat*s 
and your own, Tfaith ! But was it possible ? 

Capt. B. I assure you, upon my reputation, 'tis 
true, and yourself shall confess. 

Young K» You most bring me to the^ack flrp' 
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Ctipi Jk ObMnw nM |adic!a11y, sweet wkrt thej 
bad planted me three deml-culyerlna, Jaat In the 
moatii of the breach : now, eh-, as we were to giTe 
CD, thM> nhister^nimer, (a man of no mean skiQ 
and mark, yon mnst think) confronts xne with hia 
Unstoek, readf to give fire : I, spying his Jntend* 
ment, discharged my petrionel in his bosom, and 
with these single arms, my poor rapier, ran vio- 
lently npon the Moors, that guarded the ordnaoee^ 
and pnt them all pell-mell to the sword. 

mi To the sword I to the rapier* Captain, 

Ymtng K. Oh ( it was » good figure observed, 
sir. Bnt did yon all this, Captain, withoat hurting 
your blade f 

C«rf. B. Without any Impeaoh o*the earth. Yon 
shall perceive, sir. It is the most fortunate weapon 
that ever rid on poor gehtleman's thigh. Shall I 
tell yoUf sir? Tou talk of Morglay, Sxcalibur, 
Dmindina, or so^Tutl I lend no credit to that 
is fabled of 'em ; I know the virtue of mine own, 
and, therefore, I dare the bolder maintain it 

Step. I marvel whether it be a Toledo or no? 

Capt. B. A most perfect Toledo, I assure yoo, 
sir. 

iStep. I have a coantryman of liis here. 

Mat. Pray you, let's see, sir. Yea, faith I it is. 

Cait. B. This a Toledo ? Pish ! 

{Beadt (h€ blade double.) 

Step. Why do you pish, Captain? 

C(^t. B. A Fleming, by heaven I PU Iwiy them 
for a £tuilder a-piece, an' i would have a thousand 
of them. 

Young K. Bow say you, cousin? I told yon 
thus much. 

Well. Where bought you it, Mr. Stephen? 

Step. Of a scurvy rogue soldier; he swore it was 
a Toledo. 

Capt B. A poor provant rapier, no better. 

Mat. Mass! I think it be, indeed, now I look oiTt 
better. 

Toung K. Nay, the longer you look on't the 
worse. Put It up, put it np. 

^Up. Welt, I will put it up; but bj— I ha* forgot 
the Captain's dath-^ tbonght to ha sworn by it— 
(afufe)—- an' e'er I meet him— 

Jell. Chi tis past help no^, sir; youiliuBthV 
pee. 

_,^. t eould eat the very hilts for anger. 

toung K. A sign of good digestion; jou have an 
ostrich stomach, cousin. 

Step. A stomach ! I would t had hlni here, you 
diould BM an' I had a stomach. 

Well, It^s betier as ft is. Come, gentlemen, shall 
we go? 

. Mut^ BBAlNWOBM. 

Toung K. A muucle, cousin! look here^ Ibdk 
here! - , 

StePf Oh, god*8lid ! by your leave^ do foa know 
xae, inr? 

BraiA Ay, sir. I know tou bv sighi 

Step. You sold me a rapier^ aid you noif 

Brain. Yes, marry, did L sir. 

Step. You said it was a Toledo, eh ? 

Brain, true, I did sa 

Step. But it is none. 

Brain, No. sir, 1 confess it Isione* 

Step. t>o you confess ft? Gentlemen, bear w|t» 
ness ne has confessed it fiy Ood's will, an' you had 
not confessed it— 

Toung K. Oh ! cousin, forbear, forbear! 

Step. Nay, I have done, cousin. 
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Well Why, yon have done like aj(efktl0m«n; 1m 
has confessed it ; wbat wo«Qd you bi6i«? 

Step. Yet^ by his leave, he is a rawnJ, under his 
favour, do you see ? 

Young K. Ay, by ms leave he U, aAd under fa- 
ronr. Pfstty piece of civlMtyl Sirrah, Iwv doM 

lou like him ? {Apart to Wellbrei.) 

Well. Oh! it's ft most precious fool 1 ma^mnoh 
on him* I jean compare him to nothing mote hanj^ 
f ily than a dram ; for every one may play upon 
him. (Apafi.) 

Young K. No, no! a child's whistle were far the 
litter. (Apart.) 

. Brain. .Sir, shall I entreat a word with yon? (To 
Young Kno'well.) 

. Young K. With me, sir? Yon have not another 
Toledo to sell, ha' yon ? 

BrauL Yon are conceited, sir. Your name is Mr. 
Eno'well,aBltakeit? .. ^ 

YmmgiL You are i'the right. Yon mean not to 
|>roceed in the catechism, do you ? 

Brain. No, air, I am none of that coat ' 

Toumg X. Of as hare ooat, though. WeD, aay, si& 

Brain. Faith ! sir, I am bnt a sarfaat to th^ dram 
Oztraotdinary; and, indeed, this smoky vaniiah 
|>elng washed off, and three or four pololMB m» 
gloved, I appear your worship's in reversion, 
after the deeeaae of your good f ather^-BralnworiB. 

Young K. Brainwom! 'Slight! what bseath of 
a conjurer hath blown thee hither in thia shape ? 

Brain. The breath o'your letter, sir, this morn- 
ing : the same that blew you to the Whidmill, and 
your father after yon. 

Young K, My father 1 

Brain. Nay, nevw start; 'tis true: he ha« fol- 
lowed yon over the fields by the foot, as yon would 
do a have fihe sno w. 

Toung K. Sirrah, Wellbred. what shall we do^ 
tirrah ? My father is oomeover after ma. 

VW. Thy father 1 Where is he? 

Brain. At Justice Clement's house hem, in Cole* 

lan-street, where he bnt steys my retom, and 



won Who's thla? Brainworm? 

Mtetftk The same, sir. 

Well. Why, how, i'the name of tett, oomeat tfaon 
transmuted thus ? 

Brain. Vtd^i a derieo, a device! Nay, Ippfhe 
love of reaaon. gentlemen, and avoiding tba daft* 
ger, stand not here : withdraw, and 1*11 tail won aU. 

Young K, Come; eotsln. [ Apeiml. 

SOSNB Ih^Tm Wanktmt 
Enter ETTELY and CASH. 

Rite. What says he, Thomia? Did yon fmeak 
wittihim? . 4 . , ■ 

Caah. He will eipact yoo, riri within tbia half 
hour. 

KiU. Haa he the mona^ >aa^, cua, yoo teUr . 

Oath, Yee; sir, the monef was hnnight in kat 
nigl)t. 

Kite. Oh, «hat'B weUx fetch ine my tfloak, ny 
oloak. 
^ay, let me see: an hour io'go and aotife t 
Ajr, that will be the least \ and then 'twlU hd 
An hour befoire I can despatch him, 
Or very near: well, I will say two lionm 
Two hours ! Ha t thhige iiev«r dredMut of fB% 
May be contrived, ay, and effected, too^ 
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If o notirs r^o, TtBtrutg oppofcimitj, 
IwW not give yonr Bii)>tlety flttt scope. 
Who win tie^ jttfli^ rato Worthy to b« robb'd, 
That seta his doors wide open to k thief, ' 
AnA Miew& the felon Vhete his «hia««re lies? 
kgfOn, %hftt dtkrthly spirit %n% wW «M«mpt 
¥e> t&st^ the MUt of hesttty's goMen bee^ 
'Wh'^Bl^Mden sleep siBals up the cEr-agon^ eyes t 
I wifl not go. Business, go hy for otice. 
No, bettu^, no ; yon are too, too ni^oioiiB, 
To he left sd, wiuioata guard, orbpen. 
Yon then must b<»l:ept tjp elose, said well watch'd I 
For, give yovL opportnnitj, no quicksand 
x^yours or swailows swffter 1 fie that lends 
HiB wtfA, if She he fair, or thne, or place, 
Compels her to he false. X ^> °<>t ^• 
The dangers are too many I am resolf'd for that 
Gari7 in my cloak again Tat stay^yet do^ toa 
I -win defer going on all occasions. 

CVuA. Sir, 9na(9» your s^yener, will he therei 
:^th thehonds. 

JRfe:^Tlu£t's ime. F06I on me I I had clean for- 
gotten it Imnstga What's o'Slockf 

CQ$h. l^change tipie, sir. 

JOiej ^Beftrtf' fhim Will Wellhfed pFseently he 
here, too, 
With one or other of his loose consorts. 
{ tim a Imave If 1 kpo# what to say, ' 
S^hAt conrse to take, or wMch way to tvselva 
Ity'hraitt, ibethhsiks, is like ah faonr-glaBs, 
Wherein mj imaginatiott roes, Hke sands 
nffllng uptone ; hot then are tiim'd and tum'd ; 
So that 1 know not what to stay nponj 
And less to pot in act. It shall be bo. 
Ni^y, 1 4are baUd npon his secrssy, 
Hid knows not to deceive md. fJnoe.) Thomas I 

Cktsh. Sir? 

!trftc. Tet now I have bethought me, I will not 

Thprnas. iff Oob within? ' 

(}ash. I think he be, sir. 

JRte. Bdt he's prat^ too; tttere's no speech of 
him- ' ' 

Vp, there were no man o* the earth to Thomas, 
If I ^r^ trust hfm ; there is aH the doffbt 
Boi shoidd he have a ch&k in him, i'were gone, 
Lost i* my fame for ever ; talk fQr th' E^ohangew 
""-- manner he hath stocd wlthf;tottiiB present, 
k^promise no snch change. What? should I 
^ear, then? ' 

Well, come what will, I'JI tempt piy fortune once, 

Thomas, you may deceive me, but X hope— 
Yonr love to me is moro— . 
Cfoih, fiix^ a ft »9rvant*9 
Duty, with faith, may b^ eall'd love, yon ^f 

" - • - IB"?! of it 



jinhop^; you fire noBsesB' 

£Ue. I thank you hearty, lllioxnai ; g$''^e yonr 
hand* .' 

Widi w3A any heart* good Thomas. I have^ Thoogi^^ , 
A tenret to impart to yoa-~but 
When cooe yon ha? e it, I pmst seaJ yonr lips up. 
So far I tell yon, Thomas. 
- CMk.-8if, &>rthat<^ - 
£it€. Nay, hear me out Thin]; I le^t^em you, 

When I will let yon in thus to my private, 
i> tt a thing lifts nearer to my cre^t 
^nthoi^^vwrsor^^owM. K t^pu @b<>i4^st 
J^ve<ilit,bflti- 



Cash. How! I reveal it? 

KU9. Nay, 
I do not think thon wouldst; hdt it thon shonldst, 
'Twere a grea«w«ft|cttets. 

CasK A great treachery. 
Qiwe it no other name. 

Kite. Thou WHt not do't, thenf 

Cash. Shr, if I do, mankhad disclaim me ever. 

Kan He will not swear ; he has some reserva- 
tion. 
Some concealed purpose, and dose meaning, sore ; 
Else, behig urg'd so much, how should he choose 
But lend an oath to all this protestation? 
He's no fanatic; I have heard htm swear. 
What should I think of it ? Urge him agahi, 
An4 by some other -way ? I will do so. 

(AsicU.) 
Well, Thomas, thou hast swora not to dl8ol6a»-<- 
Tf es, you did svear. 

Cash. Not yet, sir, but I will, 
Please 7ou^ 

Kiii. No, Thomas, I dare take thy word , 
3Bt if thou wUt swear. 40, as thou think'st good: 
I am resolVd without it at thy pleasure. 

Cash. By my soul's safety, then, sir, I protest 
My tongue 6hall ne'* take knowledge of a word, 
Deliverd me in nature of your trust. 

Kite. It's too much ; these ceremonies need not ; 
I know thy faith to be Ils firm as rock. 
Thomas, cotae hjtber, near; we cannot be 
Too private in this business. So it is. 
Now he has sworn, I dare the safeller renture : 
T have of late, by divers observations— * > 
But whether his oath can bind him, there it is. 
C will bethink me ere I do proceed. 
Thomas, it will be now too long to stay, 
Z*U spgr some fitter time soon, or to>morrovf. 

Cash, Sir, at your pleasnre. 

Kiu, I vtt ttaiide. Give xne my clofik. And, 
Thomas, 
I nraf yon, seait^ the hooks 'gainst my return, 
For ttie receipts twist me and Traps. 

Cash. I will, sir. 

Mi^ And, l^emt yon* if yosr mistress' hrother, 
Wellbred, 
Chtaee to bring hither iny gfiotiemen 
Ere £ come back, let one straight bring viq wordr- 

i^sh, Very well, sir. 

Kite. To the Eifehange, do yon h«iT ? 
Or hare -In Cbleman-street to Justice Ciem^llt's; 
Forget it not, nor be out of the way. 

Gash. I will not, sir. 

Kin. I pray yon, have a eare on*t 
Or whether he come or no, if any other 
Stranger, or else, faU not to send me wor^. 

Geuk. I shall noi^ sir. 

Kite. Be't your special huflhiess 
Now to remember it 

Ca^ Sir, I warrant yon. 

Kite. Bitt, Thomas, this is not the secret Xbomts, 
£ told you of. ' 

(Attft. No, sir, I do suppose it 

Kite. Believe me, it is not 

Cash. Sir, 1 do bejieve you. 

Kite. By heaven, it is not! That's enough. But 
Thomas, 
1 would not you should utter it do you see ? 
To any- creature living ; yet I eare not. 
Well, I must hence ! Thomas, conceive tbnsmueh ; 
It was a'txialrof you, when I meant 
So deep a secret to you : I meant not this. 
But mM I have tQ leK yow. 13Us is nothing 
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Bat,Thomft8, keep this from my wife, I oharge 

yoo. 
IiOck*d up in silence, midnight, Iraried here, 
No greater hell than to be slave to fear. 

[ExU, 
Cash. Lock'd up In silence, midnight, buried 
here! 
Whence should this flood of passion, trow, take 

head, eh ? 
Best dream no longer of this running humour. 
For fear I sink. But soft, 
Here is company ; now must I— 

iExit. 

Enter WELLBBED. TOUNa KNO'WELL, 
BEAINWOEM, MASTER MAfTHEW, MAS* 
TEE STEPHEN, owl CAPTAIN BOBADH* 

Weill Beshrew me, but i^ was an absolute good 
jest, and exceedingly well carried. 

Young K, Ay, and our ignorance maintained it 
as well, did it not? 

WeM Yes, faith! But was*t possible ihou 
shouldst not know him ? I forgive Mr. Stephen, for 
he is stupidity itself. Why, Brainworm, who would 
have thought thou had been sucft an artificer? 

Iwng K. An artificer; an architect 1 Except a 
man had studied begging all his life-time, and been 
a weaver of language from his infancy, for the 
clothing of it, I never saw his rival. 

Well. Where got'st thou this coat, I marvel ? 

Brain. Of a Houndsditch man, sir; one of the 
devil's near kinsmen ; a broker. 

R«-enter CASH. 

Cash. Francis ! Martin I Ne'er a one to be found 
now? What a spite's this? 

Well. How now, Thomas, ifr my brother Kitely 
within? 

C(mA. No, sir; my master went forth e*en now: 
but Master Downright is within. Cob I What, Cob ! 
Is he gone, too? 

WeU. Whither went your master, Thomas; canst 
thou tell? 

Cash. I know not: to Justloe Clement's, I think, 
sir. Cob! 

lExiU 

Young K. Justice Clement! What's hef 

WeU. Why, dost thou not know him? He is a 
city magistrate, a justice here ; an excellent good 
lawyer, and a great scholar; but the only mad and 
merry old fellow in Europe I 1 shewed you him the 
other day. 

Young K. Oh! is that he? I remember him now. 
' Good Faith I and he has a very strange presence^ 
methinks; it shews as If he stood out of the rank 
from other men. I have heard many of his jests 
i'the university. They say, he will commit a man 
for taking the wall of his horse. 

Well. Ay, or wearing bis cloak on one shoulder, 
or serving of God. Anything, indeed, if it come in 
the way of his humoar. 

Re-enter GASB. 

Cash. Gasper, Martin, Cob! 'Heart! where 
should they be, I trow? 

Capt. B. Master Kitely's man, pr*ythee, vouchsafe 
us the lighting of this match. 

Cash. Fire on your match! no time but now to 
vouchsafe? Francis 1 Cob! [Exit 

Capt.B. Body of me! Here's the remainder of 
"^veA pounds since yesterday WM WYen-night. , 



Tis your right Triaadado! Did you never take 
any, Master Stephen? 

aup. No, truly, sir! but Til learn to take it now, 
shice you recommend it so. 

Capi. B. Sir, believe me, upon my relation, for 
what I tell yon the world shall not reprove. I have 
been in the Indies, where this herb grows, where 
neither myself, nor a dozen gentlemen more, of my 
knowledge, have received the taste of any other 
nutriment in the world for the space of one-and- 
twenty weeks, but the fume of this simple only. 
Therefore, it cannot be but 'tis most divine, es- 
pecially your Trinidado. Your Nicotian is good, too. 
I do^old it, and will affirm it before any prince In 
Europe, to be the most sovereign and precious weed 
that ever the earth tendered to the use of man. 

Young K. This speech would have done decently 
in a tobaooo-trader's mouth. 

(Asidt.) 

Re-aUer CASH, with COR 

Cash. At Jnsttoe demenfs he is, in the middle 
of Coleman-etreetb 

Cob. Oh, ho I 

Capt. B. Where's the match I gave thee, Master 
Kitely's man? 

Cash, Here it is, sic 

Cob. By <jh>d's-me! I marvel what pleasure or 
felicity they have in taking this roguish tobacco! 
It's good for nothing but to choke a man, and fill 
him full of smoke and embers. 

{Captain Bobadil beats Cob with a eudg«l» 
Matthew runs aseay.) 

AU. Oh, good Captain! hold, hold! 

Capt. B. You base scullion, you. 

Cash. Come, thou must need be talking, too; 
thon'rt well enough served. 

Cob. Well, it shall be a dear beating, an* I live! 1 
will have justice for this. 

Capt. B. Do you prate ? Do yon murmur ? 

{Beats Cob off.\ 

loung K. Nay. good Captain, will you regard the 
humour of a fool! 

Capt. B A whoreson, filthy slave, a dung*woim, 
an excrement! Body o'Cassar, but that I scorn to 
let forth so mean a spirit^ I'd have stabbed him to 
the earth. 

Well Marry, the law forbid, sir. 

Capt, B. By Pharaoh^s foot, I would have done It> 

iEjeit, 

Step. Oh, he swears admirably! By Pharaoh's 
foot, body of Cesar; I shall never do it, sure; 
upon mine honour, and by St. George ; no, I ha'n't 
the right grace. 

(Aside.) 

WeU. But soft, Where's Mr. Matthew— «o&e? 

Brain. No, sir; they went in here. 

WelL Oh! let's follow them: Master Matthew 
is gone to salute his mistress in verse. We shall 
have the happiness to hear some of his poetry 
now. He never comes unfurnished. Brainworm I 

Step. BrinwormI Where is this Brainworm ? 

loung K. Ay, cousin, no words of it» npon your 
gentUi^. 

Step. Not I, body of me! by this air, St. George, 
and the foot of Pharaoh! 

WeU. Rare! your cousin's discourse is simply 
drawn out with oaths. 

Young K. 'Tis larded with 'em : a kind of Frencli 
dressing, if yon love it Oome. let*8 in; oome^ 
couaJD. 

\fixKvailt 
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SOEeiE IlL^il aatt in Justice Clement's house. 
Enter KITELY and OOR 

Site. Ah ! How many are tbere, auy*sb thoa ? 

Cob. Marry, sir, yonr brother, Maeter Wellbred— 

Kite. Tntl beside him: what atrangers are there, 
manf 

Cob. Strangers I let me see ; <Mxe, two— Mass I I 
know not well, there are so many. 

£ite. How, so many ? 

Cob. Ay, there's some flye or six of them at the 
most 

Kite. A Bwarm, a swarm ! 
Spite of the devil, how they sting my head 
With forked stings, thus wide and large! Bat, 

Cob, 
How long hast thoa been coming hither, Cob t 

Cob. A little while, sir. 

Kite. Didst thou come running? 

Cob. No, sir. 

Kite. Nay, then I am familiar with fhy haste! 
Bane to my fortunes. What meant I to marry f 
I, that before was rank'd in such content ; 
My mind at rest, too, !n so soft a peace. 
Being free master of my own free thoughts^ 
And now become a slave ? What, never sigh I 
Be of good cheer, man, for thou art a cuckold, 
*Ti8 done! *tlfl done! Nay,- when such flowing 

store, 
Plenty Itself falls into my wife's lap. 
The cornucopia will be mine, I know. But, Cob, 
What entertainment had they ? I am sure 
My sister and my wife would bid them welcome, 
eh? 

Cob. Like enough, sir: yet I heard not a woi'd of 
it 

Kite. No ; their Ups were seal'd with kisses, and 
the vdoe. 
Drowned In a flood of joy at their arrival. 
Had lost its motion, state, and faculty, 
Cob, which of them was't that first kiss'd my wife? 
My Bister, I should say— my wife, alas 1 
I fear not her. Ha! Who was it, say'st thou ? 

Cob. By my troth, sir, will you have the truth of 
it? 

KUe* Ay, good Cob, I pray thee heartily. 

Cob. Then I am a vagabond, and flttei* for Bride- 
well than your worship's company, if I saw any- 
body to be kissed, unless they would have kissed 
the post in the middle of the warehouse ; for there 
1 left them all at their tobacco, with a plague. 

Kite. How ! were Uiey not gone in, then, ere thou 
cam'st? 

Cob. Oh! no, sir. 

Kite. Spite o' the devil I What, do I stay here, 
then? Cob, follow me. 

iExeunt, 



ACT IV. 

SCENE t-^A Boom in Kiiely's houte* 

Enter DOWNHIGHT and DAME KITELY. 

Down. Well, sister, I tell you true ; and you'll find 
it BO in the end. 

Dame K. Alas ! brother, what would you have me 
to do ? I cannot help it. You see my brother brmgs 
*em in here ; they are his friends. 

Down. His friends! his friends! 'Slud; they do 
nothing bttt.haont him tf^ and down, like a sort of 



unlucky spirits, and tempt him to all 
villany that can be thought of. Well, by this light, 
a little thing would make me play the devil with 
some of 'em. And 'twero not more for your hus- 
band's sake, than anything else, I'd make the house 
too hot for the best of 'em. They should say, and 
swear, hell were broken loose ere they went hence. 
But, by God's will, 'tis nobody's fault but yours ; 
for an' you had done as you might have done, tiiey 
should have been parboiled and baked too, every 
mother's son, ere they should ha' come iu, e'er a 
one of 'em. 

Dame K. Qod's my lifo ! did you ever hear the 
like? What a strange man is this ! Could I keep 
out all them, think you ? I should put myself 
against half a dozen men, should I? GoodfaiUi, 
you'd mad the patientest body in the world to hear 
you talk «o, vrithout any sense or reason. 

£n<«r BBIDGET, MASTER MATTHEW, WELL- 
BRED, STEPHEN, YOUNG KNO'WELL, CAP- 
TAIN BOBADIL, and CASH. 

Brid. Servant, in troth, you are too prodigid 
Of your wit's treasure, thus to pour it forth 
Upon so mean a subject as my worth. 

Mat. You say well, mistress ; andImean«BweU. 

Down. Heyday, here is stuff ! 

Wdl. Oh! now stand close. Pray heaven she 
can get him to read; hQ should do it of his own 
natural impudence. 

Brid. Servant, what is this same I pray you? 

Mat. Marry, an elegy! an elegy! an odd toy— 
m read it, if you please. 

Brid. Pray you do, servant 

Down. Oh ! here's no foppery. Death ! I can en- 
dure the stocks better. 

Young K. What ails thy brother ? Can ha not 
bear the reading of a ballad ? {To WdWred.) 

WeU. Oh! no; a rhyme to him is worse than 
cheese, or a bagpipe. But mark, you lose the pro- 
testation. 

Capt. B. Master Matthew, yon abuse the expec- 
tation of your dear mistress and her fair sister. 
Fie! while you live, avoid this prolixity. 

Mat. I shaU, sir. (fieads.) 

" Rare creature, let me speak without offence ; 
Wotdd heav'n my rude wordi Tusd the in/httnu 
To rule thy thoughts^ as thy fair looks do mine; 
Then shouldsl thou be his prisoner, who is thine.** 

{Master Stephen shakes his head.) 

Young K. 'Slight, he shakes his head Uke a bottle, 
to feel an there be any brain in It ! 

WeU. Sister, what ha' yon here? verses? Pray 
you, let's see. Who made these verses? They are 
excellently good. 

Mat. Oh! Master Wellbred, 'tis your disposition 
to say so, sir. They were good i'the morning; I 
made 'em extempore this morning. 

Wdl, How, extempore? 

Mat. I would I might be hanged else; ask Cap- 
tain Bobadil; he saw me write them at the—the 
Star yonder. 

Sttp. Cousin, how do you like this gentleman's 
verses? 

Young K. Oh, admirable! the best that ever I 
heard, coz. 

&ttp. Body o'OflBsarl they are admirable ! The 
best that ever I heard, as I am a soldier. 

Down. I am vexed ; I can hold ne'er a bone <-' 
me still! 'Heart, I think they mean to buil^' 
breed here, {Asidz.) « 
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EVEB7 MAN IN HIS HUMOUB. 



Well. SiBtep Kltaly, I marvel you get you not a 
wemjA tlwt can ibyme and do tricks, too. 
- Z)otiii. OtafffiooBterl tmimdeaee itself t Tricks! 
Camt, yen. might praotiae yoor ruffian tricks soma- 
whero etoa, and not bare, I wuss. This is no 
tavetn, nor drlnkiog-scboot fo vent your ezpioilB 
In. 

WOL How now I Wboee cow has calved ? 

Down. Marry, that has mine, sir. Nay, boy, 
never look askance at me for the matter; I'll tell 
you of it ; ay, sir, yom and yourcompanions 1 Mend 
jonreelveB, when I ha' done ! 

Well My companionB? 

Dwm. Tes, sir, your companions ; so I say. I 
am not afraid of you nor them neither, your 
liangbys hers* You must have your poets and 
potdbga, your soldados and f oolados, to follow yon 
up and dovm the oily t and here they must come to 
domineer and swagger. Siirah, you ballad-ainger, 
andak^B, yon fellow there, get you out; get you 
home ; or, by this steel, rll cut off your ears, and 
that presently. 

WelL 'Slight 1 etay, and let's see what he dare 
da Out off his earsl cat a whetstone. You are an, 
ass, do you see ; tonoh any man here, and by this 
hand, I'll run my rapier to the hilts in you. 

Jkfwn, Yea, that would I fain see, boy. 

(Thetf aU draw and ihep of (hB kotae part 
thtm.) 

DameK. Oh. Jesu! Murder 1 Thomas! Gasper! 



Brid. Help, help 1 Thomas I 

Toung K. Gentlemen, forbear, I pi 

Capt B. Well, sirrah, you Hoioremes I By my 



hand, I will pink your flesh full of holes with my 
rapjer, for this; I will, by this good heaven. Kay, 
let him come, gentlemen, by the body of St. George, 
I'll pot kiU him. 

iThiy offer tofigU o^i'it, and areparMO 

Caak. Hold, hold I good gentlemen. 

Howa You whoreson, biiigglng coistrlL 

Sm^ KITfXY. 

Kite. Why, how now. whikt's the matter? TVhat's 
the stir here? 
Put up your weapons, and put off this rage. 
My wire and tlster, they're the cause of this. 
What, Thomas ; where is the knave ? 

Ctah. Here, sir. 

\Vtll. Ck>me, let's go; this is one of my brother's 
ancient haipours, thja. 

[Miee»aUUaiterMaUhti0,C^,Bdbadil^Ta9mg 
Kno'wU, and WiObrtd. 

Step. I am glad nobody was hurt by bis ancient 
humour. [Bxit. 

Kite. Why, how now, brother; who enforced 
this brawl? 

D<mn. A Bort of lewd rake. And they must come 
here to read ballads, and roguery, and trash t I'll 
mar the knot of 'em ere I sleep, perhaps ; especially 
Bob ihere, he that's all mumer of shapes; and 
songs, and sonnets, his fellow. But Til follow 'em. 

[SxU. 

Brid. Brother, indeed, you are too violent, 
Too sudden in your humour. 
There was one, a civil gentleman. 
And very worthily demean'd himself. 

Kite. Oh, that was some love of yours, sister. 

Brid. A love of mine? I would It were no worsa, 
brother. You'd pay my portion sooner than you 
thtak for. iisxO, 



Ikme K. Indeed, he seemed to be a gentleman 
cA ezoeediogly falrdi«osltton,aqdor TVryecvellent 
parts. What acoil and stir is here. 

^ lExiL 

Site, Her love» by heav'n 1 my wife's iiiiniimi 
Death, these phrases are intolerable! 
Well, weU, well, well, we)L weUI 
It is too plain, too clear. Thomas, come hither. 
What, are tbey gone? 

Cash. Ay, sir, they went in. 
My mistress and your Bister— 

Kite, Are any of the gallants within? 

Cash. No, sir, tbey are all gone. 

Kite. Art thou sure of it? 

Cash. loan assure you, sir. 

Kite. What gentleman was It that tboy praised 
BO, Thomas? 

Cash. One, they caU him Master Kno'veU. a 
handsome young gentleman, sir. 

KUe. Ay, I tbon^ 99. Us mind gave nw as 
much. 

I'll die, but fbey have hid him in tb9 house 
SopAQwhere ; I'll go af»d seareh. Go with me, 

Thomas; 
Be True to me, and thQ<» Shalt find vm • vm^' 



SOENS IL^Mmfieldi. 

Enter YOUNG ENCWSLL, WELLBRES^ mnd 
BBAINWOBM. 

Toung K. WeU, Brainworm, perform thlshastnees 
happily, and thou makest a purchase of my love for 
ever. 

Well, rfaith, now let thy spirits use their best 
faculties ; bat a4 iny hand, nmember UkA mesiage 
to my brother; for there's no ot&er means to start 
him out ot his house. 

Brain. I warrant yon, sir; fear nothing. I have 
a nimble soul has waked all forces of myj>haataay 
by this time, and })nt 'em in tme mottofa. wiiatyon 
have possessed me withaJ, Til dischaiiga It amply, 
sir; makaitnoqiwRtl6n. 

TExiL 

Well. Forib, and prosper, Bralnwonp. Faith! 
Ned, how dost thou approve of my abttldeB fa this 
device? 

Toung K. TYoth, well, howsoever; but it will 
oome excellent if it take. 

Well Take, mant - Why, ft cannot choose but 
take, tf the clroumstanoeB miscarry not' But tell 
me injenuously, dost thou affect my sister Bridget, 
as thou pretendest 

Toung K. Friend, am I>orthy of belief ? 

WeU. Come, do not protest in faith, she is a 
maid of good ornament, and much modesty; and, 
except I conceived very worthUy of her, thou 
shonldst not have her. 

Young K. Nay, that I'm afkald will be a queetion 
yet, whether I shall have her or no. 

WelL 'Slid, thbu ehalt have her, by this Ught thou 
Shalt 

Toung £: I am Batisfltd; and do heliove thou 
wilt omit no offered occasion to make my desires 
complete. 

WeU. Thou Shalt see and know I will not 

iEjwmL 

Enter V01\^AX4 fttidt^*^^ffW^ 
For. Was your man a soldier, sirr 



EVEttt MAlf tN His fiUMOtd 

Kno. is, ft knaTo ; I tooK blm heg^g o'Ao 
way, 
This morning, as I came over Moorflelds. 

He-enter BEAINWOAM. 

•Ton have made fair speed, believe 



im 



oh, here he is:- 
me; 
Where Tthe name of sloth could you be thae — 

Brain. Marry, peace be my comfort, where I 
thought I should have had little comfort of yoor 
worship's service. 

Kno. How BO ? 

BraiTi, Oh, air! your com!ngto the city, your en- 
tertainment of me, and your sending me to watch 
—indeed, ■ all the circumstances either of your 
charge, or amr emplQyment, are as open to your son 
as to yourself. 

Ktio. How should that be, nnlesB that villain, 
Bralnworm, 
Hav^ told him. of the letter. an4 disooyered 
AH rhat I BMAQy Charged him to MnceAl I "Ha 

am partly o* that faith; *tld so, in- 



f/ 



Brain. 

Kn<k Bat how flhoold hd know you to be my 
man? 

Braia. Naj^ air, I cannot tell ; nnlesa it be by the 
black art I is not your son a scholar, sir ? 

Mno. Yea ; bat I hope his «>nl is not allied 
Unto aoch hellish practice ; If it were, 
I hid Jnat canae to ween my part in hhn, 
And curse the time of his creation, 
Bat where didst thou ilnd them, Fit2s-word ? 

Brain. Yon should rather ask where they found 
me, sir; for m be sworn, I was gohig along in the 
street, thinking nothing, when, of a sudden, a voioe 
calls, " Mr. Eno'well*s man !" another cries, " Sol- 
dier 1" and then, half a dozen of 'em, tUl they had 
called me within a bouse, where I no sooner came, 
but out flew all their rapiers at my bosom, with some 
three or four score oaths to accompany 'em ; and 
all to tell me, I was a^dead man if I did not confess 
where yon were, and how I was employed, and 
about what; which, when they could not get ont 
of me, as I protest they must have dissected me^ 
and made an anatomy of me first, and so I told *em, 
they locked me up Into % room i' the top of a high 
honse : whence, by great miracle, having a light 
heart* I slid down by a bottom of packthread into 
the streeti and so escaped. But, sir, thus much I 
can assure yon, for I heard it while I was lockecl 
np, there were a great many rich merchants' and 
brave .citizens' wives with 'em at a feast ; and your 
son, Mr. Kdward, withdrew with one of 'em, and 
has '|)ohited to meet her anon, at one Gob's house, 
a water-bearer, that dwells by the walls. Now, 
tiiere yonr worship shall be sure to take him ; for 
there he nreys, and fail he will not 

£no. Nor will I fall to break his mateh, I donbt 
not 
Qo thou along with Justice Clement's man. 
And stay there for me. At one Oob's house say'St 
thou? 

Brain. A^sir, there you sliall have him. [Bxii 
Kno'vftU.} Yes! Invisible! Much weneh, or mnch 
son ! 'Slight I when he has stayed there three or four 
hours, travailing with the expectation of wonders, 
and at length be delivered of air. Oh ! the sport 
that I should tten take to look on him, if I durst! 
But nq^ I mean to appear no more before him in 
this shfibi)k I have another trick to act yet iA$i(k.) 
Sir, I make you stay somewhat 16Bg. 



For. N6t a whit, At. 
You ht^Yo been lately in the wars, sir, it seeQiB? 

Brain. Marry have I, sir, to my loss, and eMpbUBG 
of all, almost.-— 

For. Troth, sir, I would be glad to bestow a 
bottle o' you, if it please you to accept it— - 

Brain. Oh! sir 

For. But to hear the manner of your services add 
devices in the wars ; they say they be very strange, 
and Dot like tboso a man reads in Boudish histories, 
or sees at Mile-end. 

Brain. No, I assure you, sir; why, at anytime 
when it pleases you, I shall be ready to dlscorirse 
with you all I know — and more too, Somewhat 

(Aside.) 
, For. No better time than now, sir. We'll go to 
the Windmill ; there we shall have a eup of neat 
grist, as we call it I pray you, sir, let me request 
you to the Windmill. 

BraM. I'll follow you, Sir ; and make grliit o» you. 
If I have good luck. (Asid^.i 

iExeunt. 
Re-enter YOUNO KNO WEIX, with IJASTEB 

MATTHEW, OAPTAIN BOBADIL^ ami ST£. 

PHEN. 

Mat. Sir, did your eyes ever taste the Ifke clown 
bf him, where we were to-day, Mr. Wellbred's half- 
brother ? I think the whole earth cannot shew his 
parallel, by this day-light 

Young K. We are now speaking of him. Oaptaid 
Bobadil tells me he is fallen foul o' you, tool 

Mat. Oh! ay, ski he threatened me with Che 
bastinado. 

Capt. B. Ay, but 1 thhik I taught you priSventlon 
this morning for that You shall kill him, beyond 
question, if you be so generously minded. 

Mat. Indeed, it Is a most excellent trick. 

Capt. B. Oh! you do not give spirit enough to 
your motion; you are too tardy, too heavy! C3i ! it 
must be done like lightning, boy! Tut! 'tis no- 
thing, an't be not done in a punto. 

Young K. Captain, did you ever prove yourself 
upon any of our masters of defence here ? 

Mat. Oh, good sir! yes, I hope he has ! 

Capt B. I will tell you, sh*. They have assaulted 
me some three, four, five, six of them together, ai 
I have walked along in divers skirts o' the town, 
where I have driven them before me the whole 
length of a street, In the open view of all oilr 
gallants, pitying to hurt them, believe me. Yet dll 
this lenity will not overcome their st)leen; they 
will be doing with the pismire, raising a hill a man 
may spurn abroad with his foot at pleasure. By 
myself I could have slain them all ; but I delight 
not in murder. I am loath to bear any other than 
this bastinado for *em ; yet I hold it good policy 
not to go disarmed; for though I be skilful, I- may 
be oppressed with multitudea 

Young K. Ay, believe me, may yo^ sir; and, in 
my conceit, our whole nation shooUr stistaln the 
loss by it, it It were so. 

Capt. B. Alas) no. What's a peculiar noxk to ft 
nation? Not seen. 

Young K. Oh! but your skill, sir! 

Capt. B. Indeed, that might be some loss ; bat 
who respects it ? I will tell you, sir, by the way of 
private, and under seal, I am a gentleman, and live 
here obscure, and to myself; but were I known to 
his majesty and th% lordR, observe me, I woudd Un- 
dertake, upon this poor head and life, for the public 
benefit of the state, not only to spare the entire 



1100. 

lives of his inbjects in general, but to save the one 
half, nay, three parts of his yearly charge in holding 
war, and against what enemy Boever. And how 
wonld I do it, think you? 

Voung K. Nay, I know not ; nor can I conceive. 

CaifU B> Why, thus, sir : I would select nineteen 
more to myself, throughout the land, gentlemen 
they should be: of a good spirit, and able constitu- 
tion; I would choose them by an Instinct, a cha- 
racter that 1 have ; and I would teach these nine- 
teen the special rules, as your panto, yonr reverso, 
your Btoccata, imbroccata, yonr passada, yonr 
montanto ; till they could -all play very near, or 
altogether as well as myself. This done, say the 
enemy were forty thousand strong; we twenty 
would come into the field the tenth of March, or 
thereabouts, and we would challenge twenty of the 
enemy; they could not in their honour refuse ns. 
Well, we would kill them; challenge twenty more, 
kill them ; twenty more, kill them, too ; and thus 
would we kill every man his twenty a day, that's 
twenty score ; twenty score, that's two hundred ; 
two hundred a day, five days a thousand ; forty 
thousand; lorty times five, five times forty: two 
hundred days kills them all by computation. And 
this I will venture to my poor gentleman-like car- 
cass to perform, provided there be no treason prac- 
tised upon us, by fair and discreet manhood : that 
is, civilly by the sword. 

Young K. Why, are you 'so sure of your hand. 
Captain, at all times. 

Capf. B. Tut! never miss thrust, upon my repu- 
tation with you. 

Twng K. I would not stand in Downright's 
state then, an' you meet him, for the wealth of any 
one street in London. 

Capt. B. Why, sir, you mistake. If he were here 
now, by this welkin, I would not draw my weapon 
on him ! I^et this gentleman do his mind ; but I 
will bastinado him, by the bright sun, whereever I 
meet him. 

Mat. Faith, and I'll have a fling at him, at my 
distance. 

iFn<<»rDOWNBTGHT, teaming over theUage. 

Yowng K, God's so { Look ye ' where he is ; yon- 
der he goes. 

DotBft. What peevish luck have I ; I cannot meet 
with these bragging rascals I 

Capt. B. It's not he. Is it? 

Tovmg K. Yes, faith, it is he. 

Mat. I'll be hanged, then. If that were he. 

Step. Upon my reputation, it was he. 

Capt.^ B^ Had I thought it had been he, he must 
not have gone so; but I can hardly be induced to 
believe it vraa ha jpt . ■ - •' ^-^ — -- 

rourig K. fha.tlt'h.iiik, bIt. But see, he is come 
again 1 

Re-enter DOWNRIGHT. 

Down. Oh, Pharaoh's foot, have I found you 
Come, draw ; to your tools. Draw, gipsy, or I'l* 
thrash you. 

Capt B. Gentleman of valour, I do believe in thee, 
hear me — 

Down. Draw your weapon, then. 

Capt. B. Tall man, I never thought on't till now, 
body of me I I had a warrant of the peace served 
en me even now, as I came along, by a water 
bearer; this gentleman saw it, Iklr. Matthew. 

(pownright beats Captain BobadU; Matthew 
runs awaif. 
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Down. 'Sdeath I yon will not draw, tb«n ? 

Capt. B. Hold, hold! under thy favour, foN 
bear. 

Down. Prate again, as you like this, you whoreson 
foist, you! You'll control the point, you? Yonr 
consort is gone ; had he staid, he had shared widi 
you, sir. 

i£xit. 

Young K. Twenty, and kill them ; twenty more, 
killthem, too— ha,hal 

Capt. B. Well, gentlemen, bear witness; I was 
bound to the peace, by this good day. 

Young K. No, faith, it's an ill day. Captain, never 
reckon it other : but say you were bound to the 
peace, the law allows yon to defend yourself; that 
will prove bat a poor excuse. 

Capt. B. 1 cannot tell, sir. I desire good con- 
struction, in fair sort I never sustained the like 
disgrace, by heaven. Sure, I was struck with a 
planet 

Step. No, Captain, you was strock wltil a 
stick. 

Young K, Ay, like enough; I have heard of many 
that have been beaten under a planet Go, get you 
to a surgeon. 'Slid! and these be your tricks, 
yonr passados and your montantos, I'll none of 
them. 

Capt. B. I was planet-struck, certainly. 

IBxit. 

Young K, Oh, manners! that this age should 
bring forth such creatures! that nature should 
be at leisure to make 'em. Come, coz. 

Step. Mass ! I'll have this cloak. 

Young K. God's will, "'tis Downrlght's. 

Step. Nay, it's mine now ; anoQier might have 
ta'en it up .as well as L I'll wear it, so I wilL 

Young K. How, an he see it? He'll challenge it, 
assure yourself. 

Step. Ay, but he shall not ha't; I'll toy I bought 

Young K. Take heed yon buy it not too dear, 
coz. 

lExtunt. 



SCENE IIL^ii Chamber in Kitely's AotfM. 
Enter KITELY and CASH. 

Kite, Art thou sure, Thomas, we have pried into 
all and every part throughout this house? Is 
there no by-place, or dark, comer, has escaped 
ourseacches. 

Posh. Indeed, sir, none; there's not ft hole or 
nook un^earched by us, ^from th^. uppet loCt-ftn^' 
thajjellar. • • v ■.'.' T *- .♦?'*»- 

Kite. They have conveyed him, then, away, or 
hid him in some privacy of their own. Whilst we 
were, sear<)|>ing of the dark closet by my Bister's 
chamber, didst thou not think thou heard'st a rust- 
ling on the other side and a soft tread of feet. 

Cash. Upon my truth, I did not, sir ; or if you 
did, it might only be the vermin in the wainscot; 
the house is old, and overrun with 'em. 

Kite. It is, indeed, Thomas. We should bane 
these rats. Dost thou understand me? We will~ 
they shall not harbour here ; I'll cleanse my house 
from 'em, if fire or poison can eJSect it : I will not 
be tormented thus. They gnaw my brain, and 
burrow in <ny heart : I cannot bear it 

Cash. I do not understand you, sir. Good now, 
what is't disturbs you thus ? Fray, be composed. 



SVEBT ITAN m HIS HTTUOTTa 



lur 



ThflM steris of pcniou hAte. aome canae, I fe«r, 
^b«t tooches von more nearly. 
, Kite, Sorely, sorely, Thomae. It ctoaTes too 
cloice to me— ofa, me I (Sif^ht.) Lend me thy arm 
!-*Bo»foodOad>. 

I Ceuik. Toa tremble and look pale I Let me call 
assistance. 

\ Kite. Not for ten thousand worlds ! Alas, alas t 
*tift not In medicine to give me ease— here, here it 
lies. 
; Cath. What, sir? 

Kite. Why— nothing, nothing. I am not sick, 
yet more than dead; I have a burning fever in my 
mind, and long for thal^ whfteh, having, woold de- 
stroy me. 

CVuft. Believe me, *ti8 your fancy's imposition. 
Shut up year generovs mind trom such Introders. 
ril hazard au my growing favour with yon; I'll 
stake my present, my future welfare, that some 
base, whispering knave— nay, pardon me^ sir^- 
hath, in the best and richest soil, sown seeds of 
rank and evil nature I Ob, my master, should they 
take root— (^atfgWng wUhinJ 

Kite. Hark, hark ! Dost thou not hear ? What 
think'st thou now ? Are they not laughing at me ? 
They are* they are! They have deceived the 
wittol, and thus they triumph in their infamy. 
This aggravation is not to be borne. {LcMgMng 
a^«t.) Hark again 1 . Cash, do thou unseen eteal 
in Di)on 'em, and listen to their wanton confer- 
ence. 

C<uh. I shall obey yon, though agahist my will. 

\Exit. 

Kite. Against his wUl ! Ha! it may be so. He's 
young, and may be bribed for them: they've 
various means to draw the unwary in. If it be so, 
I'm lostk deceived, betrayed, and my bosom, my 
fall-fraught bosom, is unlocked and opeiv to 
mockery and lani^ter! Heaven forbid! He cannot 
be that viper; sting the hand that raised and 
cherished him ! Were this stroke added, I should 
be ciyaed. But it cannot be ; no, it cannot be. 

Re-enter CASH. 

CtittA. Yon are musing, sir. 

Kite. I ask your pardon, Cash. Ask me not 
why— 
I have wTongc>4 yon, and am sorry. Tis gone. 

Cttth* ir yon svspect my faith— 

Kite. I do not— say no more ; and, for my sake, 
let it die and be forgotten. Have you seen your 
misti*e8B, and heard whence was that noise? 

Cash. Your brother, Master Wellbred,*is with 
*eih, and I fdund them throwing out their mirth on 
a very tniHTil^dioiMons. fpiWect : it is on^.l'oMjiL. 
as W 6tyTer*tiffiself,' and he appertains, so he 
phrases it, to Justice Clement, and would speak 
with you. 

Kite. With me ? Art thou sure it is the Justice's 
clerk? Where is he? 

Enter BBAINWOBM, as Formal 

Who are you, fHend ? 

Brain. An appendex to Justioe Clement, vulgarly 
called his clerk. 

Kite. . What are your wants with me ? 

Brain, None. 

Kite. Do yoa not want to apeak with me f 

Brain. No, but my master does. 

Kite. What are the justtee's commands? 

Gratia He doth not command, but entreats Mas* 



ter Kitely to be with him directly, bavfaig matters 
of some moment to communicate unto him. 

KiU. What can it be? Say 1*11 be with him ia- 
stantiy; and if your legs, friend, go not faster than 
your tongue, I shall be there before you. 

Braitk 1 wilL Vale. 

» [Bxit. 

Kite. Tie a precious fool, indeed! I must go 
forth. But first come hither, Thomas : I have ad- 
mitted thee into the cloae reoeases of my heart, 
and shewed thee all my frailties, passions, every- 
thing. * 
Be careful of thy promise, keep good watoh. 
Wilt thou be true, mv Thomas? 

Cath. As truth's self. sir. 
But be assur'd you're neaping care and trouble 
Upon a sandy base; ill-plac'd snsploion 
Becoils upon yourself. She's chaste aa comely ; 
fieliev't she is. liet her not note your humour ; 
Disperse the gloom upon your brow, and be 
As clear as her unaaUied honour. 

Kite. I wiU then. Cash— thon comf ort'st me : I'li 
drive these 
Fiend-like fancies from me, and be myself again. 
Think'st thou she has perceiv'd my folly ? 'iVere 
Happy if she had not— she has not : 
They who know no evil, will suopect none. 

Cash. True, sir; nor has your mind a blemish 
now. 
This cfaaage has gladden'd me. Here's my mis- 
trees. 
And the rest ; settle your reason to accost 'em. 

Kite. I will, Cash, I will. 

Enter WELLBBED, DAME EITELY and BBID- 
GET. 

Well What are you a plotting, brother Eitely, 
That thus of late yon muse alone, and bear 
Such weighty care upon your pensive brow ? 

iLaughe.) 
Kile. My care is all for you, good sneering 
brother. 
And well I wish'd you'd take some wholesome 

counsel, 
Aad eorb yonr headalroiig hwaonrs; trnat me, 

brother, 
Yon were to blame to ralae commotiona here, 
And hurt the peace and order of my house. 

WeU. No. harm done, brother, ■ I wammf yoiu - 
Since there is no harm done, anger coets 
A man nothing, and a brave man is never 
His own man till he be angry. To keep 
His valour in obscurity, U to kesp bivwelf , . 
As it were, in a cloek-bag. What's a brave 

Mwiolaa, unjesshftpto? ^. ^^ .^ 

'nTVliat's a brave man, unless lie fight? 

BafM K. Ay, but what harm might have come of 
it, brother? 

Well What, school'd on both sides! IVythee, 
Bridget, save me from the rod and lecture. 

(Bridffet and WeObred retire.} 
Kite. With what a decent modesty she rates 
him! 
My heart's at ease, and she shall see it la 

(Aiidej 
How art thou, wife? |Thoa look'st both gay and 

comely; 
In troth, thon dost. I'm sent for out, my dear, 
Bnt I shall soon return. Indeed, my Ufa, 
BuBineaa thai forcea me abroad growa irksome. 
I ooold content me with leas gain and vantage^ 
To have thee moi« at home. Indeed I oould. 



ilM IfiTBBt ItAH m En HUlfOtTB. 

Mum K. Tour aonUi, as wtU m lore, swy breed 
these thoaghtu 
Kit^ Thftt jeriAtiuiee me. 

Wbat dOBt thoa say f DoabI thee f 

I shonld as soon saspect myself. Ko^ no; 

Hy eonfldence is rooted In thy merit, 

Ho flx*d and settled, that wert thoa iacllii*d 

To masks, to sports, and balls, where lusty ^outh 

Lsad np the wanton dance, ind thenls'd palse 

Beats quieker measures, yet I oould with Joy, 

With heart's ease and security- not but 

I had rather tiioa shonld'st prefer Uxy home 

And me, to boys and snoh like Tanlttes. 

Jkme K. But sure, my dear. 
A wife may moderately use taeee pleasures, 
Which numbers and the time giTe sanction to^ 
Without the smallest blemish on her name. 

Kiiu. And so she may ; and TU go wiih thee, 
child; 
I will, indeed; Til lead three Aere myself, 
And be the foremost reveller. I'll silence 
The sneers of envy, stop the tongue of slander; 
Nor will I more be pointed at, as one 
Disturbed with jealousy^ 

Jiamt K. Why, were yon ever so? 

Kite. "What?— Ha! never— ha, ha, ha! 
She stabs me home. {Atidt,) Jealous of thee! 
No, do not believe it Speak low, my love. 
Thy brother win overhear us. No, no, my dear, 
It could not be, it could not be— for—for— 
What is the time now ? I shall be too late— 
No, no ; thou may'st be sattsfled 
There's not the smallest spark remaining— 
BemainingI What do I say? There never was, 
Nor can, nor ever shall be— so be satisfied. 
Is Cob wMiln there? Qivemeakiss, 
My dear ; there, there, now we are reconcfl'd — 
I'll be back immediately. Good b'ye, good b'ye V 
Ha, ha! jealous, I shall burst my sides with hiugh- 

ing. 
Ha, ha; where are yon, Gob ? Ha, hat 

[Exit treUbredand Bridget eome forward. 

Well. WbatlMiva yon ac»a to make your husband 
part so merry from you ? He has of late been little 
given to lahghter. 

Dame X. Be laughed, indeed, but seemingly 
withont nflrth. His behaviour is new and strange. 
He it much agitated, and has some whimsy in his 
bead, that pottles mine to read it 

Well. 'Tis ieslonsy. good sister ; and writ so 
largely, that the blind may read it; have you not 
perceived itj^et? 

Dame K. it I have, 'tis not ilways prudent that 
my tongue should betray my eyes ; so far my wis- 
dom tends, good brother, and little more I boast 
But what makes him ever calling for Cob so? I 
wonder how he can employ him. 

WelL Indeed, sister, to ask how ha employs Oob, 
is • necessary question for you that are his wife, 
said ft thing not very easy for you to be satisfied 4n. 
But this ril assure you, Cob's wife Is an excellent 
procuress, sfeter, and oftentimes your husband 
haunts her bouse: marry to what end, I cannot al- 
together adbnee him— Imagine you what you think 
eonvenient—but I have known fair hides have foul 
hearts, en now, sister. 

Dame K. Never said you truer than that, bro- 
ther; so mueh I can tell you for your learning. 
Oh, ohi is this the fruits of Lis jealousy ? I.tbought 
aome game was hi the wbid, he acted so mnoh 



teiidenieM bat now; but 111 be iptt irMi hlni, 

Thomas! 

je^^^CASB. 
Feteh your hat, Thomas, and go with me. iSxU 
CoiA^}! would to iDrtnoe I ooald take him tMe, 
I'd return him his own, I warrant him I I'd lit hloi 
for his jealous^! 

Well Ha, ha ! so e'en let 'em go ; this maj msftd 
sport anoo. l^bat, Brahiworm 1 

EnUr BBAINWOBM. 

Braiu» I saw the merohaat turn the coroer, and 
come back to tell yon sU goes well ; wind and tUtd, 
my master. 

WelL But how got'st thon tble apfKtel ta Ctte Jvtf- 
tico*8 man ? 

Brain. Marry, sir, my proper liner penittaa would 
needs bestow the grist o' me at the Windnf iU, to 
hear some marshal discourse, whefe I so mar- 
shaUed him, that I made hfan dnmk vflth Mbnhu- 
tion : and because too much heat was tiie eaose of 
his dhstemper, I stripped him stark naked as he 
lay along asleep, and borrowed his suit to deliver 
his counterfeit message in, leavf&t a msty armour, 
and an old brown bill, to watoh him tfll they re- 
turn; which shall be, when I have pawned his 
apparel, and spent the better partof the money, per- 
haps. 

Well. Well, thou art a successful, merry knave, 
Bralnworm; his absence will be subject for more 
mirth. I pray thee, return to thy young master, 
and will him to meet me and my sister^Sidget at 
the Tower instantly; for here, tell him the boose 
is so stored with jealousy, there is no room for 
lore to stand upright in. we must get our fortunes 
committed to some large prison, say : and then the 
Tower, I know np better air, nor wbei« the liberty 
of the house may do us more pre(ie&t service. 
Away. 

{Exii Bremnw^m. 

Brid. What, is this the engine that yon told me 
of ? What further meaning have you in the plot ? 

Well. That you may know, fair sister-i^iolaWfhow 
hADpy a thfaig it is to be fair and heantmiL 

mid. Thattouches not me, brotner. 

Well, Well, there's a dear and well respected 
•friend of mine, sister, stands yi&ry stronglx uod 
worthily affected towards vou, and hath if owed to 
inflame wl^ole bonfires of zeal at his beart, in 
honour o| your perfections. I have alqaady en- 
gaged my promts tp bring you where y6n shall 
hear him confirm much more. Ned Kno^well is 
the man, sViter.. There's no exception a«alBat the 
party. .What say you, sister ? On my bob], be lofes 
you; will you ^ve him this meetizkg? , 

Brid. 'Faith, I had very little confidence in my 
own oonstaney, brother, if I durst not mee% a msa ; 
but this motion of yours savours of an old knight 
adventurer's servant a little too much, methinks. 

Well What's that, sister? ... 

Biid. Marry, of the go-between. 

Well. No matter if it did; I would ba aoebAil 
one for my friehd. Bat nee, #bo la x»tamed io 
hinder us. 

Ee-itnier EltELY. 



KiU. What vinany Is fhlfl? Galled o«ii on a 
false message! This was some ploC twta not 
sent for. Bridget; Where's year sistep? 

Bia. I think she be gone forth, sir. 
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KitA, Howl IB my wife gone forth? Whither, 
Corhi|kt9B%B«lM? ^ 

Brid. She's gone abroad with TbonuB. 
Kitt. Abroad with Thomas I Oh, that villaU 



He baih (Oaoofm'd aU mitomy wife: 

Beast that I was to trast him. (AHde.) Whither, 

I pray 
Too, went she If 

MHd, 1 Bnownot, sir. 

WeO, 111 tell yon, brother, whither I sospeet she's 



Kite. Whither, good brother? 

wai To Cob's house, I believe, bnt keep my 
ooanseL 

£%$€, 1 will, I wilL To dob's home 1 Does she 
haunt there? 
She's gone on pnrpose now to cuckold me, 
With that lewd rasckl, who, to win ber favour, 
Bath told yon alL Why would yoo let her go ? 

WW, Beeaose shelB not my wife ; tf she were, 
I'd Iceep her to her tether. 

Xit9, So, sot now tis plain. I shall go mad 
With my misf ortanes, now they pour ia torrents, 
rm bratad by my wife, betray'd by my servant, 
Modrd at by my reiatiotis, p<riated at by my neigh- 

hours, 
Despl^d by myt^f-^There is nothing left now 
Bat to revenge myself first, next hang myself i 
Andthen^-^atn 



IBxeunt, 



I my cares wHl be over. 

ACT V. 

SCENE l—Stocks-mariet. 

£iUer UAffTSE MATTHEW md CAPTAIN 
BOBADIL. 

JiaL 1 wonder. Captain, what they wiU say of my 
golBt«way,eht . • • i 

- CBpr. B, Why, what should they say? but as of 
a dSeenet gentlemait; guiok, 1^17, Tespectfu! of 
natures f sit UtteattMBtsTandthttt'eaH. ^ 

MmL Why 00? bnt what can they say of their 
twatSngf 

Oapt: B. A rude part, a toooh with soft frood, a 
kind of gross battefyused, lain on strongly, borne 
moBt pa«totttly, aiMl that's all. But whensfore do I 
wake their remembhuaoef I was fascinated, by 
JupUer 1 fascinated i but I will be npfyritohe^t iwd 
Avenged by law. 

Mat. Do you hear ? Is't not l)eBtto get a warrant, 
and have him arrested, and brought before Justice 
Clement? 

Capt. B. It were not amiss ; would we had it 

MaL Why, here come^ his man, let's speak to 
hixB. 

Ceipi. B» Agreed. Do yon speak. 

JBfUif J^BAINWOnai, a$ Formaf, 

MfuL Save you, sir. 

Brain. Witn aU my heart, sir. 

Mat. Sir, there is one Downright hath ikbnsed 
this gentleman and myself, and we determine to 
make ourselves amends by law: now if yott would 
do US tte fhvottr te proenre a warrant to bring him 
before your master, yon Bhall ^ well considei-eU 
of, I assure you, sir. 

BiraiiL Sir, yen knew mysertico is royUvIng; 
8Qch fnwasn as these, |;otien of my master, Is Hs 



only preferment, and, therefore, you must consider 
me, as I may make benefit of my piaoa 

Mai. How is that, sir? 

Brain. 'FatO, the tUng is extraordinanr, and 
the gentleman noay be of great account Yet; hk 
what he will, if you will lay me down a brace of 
angels in my hand* yon shall have it^ otherwise 
not 

Mai. How shall we do. Captain? He asks a 
breoe of aagels. Yon have no money. ' 

(Apart to Cc^t. B.) 

CapL B. Not a cross, by fortune. 

(Apart.) 

Mat. Nor I, as I am a gentleman, but twopence 
left of my two shillings in the momhig for Wine 
and radish. XiOt's find him some pawn. 

_ {Apart.) 

Capt. B. Pawn! We have none to the value of 
his demand. 

Mat. Oh, yes, I can pawn my ring here. 

{Apan.") 

Capt. B. And, harkye, he shall have my trusty 
Toledo, too; I believe I shall have np service for it 
to-day. 

(Apitrt.) 

Mat. Do you hear, sir? We have do store of 
money at this time, but you shall hate gOodpawna 
Look you, sir; C wiU pledge this ring, and that 
gentleman his Toledo, because we would have it 
despatched. 

Brain. I am content sir; I will get you the war- 
rant presently. Whars his name, say you ? Dowtk- 
right? 

Mat. Ayray, George Downright 

Brain. WeB, gentlemen, I'll procurs you the 
warrant piesently. Bat who will you haye to 
serve it ? 

Mai. tha,t*n true. Captain; that must be con- 
sidered. 

Cap'. B. Body o'me, I know not 1 Tie service 
of danger t 

Brain. Why, you were best get one of the yar- 
lete o' the'cit^; a-sergtmt; HI appotait you bde if 
you please. 

JM. WUl you, sir? Why, we can wish no better. 

Ccmt. A We'll leavQ it to you, sir. 

Brain. This Is i*are I Now will £ gp pawn this 
cloak of tl^e Justiqe'a JDsn, at the broker's for a YW 
let's suit, andT be tt^ varlet |nyse)t, snd eg get 
money on all sides. 



SCENE 1L—Th4 4treet he/ore Col>^4 house. 
Enter KNO'WELL. 

JTno. Ob I here iliat I kwre found it now. Ho* 
who is within here ? 

(Tib appears at the window.) 

Tib. I am within, sir. What's your pleasure ? 

Kno. To'know who is within beeideB yourself. 

Tib. Why, sir, you are no constable, I hope? 

Kno. Oh! fear you the constable 1 Then I doq|>t 
not you have some guests witbtn deserye that feej". 
I'll fetch him Rtrafght 

2V?!. For heaven^B sake, qir— 

Kno. Qd to) Coh/e, tfiu' m \fi fiot young 

nti'tf Alt TtnrA?- - • ' i^ w^.^* 



Kttb'treinieref 



U7« 

Tib. Tonng Sao'waU : X know none snob, «ir, o* 
mj hocesty. 

Kno. Tour honesty, damet It lUet too lightiy 
from yoQ. Tbero is no w»y Irat fetch the con- 
■tftble. 

JVb, The oonsia>1el the man ie mad, I think. 

Snter CASH md DAME KITELY. 
Km. Oh I this ie the female copeemate of my 

SOD. 

Now shall I meet him straight 

(Atide.) 
DtuM K, Knock hard, Thomas. 
Caih. HoSk good wife ! 
Tib. Why, what's the matter with yoaf 
Dame K. Why, woman, grieves it you to ope the 
door? 
Belike yon get something to keep it shut 
Tib. What means these questions, pray you ? 
DofiM K. So strange yon make iti Is not my^ 
husband here ? 
Kf¥>, Her husband 1 

{Atide.) 
DWM K, My tried and faithful husband, Master 
Xitely. 
Tib, I hope he needs not be tried here. 
DoHM K» Ck>me hither. Cash. I see my turtte 
coming to his haunts. Let us retire. 

{Th»ifniire,) 

Kno. This must be some device to mock me 

withal 

Soft- who is this? Oh! 'tis my son disgniaU 

ril watch him and surprise him. 

Enter KITELY, m,vffled in a ctoalt. 

Kite. *Tis truth, I see: there she skulks. 
But I will fetch her from her hold— I will— 
1 tremble so, I scarce have power to do the justice 
Her infamy demands. 

iAs KiU'y goes forto ard, Damt KiUlp and 

Kno' veil lay hold of Aim.) 

KfUK Have I trapped yon, yonUi? Yon oaanot 

escape me now. 

Dame K. Oh, sir i have I forestall'd your honest 

market? 

Found your close walks ? Yon stand amaz'd 

Now, do yon? Ah! hide, hide your face for 

shame! 

I'faith, I am glad I'ye found yon out at last 

JTno. What mean you, woman? Let go your 

hold. 

I see the counterfeit I am his father, 

And claim him as my own. 

Kite. (Diaeoven hinuel/.J I am your cuckold, and 

claim my vengeance. 
Denm K What, do you wroDg me, and insult me 
too? 
Thou faithless man ! 
Kite, Out on thy more than strunpet's impu- 
dence! 
Steal's! thou thus to thy haunts? And have I 
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Thy bawd and thee, and thv companion, 
This hoary-headed lecher, this old goat. 
Close at your villainy, and wouldstthon excuse it 
With this stale harlot's jest accusing me? 
Oh ! old incontinent, dost thou not shame 
To have a mind so hot, snd to entice 
And feed the enticement of a lustful woman t 
Dam K. Out! I defy thee, thon dIsBembling 
wretchl 



Kite. Vet J me, strumpet! Aik they pandff 
here; 
jOan he deny it, or that wicked elder? 
Kno. Why, hear you, sir— 
Cash. Master, 'tis in vain to reason while these 
pasdons blind you. Tm grieved to see yon thos. 

Kite. Tut tut! never speak; I see through eveiy 
Veil yon cast upon your trsaohery: but I have 
Done with you, and root you from my heart for 

ever. 
For you, sir, tbns I demand my honour's due; 
Besoiv'd to cool your lust or end my shama 

(Draws.) 

Kno. What lunacy is this ? Put up your sword, 

and undeceive yourself. No arm that e'er poiaeA 

weapon can affright me ; but I pity folly, nor cope 

with madnesa 

Kite. I will have proofs—I will— so yon, good 
wife-bawd, Oob'swife; and you, that make yov 
husband such a monster; and yon yonng pander, 
and old cuckold->maker; III have yon every one 
before the Justice. Nay, you ahall answer it; I 
charge you go. Come forth thou bawd. 

(Qces into the hou»e, and britt^ imt Tib.) 
Kno. Marry, with all my hearty sir; I go wil- 
lingly. 
Though I do taate this, asa trick put on me 
To punish my impertinent search, and justlyi 
And half forgive my son for the device. 
Kite. Come, will you go? 
Dame K. Qo, to thy shame believe it 
Kite, Though shame and sorrow hafh my heart 
betide, 
Come on— I must and will be satisfied. 

. iExtuiU. 

SOENB UL*^atocks^mm*tL 

Enter BBAINWOBM. 



Brain Well, of all my disguises yet now am I 
most Uke myself, being in this serge«tit> gown. A 
man of my present profession never oonaterfeits 
till he lays hold upon a debtor, and saya he 'rests 
him ; for then he brings hkn to allmanner of un- 
rest A kind of little kings we are, bearing the 
dfaninntive of a mace, made Uke a young artiehoke, 
that always carries pepper and salt in itself. Well, 
I know not what daiiger I undergo by (his exploit: 
pray heaven, I come well off! 

Enter CAPTAIN BOBADIL and MASTEB 
MATTHEW. 

Afat. See, I thhik yonder is the varlet by his 
gowD. 'Save you, friend; are not you here by ap- 
pointment of Justice Clement's man? 

Braia. Yes, an' pleaae you, sir, he told me two 
gentlemen had willed bun to procure a warrant 
from his master, which I have abont me, to be 
served on one Downright 

Mat. It is honestly done of yon both; and see 
where the party comes you must arrest 8erv« it 
upon him quickly, before he be awara. 

Enter MASTEB STEPHEN, in DownHghfs ctoal. 

Capt & Bear back. Master Matthew. 

Brain. Master Downright I arrest yon i'the 
queen's name, and must carry yon before * jastiesb 
by virtue of this warrant 

Step. Me, friend; I am no Downright, L I am 
Master Stephenj you do not well to aifesi me, I 
tell you truly. I am in nobody's bonds or books, 
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f wonid joa ilieald know it ▲ plague on you 

liaMiUgr, for makiog me thus afraid before my 

time. 
Brain. Why, now yoo aire deceived, gentlemeD 1 
iJmgU B, m wean soch » cloak, aod that de- 

celTed US. Bat see, here he comee^ indeed 1 This 

is hCb officer. 

J^nferpOWNEiatiT. 

Down. Why, how now, seignior Qall? Are yon 
tamed llleher of late ? Corner deliver tty doak. 

8ttp. Toor eloak, sir! I bought it even now in 
opeit market 

Brain. Master Downright, I have a warrant I 
moat serre upoiv yon, procured by these two geu- 
tiem«i. 

Down. These gentlemen! These rascals ! 

BraiiL Keep the peaces I dutrge you in her 
majea^'s name. 

Down. I obey thea What most I do» officer. 

jBratn. Go before Master Justice Olement, to 
snswer whftt they can object against yoo, sir. I 
will ose yoo kindly, sir. 

MaL Corner' let's before, and make the Jnstioe, 
Oap^^ {Exit. 

Capt. B. The varlet's a tall man, before heaven! 

IBxit. 

DmmK Gvll, yoa*U gi' me my cloak ? 

Stqf. mr, I booght it, and I'Uke^ it 

Down. Too will? 

<»9. Aj*thatIwilL 

Down, O0lcer, there's thy fee: arrest him. 

Brain. Master Stephen, I most arrest yoo. 

J^€p, Arrest me! I scorn it; there^ take yoar 
oioak, ni none on't. 

Down. Nay, that shall not serve yoar torn now, 
sir. Officer, III go with thee to the Jostice*& 
Bring him along. 

^<!t>. Why, is not here yoar. cloak; what woold 
yoahfrve? 

Dowm. ru ha' you answer it, sir. 

Brmn. Sir, I'll take yoar word, and this gentle- 
man's too. for his appearanoei 

Down. rjU ha* no words taken. Bring hhn along. 

Braiii. (Askk.} So, soi I have made a fair mash 
on't. 

.8I9. Mostlgo? 

Brwn, I know no remedy, Master Stephen. 

Down. Ckune along before me here. I do not 
love yoar hanging4ook behind. 

StM. Why, sir, I hope you cannot hang me for 
it Can he, fellow? 

Brain, I think not, sir. It is bat whipping 
matter, sore 1 

Step, Why, then, let him do his worst, I am re- 
solate. iSxeunt. 
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SCENE IV.^A. ffaU in Justice ClemenVt Jwuse, 

Enter JVSTICE CJLEMBJ^T, KNO'WELL, KITE- 
LT, DAME KITEL7, TIB, GASH, OOB, and 

Servants. 

Just. C. Nay, bat stay, stay, give me leave. My 
chair, sirrah. Ton, Master Kno'well, say you went 
tiiitber to meet yoar son ? 

Kno. Ay; sir. 

Just. O, Bat who directed you thither? 

\ffiMb That did mine own man, Sir, 

/««^ a Where is he? 



Kno, Nay, I know not now ; I left him with your 
clerk, and appointed him to stay for me. 

AM. a. My clerk ! Aboat what time was this ? 

Kno. Marty, between one and two, as I take ii. 

Just. G. And what time came my man with the 
false message to you, Master Eltely ? 

Kite. After two, sir. 

Just. C. Very good; but, Mrs. Eltely, how chanoe 
itthat yon were at Gob*a, eh ? 

Dame K. An't please you, sir, I'll tellyock My 
brother Wellbred told me that Cob's hoose was a 
saspected place— 

Just. C. So it appears, methinks; bat on. 

Dame K. And that my husband used thlthA 
daily. 

Ju$i. C, No matter, so he used himself well, mia- 
tress. ' 

Dame K. True, sir; bat yoo know whatgrowB 
of sach haunts oftentimes. 

Juet. C. I see rank fruits of a jealous brain, Blis- 
•tress Kttely. Bat did yoa find yoor hnsband then, 
in that case, as yoa saspected? 

Kite. I found her there, sir. 

^tMt a Did yoa so ? That alters the ease* Wha 
gave you knowledge of yoar wife's being there? 

Kite. Marry, that did my brother Wehbred. 

Just, a How! W^Ubred first teU her, then tell - 
you after? Where is Wellbred? 

Kite. Gone with my sister, sir, I know not 
whither. 

Just. 0, Why, this is a mere trick, a device ; yoo 
are galled hito this most grossly, all t Alas, poor 
wench ! wert thou saspected for this ? 

Tib. Yea, an't please yoa. 

Jua. C. I smell mischief here: plot and ooatri- 
vanoe. Master Sitely. However, if yoo will step 
into the next room with your wife, and think coolly 
of matters, you'll find some trick has been .played 
yoa. I fear there have been jealoasies on both 
parts, and the wa|^ have been merry with you. 

Kite. I begin to feel it : I'll take your coonse 
Will you go in, dame? 

Dame JC; I wiU have Justice, Mr. Kitely. 

[Exit with Ka^M 

Just. C. Yoa will be a woman, Mrs. Kitely, tha 
I see. How now, what's the matter? 

Bnter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, there's a gentleman i' the ooort with- 
out desires to speak with yoar worship. 

Just. C. A gentleman ! What is he ? 

Serv» A soldier, sir, he says. 

Just. C. A soldier! My sword, quickly. A solr 
dier speak with me I Stand by; I will end your 
matters anon. .Let the soldier enter. Now, sir, 
what ha' you to say to me ? 

Enter CAPTAIN BOBADIV and MASTEB MAT- 
THEW. 

Capt. B. By your worship's favoaiv- 
Just. C. Nay, keep out, sir, I know not your 
pretence ; yoa send me word, sir, you are a sol- 
dier ? Why, sir, yoa shall be answered here ; here 
be them that have been amcmg soldiers. Sir, your 
pleasure? 

Capt. B. Faith, sir, so It is: this gentleman and 
myself have been most uncivilly wronged and 
beaten by one Downright, a coarse fellow about the 
town here ; and, for my own part, I protest, being 
a man in no sort given to this filthy homonr of 
quarrelling, he hath assaolted me in the way of m 
peace ; despoiled me o( mjtto bonoio; diawmed - 
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of my weapom, ftod nidely l«Id me along In tl 
open Btrveli, t»1i«a 1 flotio «n»h M t»o« oltend 



the 
to 
refdBthim, 

jMt. a Ot, Ood*g vndoafl 1 Is t>if ■ «he eoldtor ? 
Lie tliet«, my ■wora, 'twtH make blm swoon, I 
tmri bete not fit to look on't» thst win pat vp a 
blow. 

Mat. An*t please yonr worship, he was bound to 
Oiepeaee. 

Just. C. Why, an' ho were, sir, bts hands weft 
Bot bound, were they f 

8ero. There's one of the varieta of the city, eir, 
has bronght two gentlemen here ; one noon yoor 
worship*! warrant 
' Jtut. O, My wairaal? 

Serv. Yes, sir; the officer says, proenred by these 
two* 

Just. C. Bid hhn come in. Set by this piotnra. 
Whut, Mr. Dftwrnigbt^areyou bronghtaiMiv rresh- 
water's salt here ? 

MMer DOWKBIOHT, MA8T8B 6TEPDSI7, mt4\ 
BBAQTWOBM: 

Jhmt, rfBi<li,eirl And here's another bronght at 
mysnit 

Just. C. What aft yon, sirf 

BUp. A gentiemAd, sir. Oh, nndet 

JutuC. Uncle I Who, Master EnoVell? 

Kno. Ay, isir, tbitflti a wise kinsman c4 mine. 

Step. Uncle, I am wronged here moDstrottely : he 
ehaif^ me with steiamgof lils'doak^ And wemd I 
iBl^t never s^, if I did not find it in the btftetby 
chance. 

Doton. Oh, did yon find it, now t Ton said you 
bonghtireft-whlie.- 

TStep. And yon sidd I stole it Kay, now my uncle 
tohere,Pltdoweltenottgh#ltliyo«; ' > 

JM. e. Well, let this bfealhe awhile. Yon that 
have iftttuse to complain theft, stand forth. Ebd 
yon nqr Wftfiuit for this pntteman'e apprehen- 

Capt B, Ay, an't please yonr worship. 

JuU. C. Wtf, do aot speak In paiteioi so. Where 
Hadyonftr 

Od^t M: Of yonr eleHc, sir. 

Jmt. C. Thars well, an' uy derk ean make war- 
rants, and my hand not at 'ami Whero is the war- 
r^t ? Officer, have you it ? 

ICapt. B, and Mqttl^ tteal off. 

Brain. No, sir \ your worshin's man. Master for- 
mal, bid ipe do it for itieHe genvemen, andhe would 
tie my discharge. 

Jtof. p. Why, Master Downr)ght, aft yon snoh 
a noTfoe to M sefM, and never use the War- 
rant? 

J>ofnL Sir, h^ did not serve it on nie. 

Just. 0: No ; hdw the£ i ' ^^ 

Dotm. Marry, sir, his came to me, and said he 
must serve it, and he would use me kindly, and 

Jutt, a Oh, Ood's pity I was it so, sir? Be must 
■erte it Give me a warrant; I must serve one, 
too, Yon knave, von slave, yon rogue! Do you 
say yon must, sirrah ? Awav with him to gaoL I'll 



BVEEY MAN IN HIS HUMOUJL 



aaohyott 

BraiitL i 



a trick for ypnr must, sir. 
flood air, I beseech you, be good to 
auo. 

/««(. (Z. TeU hhn lie ahaU to the gaol ; away with 
Ahn^Isay. 
Brain, A^, nhr, if yo« will oommlt me, it shall be 



for committing moft than' this. I will not lose by 
my tftvei one giain <»f ny ffane etrtat.'^ ^:. r^ 



Just, a How is this ? 

JTaa. Myinan,ftNifhwoni! 

BtM. ofe, yee, «neiai BHriftwem »as been with 
mydouBlBBdwavdandlaDihteday:' '^ ~ 

Just. C. I told you all there was some devlea. 

Brain. Nay, excellent Justice^ since I have laid 
myself thus open to yon, now stand strong for me, 
both with your e word and your bahtoj^ 

Just a. Bbdy otee I a merry ktuinfV' Otve me a 
bowtof seek: c^ tmrvtoA Brtepv « ^Kna) tt fte t)e- 
longs to yon. Master Eno'well, IbospiUt ' ' 
tience. ■ .^^ \f 



Brain. ThatteftlhavamottMedef. Mivifsmi'U 
pardon me only, 111 glory in all the rest of my «zv 
ploits. 

Km. Shr, yea know I knpe not to have my iavonrs 
oome hard from me. You have^ yMP poMlon; 
though I suspecv yM shrewdlrM bettg of eOfBftsel 
withmyeohagaiaiteiiie: • - ^x > 

A^n. Yes,^aith! rbaveL sir; tboagli yen vs- 
tained me doubly this morning for jrbimVf ftnt, 
aaBndnwcrm i afl^, aa fttiMhroM Z wab y«i^re- 
f ormed soldier. Twas I sent you to Cob*B opott ftk 
drrand without end. ' -.- •* Z- 

Alio. Is it poesible? Or that thou shotddat dis- 
guise thyself so as I BhoaM aoi IcHOfrliih t* * 

Brain. Oh; slf I this baebMh c|»^ # my me- 
tamorphoses ; it is not that shapcl itIMia Ibalt likve 
run through to-day. I brouiefti MiMt'EiMjf a 
message, too, Athe form of Matter JWM^ man 
here, 10 dntw him ottt o*the way, as wait as your 
wovshfb; while Master Wellbftd mlglitf make a 
conveyance of Mistress Bridget to tn/ young 



Just. C Bat^ I pray thee, what bast thou done 
with my man, Formal ? "• ' ' 

Brain. ^lA, «lri after some eenmony past, as 
making him drunk, first with story, and flieM WiA 
wine, but all in kihdnett, and ttr^fag himt<rhia 
Milrc, I liAt kte M; that codlVtf^e^rteil, sold 
vour worship's warrant to tkeee'two; pawhad'liIB 
livery for that varlefego wn to eertli It hi ; aflEd thus 
have brought myself, %y my aeli^ity, to your #or- 
ship's consideration. 

Just. C. And I will consider thee In a ana of sack. 
Here's to fhee; tdHtXitjf) wMth hwvini dnttk'ofl, 
this Is my sentence, totedge me. Ikon kast done, or 
assisted to nothing, ttf iAf Jhdgment, bat dWerves 
to beltatdoned for the wit of the effeadei Qo into 
the next roQm; let Master £IMy'iniothiairhii&- 
8fcalbu«iaiees; and if he does ndc fofgive tiiee, he 
has less mirth in him than an honest mail obght to 
have. lExUBfatkworm.} Oan MatlM mteify attd his 
Wife there. 

lU-enter ElITELY and D ABCE KITELY. 

Did not I tell you th^ro was a pl<)|aoipa^yoa? 
Did i^ot I smellit buii; as a wise uagUtrito biqi^tf 
Have not you traced, have you not found it, eh. 
Master Eitely^ 

Kite. I have ; I confem my felly, and own I have 
deserved what I have suffered for it The trial has 
been severe, but it is past All I have to aek m>w 
is. that as my folly is cured, and yag perseeaton 
forgiven, my shame may be forgotten. 

JusL C. That will depend nponyoonetf, MaJrttr 
Kitely; do not you yourself create tba food for 
mischief, and the mieehlefoiia wUI Mil sny iwon 

you. But Gomfk )Qi ft ipeoaiiA ntfmtm^m' go 



roimd, and let all dlaeontonts be laid MS^ .T^u, 
Mr. Downright, pat off your Anger-; yon, Maritor 
Kno'weU, your oaree; and do yon, Mcwter Kitely, 
and yonr wife, put off your jealousies. 
Ami. flBfi tbu8 they go from me : Ubs me, my 
wife; 
See wlMt a drpTe of boms fly in the air, 
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WiBg'd 'IH^, qiy cleans'd 

"^atch 'em, Bas^cions eyes, watch where they fall 
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and my crednlons 

; 



See, see, on heads that think they've none at aU. 

Obf whatA plenteous world of this^wij; ooma, 

Wnen air rains horiis, all may be snf tf of swne. 

lExeimi. 



THE QUAKER. 

A COMIC OPEBA, IN TWO ACTS.— BY CHARLES DiBDtN. 




Steady.^" Vkbilt, thou rwoicest mi to fwd thbi," &c.— iirt 1, scene 2. 



Stsadt. 

X«UBIN. 

SoLOKoir. 



^ersmts ^ejrcsentA* 



. East, 
countbtmbbt. 



OiLLIAF. 



ACTI. 

SCENE L^Anirreffular Bill, eatried quite to the hact 
of the stage ; so situated, that Lubin, who comes from 
it during the symphony of the Duet, is sometimes 
seen, ana sometimes concealed by tfie trees. 

LUBIN comu ever the stile, with a stick and bundle on 
his sflbulder. 

AIB and DUET.— LUBIN and CICELY. 
Lub. 'Midst thrushes, blackbirds, nightingales. 

Whose songs are echoed f^om the vales. 
Trudging along through thick and thin, 
Thank fate at last I've reach'd the door. 

(Knocks at the cottage d0cr 



HowpUafd they'tt be to let nuinf 
rvewaitd amain. 
And yet not leaving her before, 

Hastnfyig to see my love affei{$t, 
I thought each furlong ha^f-a-seore. 
They're long, methinks^ 

Clce. (At the window.) 

Lob. 



Oioe. 
Lub. 
Cice. 



Who's there, I trowt 
Look out, good motJur, don't pou know t 
*Tis Lvbin. How does OilNan do 1 
And Hodge, and Margery, and Sue t 

Not a whit better, sir, for you. 
Why, wihaVs Uie mgtter t why ^yeftrowmf 
Tou shail know all when I come down. 



Lob. 



Cice. 



Lab. 



Cice. 

Lub. 
Cice. 
Lub. 
Cice. 



WbatisthemeaniHgqfaUtMtt 
Oh, here the tmnet. 

iTnto- CICELY 

WeU,what*»amiuf 

Who are ifou, making aU thit stir f 

If to come in you mean; 
You may at well be jogging, sir, 
While yet your boots are green, 

Tm perfectly like one asiound, 

J know not, I declare, 
Whether Vm walking on the ground^ 

Or flying in the air. 
Tfii* treatment is enough to quite 

Btreaoe one of one's wis. 

Good lack-Uhday ! and do you bite. 
Fray, eter, in these fits t 

But you are jetting-^ 

Uiink so stm. 

Where's OiUiemt 

She's not here: 

She's gone abroad, sir, she is HI. 
She's flead, you canmot see her : 
She knows you not, did never see 

Your face in all her life ; 
In short, to-morrow she's to be 
Another person's wife. 
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Cice. Tour seryant If you have » mind to be » 
bridesmaa, we shall be glad to see yon. 

Lub. A very pretty spot of work tUal aad bo I 
baye come a hundred mUes to make a fool of my. 
self, and to be laughed at by the whole Tillage. 

Am.~LUBIN. 



Lub. Here comes her father. I doa*t suppose he 
had^much hand in it: for so he had his afternoon's 
nap in quiet, he was always for letting things go as 
they would. So, master Easy» you have consented^ 
I find, to marry your daughter to another, after 
promising me over and ovor, that nobody should 
nave her but me. 
Cict. I tell you we know nothing, at all about ^ Easrj. My wife desired me. 



you. 

Lf^. Ton don'tl why then may happen my name 
'en't I.obtn Blackthorn, and 'tis likely I did not set 
out six months ago to see my lather down in ihe 
west, and ask his consent to my marriage >vith your 
daughter Gillian \ and I warrant you I did not stay 
till my father died to take possession of bis farm 
and every thing that belonged to him; nay, you'll 
want to make me believe presently that I 'en't 
come now to settle ajjTairs, and takB her back into 
Uie country with me. 

Cice. Don't make a fool of yourself, young num: 
get baek to your farm, and graze yoor oxen. You 
won't get a lamb out of oar fold, I promise you. 

Lub. Well, but in sober sadness, you 'en't se- 
rioBs, are yon ? 

dee. Serious 1 why, don't I tell you, OlUian's to 
be married to another to-morrow ? 

Lub. Where ia she? I'll hear it from her own 
momth. 

Ci-.e. 1 belief about this time she is trying on 
lier weddlogfSQit, 

Lub. And who is this she is going to he married 
to ? I'll see hioit and know what he has done to de- 
serve her more than I have. 

Cice, Dene to deeerve her! 

Lkb, Yes, done to deserve her. You forget, I 
Sappose, when I've canned her milk-pail for her, 
or taken her jdiare of work in the hay-fleld, how 
you used to say, that I was a true lover indeed: 
bat I don't desire to have anything to say to you 
-^you'll repent first 

Cice. Poor young man! 

Luh, Nay, but don't you think you have used me 
very ill now? 

Cice, I thought yon said you would not speak a 
word to me. 

Lub, Napr, but dame Cicely— 



/ loekd up all my treasure, 
- 1 Journey 'd many a mile, 
An4 by my grief did measure 
The passing time the while. 

My business done and over, 
I hasten' d back amain. 

Like an expecting lover, 
To view it once again. 

But this delight was stifled. 
As it began to dawn ; 

I found the casket rifled, 
And all my treasure gone. 

Enter EASY. 



Lub. Your mind is strangely altered, farmer 
Easy. But do me one piece oT justice, however^ 
tell me, who is it you intend for your son-in-law? 

Easy. TIb a rich one, I assure you. 

Lub. And BO you have broke your word, and all 
JFor the lucre of gain. And, pray now, don't you 
expect to be booted out of the village ? 

Easy. I can't say I do. 

Lub. Then they're a vile pack of wretches, and 
I'll get away from them as soon as I can. Oo on, 
go on— let me know all. 

Ecuy. You are in a passion, child, so I don't re- 
gard what you say : but I think I should have been 
out of my wits to have refused Mr. Steady, the rich 
Quaker. 

Lub. What» is it he^ then ? 

Easy. It is. 

Lub. What I he that you are steward to ; he that 
does so much good all about; and he that gives a 
portion every May-day to a dantusel, as a reward for 
her sweetheart's ingenuity ? 

Easy. The same. You have seen the nature of 
it: that villager who can boast of having done the 
most ingenious thing, claims a right to demand a 
farm, containing sixty acres, rent free for seven 
years, and a himdred xwunds to stock it, together 
with whatever maiden he chooses, provided he 
gain her consent : and it is a good custom ; for 
the youug men who formerly used to vie with one 
another in the feats of strength, now as I may say, 
vie with one another in feats of understanding. 

Lub. And so he is to marry your daughter ? 

Easy. Things are as I tell you. And for that 
purpose, he has taken Gillian into his own house, 
had her taught music; and to say the truth, she is 
a different thing to what she was when you saw 
her last. 

Lub. She is, indeed I for when I saw her last 
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sbe told me, that all the ricbaa In the world shoald 
■eiv«r ftiate her forget me. 

Ba»if. Bat oliioe ohe bM ebenged her mind; and 
•e it BO falla oat, that to-morrow is May-day, you 
woald do as well to study some ixigenloas things aod 
get thU pdrtMn for a more deserfhig damsel 

Luh. lio, larmer Easy ; her asing me iU is no 
reason why f should doanythbig to make me angry 
with myself; I swore to love her for ever, and I'll 
keep my word, though I see she has broken hera. 

Jkup. Do what yoa please ; I most he gone. 

Lub. Nay, bet tell me one thing— did Gillian her- 
self consent to this ? 

JPoiy. YoBli know all tai f^ood time. 



lExit. 



AIB.-Lt7BIN. 



Wmnen an wittrO*'th/t^wt»p», *tispUi^ 
The doHT theifutm, stiU the mart they rttire\ 
Theif Uaxe you, and jade you^ 
And round akout lead you, 
Without hopes of shelter, 
Ding-donff, helter skelter, 
TTtrough water and fire. 
And when you believe every danger and pain 

From yom'heca't you may banish. 
And you're near the possession of what you desire , 

That instant th^ vanish. 
And the devil a bit can you eateh them again. 

By tome they're not badly eompar'd to the sea, 

Which is calm and tempestuous within the same 
hour; 
Soms say they are syrens, but take it from me. 

They're a sweet race qfangeb, o'er man that have 
power; 
His person, his heart, nay, his reason to seise, 
Andkad the j^oor crwiuare wherever they please. 



pCfENZ IL^A Rom m the quaker's Jloutt. 
Enter FLOBETTA and GILLIAN. 

Flo. Pooh, pooh ! yon most forget Lnbin. 

Oil. How can yoa kik so, Fbretta? I we 
thoogb, and none of them shall make me ; they all 
frightened me, by sajrlngit w»i a bad thing not to 
obeiy my parents, and so I consented to merry this 
Qawer-man ; bat there's a wide difference between 
marrying hiip and forgetting Lnbin. 

Fta. And so yon wonld be silly enough to prefer 
being the homely wife of a clown, to roUingabent 
In your own coach, having your own serrants to 
wait on yoa; and, in short, leading the life of a fine 
lady? 

Oil Oh, lord ! I am sick at the thoughts of being 
a fine lady t But what's the reason, Floretia, that 
my friends want to make me so unhappy t Fm sure 
I'd do anvthing rather than vex them. 

Flo. Why, vou know that Mr. Steady*B will is a 
law to us all; and as he had desired yonr friends 
to consent to this marriage, how could they refuse ? 

Oil. Well, but you know he is a very cood na> 
tared man ; and I dare say, if I was to tell nimhow 
disagreeable he is, and that I can't bear the sight 
of him, he'd let me man^ Lnbin. 



m.1«,^y<^i^. 



Flo. But how are yoa sure this Lnbin yoa are 89 
fond of, is as fond of yon ? 
OiL I've tried a ttionsand ways. 

^^PU-QJUJA^. 

A kernel /torn an apple core, 
Onsday^mhereheekrttore. 
LubiniMs platfd on my Hyki dted:. 
Thai on my l^ did Bodge bespeak. 
Hodge in afn instant dropp'd to ground, 
Sure token that his love's imsouli^; 
But Lubin nothing could remove, 
Bure token his is constant lore. 

Last May, leowgld to find a snetO, 
Thai might my lover's name reveal; 
Which finding, hona / qiiicity sped, 
Andon the hearth the emben sprtdd; 
When, if my letters IvanteU, 
I saw it mark a curious L. 
Oh, may this omen lucky prove t 
For Vs for Lubin attdfiH' hoe. 

Jfnter STEADY. 

Stea. Verilv thou rejoicest me to find Hmo sing- 
ing, and in etadh spirits. 

oa. I was singing, to be sure ; bat I cannot say 
mnch about b^ing in spirits. 

Stea. No ? why, do not ihy approaohing nnptiala 
lift up, and as it were, exhilarate thee i 

Flo. Lor^-sirt thore*ff Ho pemiiading her; no- 
thing will get this Lubin out of her head. 

Stea. And why, yoong maideii. Wilt iboa not 
listeb unto mi^ have I not, for thy pleani^ given 
into all thef vanities teiwhiehyo«th deUghts? I teU 
thee, that althoogh my Mmplekiod %e aatornhM, 
my manners' afs' not Mtotere i- Why, tMrtfotn, Ifkest 
thon not me f 

OiL I shOnld like yoa very well if yon were my 
faftier, but I donft Bk4 ^kat altf)»r^ MtfbtttA. 

Biea. And whoRfdre. I^Mr^^hbOr^ ^ *' ■ 

OH. Ohl there are reasons c 
Wfatehl 



ib^fb^? 
€Hl Whv, hi the first place, I shoiM waat yoa to 

change yotir elothefl^ abB to haveysli aft MHMOit 
Tim.' • ■» u> ■. • . r 

Stea. Bather do thon change thoee thoa wearoel^ 
onto tti^Vkeneeb of mine/. Tkb dbvd Mupielk hot 
the gay plmna^ of the gaedy nUkflteWi, hoA the 
painM rateb^ delighteth 'oi» aghf^ hat it 
vanishes away, yea, even as a yapoor, Whit 
more^ * ■■.<■■• i,** ~ i . 

OiL Why, in the nest place, J ahoold wont to 



change j6\xt age, and have f6^ as yellW as Ita 

Stea. She speaketh her xrdnd, aiKff I torteen her. 
{AsideJ Therefore, why then, sinee ft Is fteeeesaiy 
unto my peace, that thoa ^KHUdftt booCM o Mao of 
my bone, and fleeh of my fleeh, ttid'ttiM teaatnot 
fashion thy disposition hnfo the HIcSIiMb «f mto«^ 
I wUi make it my stady to dohhl» liar oisiiNAe, 
until that which Is noW gratitode^ iihair oi Mfet he- 
come lovei "' •' 

Oil. Ah, you'll never see that day, to joa. had 
better take no trouble abootii' ^•' ^'- 

Stea.' Thovi art mistaken, and whea t|l»oa be- 
boldest Ae gambols to-morrow on the giftuh 

aa. t shall long meet ttooMvoasl^t^ aiako ono 
amongst them. 



JStia. And bo thoa shalt. Ooodnen Mfb{0. fhaf 
X .alMtfId MfCUMld tttM tb«» tbOM ^fetaiNe ttiM 
Are innocent. 



While (he kuU af ihe Hltage shaU merritif, ah 

SoundtheUikm,lUhaaA(hmiaUm9, 
And / say wito thee that verUy, ah ; 

Thou tmd I tntt bejint in the throng. 

ifkft the tads, *c. 

Just then when the tteain tcfto last pear «0fi (^ 
With his iMUs ewH me spcrk hmi biffurh 

When the gay take of gladness resounds frwk eaek 
bowery 
And thou longest in thy heart to make one. 

While the loA;»^ 

Those Joys which are Tiarmless, what mortal eai^ llduAef 

'Tie my maxim, that youth should be free ; 
And lo prove that my words and my deeds are the 



Believe me, thou*lt presently see, 
WhOe tM lads, Ac 



GH What an nnfortimate girl imh ^ Flox«ttat 
Flo. WksA makes yon think bq? 
Oil. Why, what would makeyott fliiiik io to6, If 
yon were in my place ? 



Flo. Well, then, I own I do think bo ; and if yop'l^ 
promise not to betray tne, m stand your friend in 
this affair. 

Oil. W'llyon? oh, la! and what mnst be done, 
Floretta? 

Flo. Why— but see, yonder's a loyer of xaine; VU 
Tngiff him of nse> to ns> 

diL Lord! what's Solomon STonr lover? I hate 
him with his proTerbs and his formality. What 
the deuce do you intend to do wifli him ? 

Flo. What women generaHy d^ witl^ their loj^ia, 
my dear, make a fool of nim.— Mr. $olomon I 

^ierSOLOMOl^. 

Sol. I listened, when, lo I thoo d4IIedet ma ; and 
as the voice of ttie shepherd is delightf)il nnto the 
sheep In his fdld, sO 6Ten Mi tiiy voice d^Htttd 
bntdte*. 

Flo. There's a lover for youf why the spirit 
moves yon, Hr. Sdloinod, to say abundance of fine 
things. 

Sot-' According unto the proverb, love maketh a 
wU of the fool. . , 

Fh. Tea, aikd k fool Of tiid i^ But do yon love 
me? 

Sol, When thon seest one of wa tpeajceni, dMnv 
ing a jig at a country wake ; when thon behoMe^ 
the brethren take off their beavers, tod bow tndfr 
bodies, or hearest them swear, then believe I l*v« 
thbee not. , . ... 

Jlk A t^ ftotafpdhil stM»ecfi; xtp6n taj wdrd; 

Sok An ill pnrasa xmy fipm« from a gcM)d'heaiSi 
bnt aU men cannot do all things: one getteth m 
estate by what another getteth an hitltof ; a foolfili 



Flo. Theiro iai yoiiiii ifeatiwkb has been ti8e4 
111— 

Sol. Tie very fi^e ; kiiid words are easier met 
with than good actions ; charity seldom goeth out 
of the house, whUe Ulknatnre is always rambling 
abroad. 

Flo. His name Is I«biQ, and I want you to in- 
quhre him out, and appoint him to Itieet me to- 
morrow morning, vsiy early, in the ro# of ehns at 
the bottom of the gardeiv 

Sol. But shall X not in this offend my master ? 

Flo. Never miad him t anppose if he should find 
us out, and scold as a little-. 

Sol. TrueT>higli words break- no Bones. But 
wilt thon give ine a smile if I do this for thee ? 

ait, Ay, that she shall, Mr. Solomon, and I'U 
give yon another. 

Sol. But wilt thon appoint the spousal day ? 

Flo. Yon are so hasty, Mr. Solomon. 

SoL And with niaaon; a )nan inay oatoh S(M 
while his coat is making;. Shall it be to-morrow ? 

Flo. Must I promise ? 

Sol. Yea, and petform too; tls not plums only 
that maketh the pudding. 

Flo. WeU, wQlI, we'll talk about it another time. 

Sol «6 time like the time |)re8ent. 

Flo. Nay, nay, but go, Solomon, 

Sol. An egg to-day is better than a chicken to- 
morrow. Many fhlngd f&U out between <he cup 
and the lip. 

Fh. Pray, noir, go. 

Sa. Yea, I wiU. (Ooing, reiums."^ A bird in the 
hand is better than two in the 1 ' 



lOti^ 



FUk TUks just as yon do now. Bnt will you do 
ft little favour I have to beg df von t 
SoL Steyes obey the wOl of thoss wb« 



[Eixii 

cm. What a fright of a creature it is I How good 
you are, Floretta. 

Flo. I could nol bear to lae you osad in such a 
manner; and when I reflected on it. it went to my 
heart. 



AIB.-FLOKETXA. 

t said to myself, now, Floretta, says J, 
.Stmpomg,tM9«mmpetWPm*otsm; . 
Would you not be the frst every miih0diot^|^ 

Toifi^ridof Vtis canting old drone t 
Tou well know you toonld, emd yo^f iswiie ttMl a 

Jfonemwute youhet^Uate whether 
Injustice you shouid not yovr icHs set to work, 
To bring Lubin and ^lUan together. 

To he certain, old Formal wittfirown and loeii Uue, 

Call you iaggage, deceitful, botd-face, 
With all, sioaner qf names he can, lay his tongue to. 

And perhaps turn you out of your place. ^^ 

What 6f that I Let him frown, M him spit all m 
spite, 

Y&m Uart am at li(fht as a father, 
With truth shall assure you^ *tis doing but right, 

To bring GiUiask and ImMsi togtther, 

(Btnt. 

Gil I wonder what Cigf ptkgii Hb ^4»f kMa A» 
for? FathersandmatiMn-hi IMS case^ are comical 
folks; they are foi' ever mmg one what they'll do 
to please one: amlydt^When aey takft It in6> lB«i 
heads, they mvke uofeatntt of deslrfaig us to be mi- 
serable as long as one fives. I wish X conld be 



U78 

dutlf ta and h»ppy too. May be, Flowtta will bring 
matten about for me to marry Lvbin with their 
consent; if she does, lord, how I shall lore bcrl 



Am-GILLIAN. 



The eapiice litmet, vewly laJtm, 
» Vainly ttrioei and vents its rage; 
"Wiih struggling panU, by hope forsaken 

And flutters in Us golden cage ; 
But once relea^d, to fretdam soaring, 

Qtaekly on some neighbouring tree. 
It singi, as if its thanks 'twere pouring^ 

fb bleu the hand that set it Me. 



TfiE QtTAESa 
Sol Tea, 

Stea. J3^>eedbeHmm io /Hmd Maty, Md bid htm iaH 
care. 
The nUnetrOs, the feasting, and sports to pre- 
pare. 
Be must keep 0009 Lubim too. 

Lub. (Pet^ng.) Can I bear thist 

OIL Won't you caU to Solomon presently t 

Flo. res. 



[JBWt 



80SNE IlL-ift WaU at the back of the (l^aker's 
garden. 

Eraer LUBIH'. 

Lub. Tls all true, 'tis all trcie ; there*8 not a eonl 
in the whole village that has not had something to 
say to me about it Some pity me, others laugh at 
me, and all blame me for making myself uneasy. I 
know. If, I did as I ought to do, I should get me 
back, and think no more concerning them : but 
instead of that, here am I come creeping to thegar- 
den-gate, to see If I can get a sight of her. who 
comes yonder? Oh! 'tis her father and the old 
Quaker. I'll listen and hear what they are talking 
about 

iRetires.) 

Enter STEADY and EASY. 

Stea. Friend Easy, hie thee home to ffay wife 
tell her to hold herself ready for to-morrow, and 
say unto her, that when the youth who gains the 
customary dower qhall reoeiTOtrom me tha hand 
of hie bride, 1 will from thee receive the hand of 
thy daughter. 

Lub. Why, £ xomt btf turned fool to hear an this 
and not my a word. 



mea. Get thee gonelriend. 



Enter SOLOMON. 



{Aside.) 
[Exit Easy. 



Stea. Where art thou going? 

Sol. The truth is not to be spoken at all thnea 
{Aside.) Into the village about a little business for 
Mrs. Floretta 

Stea. Verily, I do suspect thee to be In a plot 
agi^st me. I will not have thee, therefore, to do 
this business: stay here by me. 

FLOBETTA and GILLIAN look over «/b« garden 
ieaU. 

Flo. 1 wonder whether Solomon is gone^ 

GiL Ob, dear Floretta, as sure as you're alive 

yonder'sLn^in! 
Flo. So tnere is. And see on the other side the 

old fellow talking to Solomon. 

QUINTETTO. 

Stotk Regard ihe instruetions, I say. 
Which I am WW giving t' 



Stea. And do thou attend teUh thy dobbins of beer. 

And see that our neighbours and fHends have 

goodcheer: 
Make the whole tiilage wOeome, and— 

Flo. Solomon t 

Stea. Stay. 

Flo. You btocOiead, eome here, 

Stea. Dost thou notice met 

SoL Yea. 

{Here as often as Solomon tries to speak to Floretta 
and OiUian, Ac ti prevented by Steady.) 

Stea. Stand still then. 

Flo. Friend Solomon I 

Lub. IsUnotshet 

Flo. Mind the oqf.-^ 

GiU Ha, ha, ha I 

Lub. They are laughing at me. 

Stea. Su that garlands ore ready^ 

Gil. ft Flo. Ha, ha, ha! 

Lub. Again, 

Oh, Gillian I thou falsest of women, since w^en 
Have I merited thist 

Stea. So that when on the lawn^ 

Lub. But ru speak to her i'-^ 

Gil. Look, look, hestesust^ 

Stea. Begone. 

But hark thee^ 

Lub. Oh, OiUian I how wided thou art I 

Thou TuutfooTd me, betrayed me, and broke my 

poor heart, 
BtU henceforth with sctfety tn infamy reign, 
For I never, no never, will see you again. 

[Exit. 

GO. He's gene! H^, lord, lord! Fm so mad, I 
could cry! 

Fla Here, Solomon ! 

Stea. Oo where I told thee ^ 

SoL I fly! 

WeU, do (hen, and tarry no where by the way. 

QuicMy run after £ttHn.«- 

Bo, Solomon.— 

Yea. 

Stea. What, Gillian, art there t 
GIL Yee,iamt— 



Ste& 
Flo. 
GIL 
SoL 



tflfi QtTAKER. 



Stea. Why dost iiffK 

Wlim the hour 0/ thy happintiiwaa$lb 90 night 

(jHT. Whpt you Jtnow well enough.'^ 

^tea. Come, come^ do not aorrouk 

Qil. Go along: get avMyf-^ 

Std». 4B9 srco, and by nay^ 

Thy mind ihaH be eaty^ believe me^ to-morrow. 

iExeunt. 



AOTIL 
SCENE L—il Oatdm, 

Enter LUBIN. 

£«5l What a plague haye they brought me here 
for? I am in a rare hamonr; they'd better not 
proYoke me ; they would not have set eyes on me 
again, if it had not been that I want to see how she 
can look me in the face after all this. 

Enter TUyOETTA. 

Flo. There he 1& 

(Aside.) 
Lub. She shall find that I am not to bepersnaded 
into anything. . 

{Aside.) 
Flo. We shall try. 

Lub. And if her father and all of them were at 
this minute begging and praying me to marry her, 
they should see^ 

(AtideJ 
Flo. That yon wenld consent to It with all your 
heart 

(Atide.) 
Lub. m just abtue her heartily I tell the Qnalftr 
what an old fool he i6 ; call her father and mother 
all to pieces for persuading her to marry him I then 
get me down to my farm, and be as careful to keep 
myself out (tf^love, as I would to keep my wheat 
free from tares, a fox from my poultry, or the mnr- 
ndn from my cattle. 

{AsidtO 
Flo. 11 1 should make yon alter your tone now I 

(Aside.) 

Lub. I remember the time, when 'twas who 

ahoold love most : but what afool am I to think of 

that now ; no, no, she shall find I can forget her, as 

easily as she can forget me. 

(Aside.) 
Flo, That I firmly beHeyeb 

(Aside.) 

DUI;T.— HiOBETTA oncf LtTBIN. 

Fla 'How t Lubin sad! thu is not common f 
What do yisiffh/or t 

liUbk A woman, 

Flo. -How fair is she who on your brom 
Prints care? 



UTf 



X/alx Jutt such a toy at thou. 



Fla What has sJte done ?« 

Lub. For ever lost my love. 

Flo, Tha'^8 sad, indeed! And eon no prayers mo9ef 

Lub. yone: His too late, that /Oily ig o'er; 

My love's tum'd to hate, and ni see her no 

more. 
The time has been when all our boast 
Was who should love the other most, 
^Haw did I count w^hout my host t 

I thought her mine for ever, 
Bt(t now J know her all deceit; 
Will teU her so whene'er we meet. 
And were she sighing at myf^'^ 

Flo. Tou would forgive her. 
Lub. Never. 

Flo. Then I may e'en yo back, I find; 

To serve you, sir, I was inclined; 

But to your own advantage blind, 
'Twou'd be a vain endeavour. 

'Tis certain she does an sheean^ 

And we hadforaCda charming plan 

To take her from the Quaker-man. 
Lnb. Nay, pr'ythee teU t<— 
Flo. Never. 

Enter. GILLIAN. 

Flo. Here she is ; now let her speak for herself. 

Git. Oh, Lubin! why would you not hear me 
speak to yon yesterday? I did not sleep a wink all 
night for thinking on*t. 

Lub. Why, had I not reason, (Hllian, to be angry, 
when every one I met told me what a fool you had 
made of me ? 

Oi'. Why, what could I do ? Floretta here knows 
that I have done nothing but abuse old Steady 
from morning till night about it 

Flo. Come, come, don't let us dispute about 
what's past, but make use of the present oppor- 
tunl^; we haT« not a moment to lose. G^et yon to 
my master, make up a plausible story how ill you 
haye been used by an old fellow, who has run away 
with your sweetheart ; and tell him, that you eome 
to complain to him, as yon know 'tis a eustom for 
every body to do when tiiey aie used UJ. 

Gil What a rare girl yon are, Floretta. But are 
yon sure he won't know him? 

Flo. Yes ; I heard your father say, he never saw 
him in all his life. 

Lub. That's knoky; leave me alone for a plausi- 
ble story. 

[Exit. 
Enter SOLOMON. 

Flo. Here comes my formal messenger. Well, 
Solomon, where's your master ? 

SoL In the great halL awaiting your approach. 
■ Gil. I am very much obliged to you, Mr. So- 
lomon. 

Sol Words cost us nothing. If I have done thee 
service, thank me by deeds. 

Gil. Oh! what yon want me to coax Floretta to 
marry you? 

9ol. Ida 

Flo. Solomon has it very mach in hJs power to 
makemelovDbiin. 

Sol. How, I pray thee? 

Floi, Why, I have said a hundred times, thftt I 



liM 



never would marry ft man who baa always a pro- 
Terb in bis month. 

OU. So joa baTO, Floretta. I bare beard yoo. 

Bet Ana ^on wonld'st bare me leave off mine ; 
a word to the wise; thoa Bbalt bear them no 
mova. 

Flo. Why, that sounded sometbbigUke one. 

SoL It must be done by degrees. Word by word 
great books are written. 

Flo. Again. 

SoL I pray thee to pardon m^. I shall soon con- 
quer them ; but Borne was not boilt in a day. 

Flo. Oh I this is making fame of oneL 

aoL I protest I mean no UL I shaU forget them, 
I say. *Tls a long lane that bath no tumin|^ 

Oil Poor Solomon, be'can*t help it 

^. Have you any desire to marry me f 

SoL Ask the fintper il|thq wine be good. 

Flo. Because I will have my way In Mm and i 
think it very bard you won't strive to oblige me. 

SoL I protest I strive all I can^but custom is 
second nature ; and what is bred in the bone, — 
verily I bad like to )^ve displeased thee again. 

Flo. Oh I what you found yourself out, did you? 
then there's some hopes of amendment 

SoL It shall be amended. A thing resolved upon 
is half done ; and *tis an old saying— but what have 
I to do with old sayings ? 

Fh. Very true. 

SoL But I must attend on the green. 

FUk WelL go; and by the time I see you next, 
take care that yon get rid of all your musty old 
sayfaiga I wonder bow so sensible a man as yon, 
could give in to such nonseqse. 

Sol. Evil communication eorrupts good manners ; 
and a dog^pise on ths dogl wfU thou shalt be 
obeyed, beiieve me. Pise on the dog 1 

[Exit. 

Gil For goodness* saka^ what avoose do you in* 
fend to make to him, when ha has left off his pro- 
verbs? 

Flo, Why, desire him to leave off something 
ela0; and at the rate of gnoin a month, be won't 
have parted with all his peottUarities la seven 
years. . 

QU. Well, bow we do use man in love with ns^ 
wbctt we.take It Into our heads 1 

Flo. And yet they are fools to be nsed so by na 
BntlamsarayottwiUnevernseLublnlll; bewiU 
make yon the happiest girl in the world. 

AIB— FLO^TTA. 
THJ^nu whfkhJteqimMv tHipl^yt 

An index of the mind^ 
Dame Nature has her various voajfs 

To stamp on human kind. 

Purs' d brows denote the purse-proud man. 

Intent on tome nea scheme f 
Chs'd eves the polUieianf 

For etfer in a dream. 



TH£ QQAK^ft. 

Lub. I hope^ sir, yonll excuse my rudenesi. 

A0SL Id(Mi*tp0MaiY»lli0egnntyofany. 

iMb. May be not) but I made bold tQ ask, if 1 
might not trouble your worship about a little «lfair« 
concerning my being sadly ill-used. 

sua. Sroak freely. 

Lub. Why, there's a covetous old hunks, an'f 
like your worship, that beoause he is rich, would 
fain take away a youngwomsa that I waa to be 
marriedto, without her consent or mine. 

Siea. Has the old bunks, thou speakest of, tiia 
consent of her friends? 

Lub. They have no consent to give, an*t pleaso 
you. 



^ut features of ingenuous hindt 
Which semtilanoe bec^r of 

IHsplay, me^ints, in face t 
The portrait of this youth. 



lExeuMl 



. SCEl^.lV^ J9WL 
Enter STEADY and LDBIN. 



M. Tour servant sir. 



Stea- And why, I prur the* ? 

Lub. Because, as I tike It; if anybody givaa a 
thing, 'tis not theira any longer ; and they gave mo 
theta* consent long agu. 

Stea. Thou speakest the truth, but what wouldst 
thou have me to do in this business ? 

Lub. Why, please you, tfr, I have often heard it 
said of your worship, that there were three things 
you'd never suffer m our village, tf yon could fi^p 
ft ; the maidens to go without sweewiearts ; the in- 
dustrious without reward: and the injured wlliiont 
redress; and to be sure, it made me think, that if 
yon were once acquainted with the rights ot this 
affair, you would not suffer It to go on ; ** for," says 
I, " set in case it was bis worship's own concern, 
bow would be Uke to have the young woman take* 
away fh>m him, that be is going to marry ?*' 

Am. There ttton saldst ill 

Lub. Why yes, I thought that was brlngidg the 
ease home. 

Stea. Well, attend on the lawn; niake tiiy claim 
known, and if the parties concerned are present 
deliver to them what I now writs thee for that pur- 
pose. {Writes.) 

Lub. This is better and better stiU: bow they'U 
aUbeUugbed.aU heJIMetldnfceheiBMgQlnshis 
consent to part with ailUan. r^tiiid!!) 

atesL Do thou direct it, (giving him the paper.) 
thou inqwest to whomit ia to be Aw^ 

Lub. Yds; X tad sur6.^ pdrsonlifflbe xtp6n the 
lawn. 

Stea. And fear n6t ^ teU bim fh^ Inlnd. 

lub. I sba'n'.t be sparing 6t (bat» t warrant tod. 

|<e«.Utgethyill5ag6. 

Lub. Never fear me. . ..,. . .^ 

Stea. And teU him, that by eiid^vodi^ to ^ 
v^nt thy bappineBS. be bath done thee anUuury be 
can never repitlr. Tot that iriches Arb glVento bs to 
CoUf Ortt and not distress those beneath us. 



AIB.<^LUBIN. 

WUk reepeU^ sir, toyou^bett spoken, 
SoufeUdoJlitejfpmtetiietBt, 

ffeshaUhaoeit,andbythesametokent 
I don'tmuch intend to be nice. 

/ verUy think I shoetk l H m9h> 



Affairs happen better c 

isajf, what a figure he'U eil 



ti^ 



THE QUAKER 
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Enttr GILLIAN and FLOBETTA. 

JV«. Tbhdef ^e goet; I bonder Imw he mc- 
eeeded. 

Stea, ComOy Gillian, I was anxious to see tbee: 
«he time draweth neai^ and t^« sports will shordy 
begin on the lawn. 

GO. I loogto be there as wush as yon do. 

Stea. I doabt it not ; and when tnoa seest thy- 
self the queen of such a set of happy mortals, I 
know ihon wilt consent that this shall be thy 
bridal day. 

Flo. Tee, sir, if yonll consult to her having 
liatain. 

mi And I can tell yon he's to be thera 

Stea. Lnbin, I'm sure, will not oppose what I 
deerecL 

Cfik I'm sure he won't part with me quietly. 

8tecL Thou shalt see that he will aotdia.re to mur- 
mur at mywill and pleastire. Bat come, we are ex* 
pected. verily, I find myself exalted even to 
transport^ in that I am going this day to make thee 
A bride. 

AIEL-^TEADY. 

In 9eHtfft danud, thou twrdy wilt 0ndy 

That my matmer* art ritnpU and plain ; 
That my word* and my actions^ my lips and mp mindj 
By miy own gbod-wiU never are twain. 
I love ihu-^wmph ! 
Would move thee^tmph! 
Of love to bi a partaker. 
Releni then-^umph ! 
Consent (hen-^mph! 

And take thy upright Qaaiker. 

Though vain J am not^ nor of/opp'ry poeetWd^ 

WoukUt thou yield to be wedded to me. 
Thou ehoulditjind, gentle dams^t a heart in my hreait 
A$ Joyful as joyful can be, * 

Iloveiheei^ 

{BxU 

€fil. Why, I don't see bat that I am as bad off as 
eTer, Floretta. 

Flo. I don't know what to make of it myself ; 
bat, howerer, if the worst comes to the worst, 
yon most downright give them the slip, and ran 
away. 

[Exit. 
Elder LUBIN. 
Luib. GilHan,IhaTejast watched the old Qnaker 
oot, and slipped back to tell you that eyery thing 
goes well Ihayegot his consent ander his hand 
to marry the yoang woman. 
OH. And does he know 'tis me ? 
Lub. Not a bit; but you know he never forfeits 
>ia word, so that we have him safe enongh. But 
don't let us be seen together. I am going to the 
lawn ; we shall have fine sport, I warrant you. 

{Exit. 
AIR— GILLIAN. 
Again I feel my bosom bound. 

My heart sits lightly on its seat ; 

My griefs are all in rapture drowned, 

In every pulse new pleasures beat. 

Upon my troubled mind at last. 
Kind fate haspour'd a friendly balm; 

So, afbrr dreadful peri s past. 
At length succeeds a smiling calm. 

iExiU 



'dOENE III.— il Lawn, with a May-pole. 

STEADY, EASY, LITBIN, SOLOMON, GILLIAN, 
FLOBETTA, CICELY, Country J^ads and Lasses, 



Stea. Friends and neighbours. It hath been my 
Btady since I first came among yon, to do whatever 
might procure me your love and esteem. I have 
instituted a custom, the salutary effects of which I 
yiejw with great gladness; and each is well enti- 
tled to ^e reward he has received. I wiU now 
propose to you a question, to see which of vou can 
make the most ready reply. 5^hat, of aU things 
in the world, is the longest and the shortest, the 
swiftest and the slowest, the most precious, the 
most neglected, and, without which, nothing can 
be done ? 

First Coun. The earth. 

Stea. No. 

Second Coun. Ah ! I knew yon would not guess 
it Light, an't please yoar worship. 

Stea. Thou art as much mistaken as he, friend. 

Lub. 'Tis my belief 'tis time. Nothing can be 
longer, because 'twill last for ever ; nothing can be 
shorter, because 'tis gone in a moment; nothing 
can go slower than it does, when one's away from 
her one loves, and nothing swifter when one's with 
her. 'Tis an old saying-^ 

Sol Friend, I hate old sayings. 

Lub. That 'tis as precious as gold ; and yet we 
are always throwing it away. And, your worship^ 
as a proof that nothing can be done without it, if 
the old gentieman we were talking about to-day, 
had not had the opportunity of my absence, he 
could not have run away witii a certain young 
damseL 

Stea. Thou hast solved my question aright, and 
art indeed an ingenious youth. If thou goest on 
as thou hast begun, I foresee that thou wilt win the 
dower. Give me now your several claims, sealed 
up as usual, and go on with the sports while I pe* 
rase them. 

A Donee, 

Stea. Hast thoa nothing to give, young man ? 

(To Lubin.) 

Lub. Why, yes, please your worships I have. 

Stea. This is addressed unto me I let me view 
the contents ; how I my own hand 1 Thoa expectest, 
I find, to rec^ve this damsel Iqt thy wife; and 
thy plot, which thou didst so artfully carry on, was 
contrived to make my neighbours laugh at me. 

Lub. No, with respect to your worship, 'twas to 
keep them from laughing at you. 

Stea. How is this? 

Lt/A. Why, you know, you advised me to tell the 
old gentieman a piece of my mind. 

Stea. Thou shalt see the revenge I wfll take upon 
thee for this. I will comply with the contents of 
this paper to the utmost. Here, read this aload. 

{To a Countryman.) 

Coun. " If the youth Lubln—" 

Stea. Thou seest I knew thee then. 

Lub. I am afraid I have been too cunning for 
myself. 

Stea. You see, neighbours, how I am treated; 
and I request of you to be witness how much i 
beboveth us to resent such injuries. €K) on. 

Coun. "If the youth Lubin, will faithfully love 
and cherish the maiden, called Gillian, and make 
her a good helpmate, I do freely give my consent 
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THB QUAKER. 



to her beeomiiig hia wlf^ Mut raqiwit b«r friends 
todotheMune." 

Imb. Howisthlif 

Stea. This is my rewnge. By thy iageimUy fhoa 
hast won the dower ; and by thy truth and integrity 
my friendship. 

Litb. Was ever the like f 

Qi*. I never could abide yon before, bat now I 
shall lore you as long as I lire. 

sua. Verily, my heait warmetti nnto yon both ; 
your innocency and lore are equally respectable. 
And would the TOlnptaous man taste a more ezqut- 
site sensation than the gratifying his passions, 



let him preyall opon hlmiMlf to do a beiWT^OTKfc 
action. 

CATOE. 

LU nimble dancert beat the ground, 

Let ttAor^JlageoM, euidj(fe. 
Be htardffom everg bower ; 

Lettheatngo rowtd: 
What^s the hea'tnr long life 

7^ the donor 0/ the d9wert 

[SxeuM imeraUp. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE "L—ffortetrie qf ye Sieaa, Lambvihe Perry, 
ICiftr-TAe interior qfan aMeie$U ina, with large Bay 
wtndoto liking on the Thames, A ttaircase^ a rude 
fir^lacit^ e^tie^ chain, <(;«., boitk* and glasses 
painted on scene. The sign of the St^nseenona 
pole through tM window. A storm qf thunder and 
lightninif, THE QBIFFIN (aha^f-^iotsennncMnan 
or ic^pster) lying before the dying embers of theflre, A 
light red gUme over his form. Lightning seen through 
window. 



(Muiie. 

boy! 



Yokes heeurd.) House! ho! hoy I hoy I 



aori^ 

4oorj 



oudly. Blows heard <m the 



Griffin. (Ha^asleep.) Ho-hoy, till you're tired-ha 
^(Blows at door.) Ah I Strike away. GrilBn*itoo 
well used to hard knocks to heed. 

{Thunder. Bhwe inereased.) 
Felton, (WitTMuLJ'Pn^enee, good sir; we have been 
bawling against the wind, which I need not say hath 
beaten us nollow— let us try another experiment 

( Fires pistol.) 

(The QriMn starts up hurriedly— Sereama 

■r heard within; OLD NOLL ALLNDTowl 

GBAGE {his wife) rush downstairs^ speaks 

ing together. Dame AUnut in night-dress.} 

Old yoll The saints preserve us ! what is it ? 

(Mogy the cook weneh, a grotesque girl, with 
red hair, and oddly attired^ tumbles "■ — 
stain, bawling.) 



WtK 9Qv-»TBi fiunn Dbah^. 
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Mog. Muidert robbery! ob,iiuuiterl ob, miBtua! 
Buck. {Atuindo».) HftUoftt 
OrimH, Wboftreyonf 

AttdN. TnkT«ll«ri— 

J9Hdt. Quiok, mftn, open your doort. 

(3te open M« dMri, BTTOKINaHAM ai4 
FELtOJSf, tumporting KATHLfiEN. 
fffnv'PA' iM a rimi^ ctoat, eii(«r. Domt 
AUnvt OMifte Aer (o a cAoir 6y Me;lr«. 
iAgr placet wood on, cauring it to bkue. 

Suek, Tftkeoan of myhonw. I mutt ciobb tbe 



MoO. GifDUB, bestir yonreelf , dog. 

OrMn. Alw»ye dog. lU Ute lOine day, ha»h% 
nft ! I wiU, and ■harpiy tea 

[iUide. Towns and exit. 

Dam An. My deer yoimg lady, tbe Are win loon 
rerive your spirits, and a flaggon of my best sptoed 
wine pat all to rights. 

Kath. Thanks, good dame. I am bnt a poor 
trayeller, and blnsh to cause this troable. 

(Mog ipnad* table.) 

Dame. Will you go np-stairs, sweet lady? In 
such a storm, no wonder you're wet throogh. 

Kath. No, thanic yon. My father insisted upon 
corering me with his doak. Will yon change, 
father? 

Felton. No, child. Nothing hnrt« me, rain, hail, 
snow, frost, or heat, makes no more impression 
upon me than upon this leathef . 

{ToueMnff portmanteau he brought on.) 

IfcU. Didn't I hear yonr hononr say yon were 
going to cross the ferry to-night f 

Buck. Thou didst; in about an hour I shall want 
to cross the river. 

JToO. And yon, friendt 

FeUon- I purpose remaining here, if yon csn ac- 
commodate me and my daughter ; we are 
fatigued. 

Dame. Ay, that will we, I warrsnt Now, sup- 
per's ready— fall too, mastera. 

Bvek. We will. Dame— a long ride and a cold 
wind are famons whetstones to a joumeyer's ap- 
petite. 

(2%<y sit and tale supper.) 
Fill a flaggon, master host, let it overflow, I am 
thirsty. 

Noll. Ale? 

Buet. Ale! a mnrrain seize the ale; hast no wine^ 
man? 

Dame. Some of my own making, sir. The best 
. elderberry that was ever in bottle. 

Noll And some fine hollands brandy. 

Buck. Let ns have brandy—come, qnick, nowl 
{Noll pours brandy out) ISaj I ask if this is the first 
. time yon have visited London ? 

FetUm, It is not 

Buck, Long since? 

Fitton. Tbe year of the Powder Plot 

Buck. Have yon ever served in the army ? 

Fi»on. Yee. 

Buck. OommljiBioned, of course. 

Felton. No; only a poor Lieutenant Promotion 
goes by favour in these times; and 'tis not every 
• one that has the Inok of a Bnokiugham, the 
pampered pnppit 

Ate». (JStardng.) No! 



Man Ot THS PliOPLEL ^ 

Felton. After serving flve-and-twenty year^a&d 
sheddiag my best bh)od tn the sernoe df Kins 
James, I was refused a Oaptainey in the regimanc 
to which I belonged, though it was my right One 
of the Dnke's ei e alm ee, a mere sMplteg, was set 
over ma I threw up my commission in diasaat^ 
and rapaired to Ireland. 

Buck. Yon have been hardly dealt by, indeed. 
Did you ever petition his liajeety ? 

Felton. Petitionl faith, you little know John Fel- 
ton, if yon think he would stoop to solicit as a 
favour that which he knows to be his right No, 
no; I have served the King long enougli, aa^ will 
now serve my country. CJmsing.) 

Buck. Methinks you are over nioe^ friend ; nor do 
I see dearly, how yon can serve your country with- 
out serving yonr king at tiie same tima 

iNoU pours brassdg.y 

NeXL I hope yonr honoon will find this to yonr 
taste. The ^*Swan " has got a name for ale and 
liquors, and 1*11 swear this is neat 

Buck. No doubt, no doubt ; every man ahoold be 
able to swear to hie own dairlstenedehikL 

(Drinks amd rites.) 

Dame. iCMng a horn to KaOtken.) Take this, 
young lady ; it will comfort you— it always does 
me. 

Mog. (Grinning.) And me. 

Kath. Thank you. 

(Mog drinks, then rtphices horn.) 

Felton. Thou hadst better retire at once, Kath- 
leen ; thou art doubtless, fatigued, and a few hours' 
rest will do thee no harm. 

{Kathleen c^proathes hem.) 

KaXh. Thy blessing, father. 

iEmXtraeing him.) 

FsUon, Thou hast^ a coshla Heaven bless and 
preserve thee from harm ! 

Kath. Father, there is a tear hi thtne eye I Why 
is this? 

Felton. Bid yon stranger good night, girl, and get 
thee to bed. 

Kath. (Going towards BwMngham.) Good nighty 
fair sir. 

Buck. {Taking her hands and kissing thenk.) Good 
night, fair maid of Brin! I loved thy eonntiy 
before, but I shall henceforth love it better for thy 
sake ! Good night ! (Aside.) How beautiful she is ! 

Dasne, Oome this way, lady; M/tg, carry the 
light 

Jtfb^. Yes, missus! 

(Runs upstairs andfaOs.) 

Dame AUnut conducts Kathleen sgi>, at the moment 
OLIVEB, the ferrgman, enters, seeing Ka*hleen's 
receding JIgure, \ 

NoU. Hy son, an*t please yonr hononrs— my son j 
Oliver. I told him he woidd be wanted to ferry j 
your honour across the river.- < 

Oliver. And. I am oome to say the boat's ready, 
sir. 

Buck. And I am both ready and wilUag. Order 
the horse out 

Felton. Dqyou journey far, fair slf? 

Buck. To Windsor. 

Felton. Whidsorl The Oourt is there. Do you 
chance to know his Grace the Duke of fincUng- 



Buck. I have seen him often. 
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AMm. Hmtmi send blm a wiser and better head, 
or he may rae the conaeqiienceB. May I ask who it 
is I have joameyed with, hither? 

Budt. George Beaumont at your serriceL (Bom.) 
If yon wish to see the Duke of Buckingham, I may 
be able to assist yon, being attached to the Court 

Felton, Thank yon, should 1 need it, I shall not 
forget your name. 

Buck. Nor I yours. But come let us hob-and-nob 
toge^er. 

(Poun otU brandy.) 

Ftlton. Bif^twmin^y, 
* Budt. Health to you, and a good husband to 
Kathleen. 

FOton. Amen, with all my heart, when she needs 
one. 

Budt. (Throwing numeif on the toNe.) Snooess to 
▼on, Uentenant, in yonf suit to his Grace of Buck- 
ngham ; commend me to your daughter in the 
momhig ; and now, good Master Tapster, lead the 



way. 



IBxU. 



yoU. A fair journey to you, brave shr^fair Joqr- 
ney. 

iSls^cr THEGBIFFIN bowing, a» Bueiingham kaves. 
The Origin aaree ai Mm. 

Grijbk It is he, I know. (ChudtUeJ I know him 
in spite of his rare disguise, ha, ha I (Rub$ his hande 
and retires up to thejlre.) The GrliBn can see as far 
as wise f olka My claws shall fasten on his delicate 
tiuoat! ru strangle him! 

Neil I wonder who he ifl^ he pays like a lord. 

(Counting moneif.) 

Fdton. (Smiling.) One of the Court daws. One 
who has more gold than wit, and makes bad use of 
both. 

SoU rd a mind when I heard him talk about the 
Ckmrt^ to ask himif he would speak a word to some 
of the lords, to get our boy Olirer forward, he has 
great parts, andmight come to be a duke. 

FtUon. Or to be a head shorter. 

Re-enter DAME ALLNUT. 

Bame. Gad-a-meroy! what! out my boy's head 
off! 

. Felton. If yon love your boy, keep him clear of 
fhese jackanapes in their scarlet and gold bravery; 
a set of peacocks, mark yon, who peck and screech 
at all such as are not in fine feathers like them- 
selves. 

Bame. Sure the gentleman speaks like a book 
Oliver shan't be a duke. 

FeUon. Better far that he earned his bread by the 
sweat of his brow, and the labour of his hands, than 
by wearing the livery of the great It brings the 
fire into my cheek, when I see a fine lusty fellow 
whose head is six feet hjgh in the air, garnished 
with gold end silver, running hither and thither, 
like a spaniel dog at the whistle of a coxcomb whom 
he styles master. 

Brnne. IS eXl were of your way of thinking, who 
should serve the great folk ? 

Fdton. Faith, dame, if all were of my thinking, 
the great folk would 'een have to serve themselves. 
I -have now a word or two to say, which concerns 
ns aU. I know not how long I may remain in these 
parts, and fain would take up a lodging where I 
alone (an old soldier) oould be easily accommo- 
dated, but I have a daughter. 

B€ttne. A sweet girl 

Fdton. And a good one. .1 fear I shall find some 



difficulty in settling upon a proper place, for I may 
e'en have to absent myself awhile^and 'tis no 
small trifle to leave a handsome girl within reach 
of the gay gallants of the town, will you, Dame, 
shelter my child for a fair consideration ? 

Noll. Never fear, sir, never fear for her. If yon 
can make yourself at home with us, do it in all wel- 
come. 

Felton. I am not rich, yet I will give eamest ia 
advance. 

(CigtitrspurseJ 

Bame. Nay, but yon sha'n't, it will be enough to 
pay the reckoning when it's due. 

ilToff. And I wsxrant we shall never fall out 

Re-enter OUVSB. 

Noll Well, lad, have you placed the stranger in 
safety across the ferry ? 

Oliver. Yes, father, and a well-spoken genUemaii 
he is; and giveth largess like a duke. 

(Throws purse on table.) 

Fdton. Like a fool I and he earned it, he wouldn't 
throw it away so readily. 

Bame. Did yon discover who and what he iiL 
boy? 

Oliver. All I know is— that his name is George 
Beaumont, and that he calleth himself a page at 
Windsor, moreover hath promised me his fau- wor^ 
an' I choose to seek service there. 

(4 bugle sounds^ and a troop of men^at-crme 
march past the window; part of them re- 
maining before it with tonhee, arms^ Ac) 
Bnter Officer and four Soldiers. 

Bame. Gad a mercy, sb:! what's all this. Sol* 
diers? 

(A U appear surprised. Qriffin watching.) 

OJteer. (Reading a paper.) One John Felton, late 
Lieutenant in Sir John Bsmsay's regiment of Foo^ 
is here, I believe. 

Fdton. You believe right, sir, I am the man. 

Oj^lcer. Yon are the king's prisoner, and I am 
commissioned to arrest you. 



(Or^fln runs up stairs.) 

ronsf Hi * - - - 



Chiffin. Prisoner! jail! ironsf Hs^ ha, ha! I 
know— rare fun. Ha, ha, ha! 

iExit. 

Fdton. Of what crime am I accused ? 

OMcer. My orders are to apprehend your person. 

Fdton. I know my duty as a soldier, and obey, 
though I do protest myself innocent of any crime 
against his majesty. 

Bame. That I'll be sworn. 

NoU. And ru go bail, too. 

Fdton. Take care of my Kathleen, Dame. 

KATHLEEN rudiee down stairs, joUTWtd by The 
Griffin, pointing to the Soldiers. 

Kath. FaOier, dear father, what will they do 
with you? why are yon taken from me thus? (Ta 
officer.) Oh, sir, he cannot have done wrong— so 
good, so just, so generous— why molest us? 

Officer. I have my orders. 

Kath. To do ill, and break the spirit by fetters 
and slavery. Oh, sir, be merciftU, and lea*f us to 
ourselves. Yon are deceived — what evil can a 
poor, humble man, like my father, do agahist the 
stata I'll stake my life— nay, morcb that which is 
worth a thousand lives, my honour, on my father's 
innocence and loyalty. 

Fdton. This Is useless^ child* It I resist— 



UM 
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Officer, I employ force. (Soldiers raite (heir amu.) 
My orders are not to delay. 

Fetton. Farewell, cliild, you eball speedily hear 
of me amixx. 

Kath. Let me go with yon, to share the dangers 
that threaten you ; fear not for my courage, I can 
endore pat eatly, silently. A dungeon's gloom 
wot^ be far more preferable to my heart, with 
thee, than the luxury of a palace separated from a 
dBear, dear father^s love. 

<f9ks Officer motions — Soldiers form round 
rtkot^^Dame takes Kathlem.-^Picturt.) 

Officer, To York House. 

Griffin. {Aside.) I'll go too. Ha, ha, ha! (Ruhs his 
hands.) The boa^ the boot! 

(MutU) 



SOENE IL—ii Chamber in Torh House, Vie palace 
(^ the DtUte of Buckingham^ Strand, toUh a bay- 
wHukrw, lotMuQ on the Thames^ and Watergate, 

Mnter DOOTOB LAMB, an astrologer and emissary 
of the Duke. 

tomb. Boccho ! what a night (Looking firom win" 
dow. Lightning.) There again. Brighter, and more 
blinding than the noonday sun. More mischief to 
work tor his grace the duke of Buckingham. In 
my assumed title of doctor, I have to aid him in all 
the trickeries into which bis wilful passions lead 
him. To-<lAy, a love philter^to-morrow, a secret 
arrest, perhsps, a life sacrificed. Should I refuse, I 
may perchance be hanged, or burnt for a wizard 
—for such am I acoounted—as a student in alchemy 
•ad the occult sciences. (Smiles.) Such is the force 
of prejudice and unlettered ignorance. 

i^nter (Ae DUKE OF BUCKINQHAM. Lamb 
bows. 

Buck. Ensconce thee, grave doctor, our sturdy 
captive comes. While I deal with the parent bird, 
do you seek the nest of my pretty dove, the daugh- 
ter. Seek opportunity to give her this letter, 
telling her how devotedly her slave is George Beau- 
mont. Use despatch, good doctor, and a golden 
guerdon shall reign upon your devoted head- 
away, away. The '* Swan" at Lambythe conceals 
the fairest light that ever shone on our poor world. 
Win me her favour and regard, and by the mys- 
teries thou dealest in, Buckingham will ever live 
thy debtor. 

Lanib. Your grace's bidding shall be done. Doubt 
not my zeal. 

[Exity being hurried out. 

Buck. I do not, most learned doctor, especially 
quiokened as it is by your interest Golden oint- 
ment is a marvellous salve for defective visions. 
The girl, at every risk, shall become my prize. Yes, 
even despite the opposition of her stem sire. Her 
bright glances have stricken a deeper wound here 
iTouches his heart.) than the well-directed glances 
of all the court beauties levelled en masse at my poor 
seUfha^ha, hal 

Enter tlie OJlcer. He salutes. • 

Well, Kiiii^*, have you made tlie arrest without re- 
sistance V 



Kirby. Yes, your grace, the prisoner Burrendered 
without a blow. 
Buck. And he is— — 

Kirby. Waiting, without, your grace's commnds. 
Buck. Admit Um instantly. 

lEititKirhyi 

Now to probe the malcontent, and. If deserving, to 
tender justice. Promotion might shut his eyes and 
mouth, and carve a road to Kathleen's heart 

Re-enter EIBB7 loith FELTON. He itarii Oft 
seeing Buckingham, • 

FeUon. The stranger! 

Buck. Leave us. lEzit Kirby.] Well, Master Fel- 
ton, what might be thy message to bis grace? 
Nay, man, untie thy tongue; thou did^st need, 
said'st thou, no commendment Speak, now, /am 
the duke. 

FeUon. (Surprised.) If, indeed, thou be the duke» 
I stand in the presence of England's sconrgei 

Buck. Thou art no friend, I see; yet in what hath 
he done thte wrong ? 

Felton. You know well what wrongs are mine, 
and to whom I owe them. Why am I &agged here 
thus suddenly? 

Buck, To serve thee. This arrest was a n»e to 
gain speech of you—to redress your wrongs. In 
what have I offended John Felton ? 

Fellon. Dfd yOn not set a smooth-faoed boy to 
command grey beards ? 

Buck. An thou art one of these, thpn ahould'st 
e'en have the wisdom of one; but I will make 
amends. A vacant colonelcy is in my gift It shall 
be yours. 

FeltorC And step over the head of some brave 
soldier whose greater right it is? No, my lord 
duke, remove thy minion from that rank which of 
right is mine, and raise me to it 

Buck. Harkye, sir. I might have loft thee to prate 
of injustice, nor was I bounden to redress it; but 
I choose to offer you a superior rank. Decide^ 
think well oot, ere you refuse. 

Felton, I am not like a woman with half-a-score 
of wills. 1 have decided— to refuse your offer. 

Buck. Be it so. You said you had a message for 
me to be delivered alone. What is it? To thy 
business. It is — 

Felton. It was tby death I Thy lif^ was in danger 

Buck. My life— 

Felton. Ay, end mine the hand that was to' take 
it. 

Buck. And your motive ? 

Felton. Private wrongs and a hatred of your 
tyranny. An hour since, your life was not worth 
the purchase, For this I came from Ireland. But 
you have now done me a favour, and you are safe. 
Beform thy ways— leani to do good instead of evil 
—and folks will honour, not despise thee. 

Buck. (Laughs.) Marry, 'tis long since I was so 
lectured. Know you not you life is in my hands 
for the treason you have confessed? 

Felton. I know it 

Buck. Thou art a bold man. 

Felton. And thou a duke. To tfue, my lord, I say 
thou dost oppress the poor, and the poor do curse 
thee for it xou act the tyrant, when it should be 
thine to play a gentler part; and thy injustico 
'twas that incited mo to do a murxlcrous deed in 
thou{fht, that unless you becomo a wiser and belter 
man I will yet do in act 
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Buck, Threaten me ! 



(Placing his hand on Iiis swwcL 

FdUm. Wan yoa 

Buck. Another breath of deflanoe, and yotxr ear- 
ease shall graoe the gallews. 

FOUm. A thodBaAd worda^ an* I libe} Proud 
man, beware; or my sword shall teach yon for- 
bearance and meroy. 

Aidt Hotindi fboll your doom is sealed. Lote 
and Teogeance shal! feed on the same dish. A 
word - a look, and a dnngeon reeelves thee ! 

FOUm. It reoisiYeB an honest man; but that's a 
thing yoar graoe knows little of. 

Bude. (/StrOinffhim with twml) Insolent brag- 
gart I 

(Felton nuhes on Buckingluan; a ttrugghf 
Felton is /orced on one hue. Buckingham 
holds his stBord to his throaL 

Felton. Strike ! yon know I am nnarmed. 
Bud. Dog f let this teach yoor tongn^~« 

(Raises Ms arm.) 

THE QxaJFFi^JwttjM through the udndow, andwadlp 
catches Budtingham by the throat. 

Origin. Bnn, master, mn! A boat is nnder the 
window. I followed and watched. The QrifQn 
never sleeps when misohlefs abroad; Ha^ ha^ ha I 

(FeUon runs to the wincfow.) 

Buck. Take yonr hands off, mlBan— I shall choke I 
Grijl^. Choke I ha, ha, ha 1 capital I^Away, 

master, away! If he cries for help, or moves^-I'll 

cram my fist down his fine throat I The Griffln 

has claws— ha, ha, ha! 
Fdtim. We shall meet to settle this acconnt^ my 

lord. Beform yonr ways, and speedily, or the 

balance will not be in your favour. 

lExitt through window. 

Buck (Striving to caU.) Help — - 

GrML m help yon, an' yon cry, to a souse in 
the Tluune& Dost rememher me? I have an old 
grudge to settle with the great Buckingham. I, the 

Eoor rejected outcast, without coat or serving man, 
ous'e or coin, have your life in my grasp. (Shakes 
Tiim.) Dost know me, eh? Dost remember last 
Hampton revelSi how yon ordered your pampered 
serving men to whip a fpendless, helpless boy 
from the green, for mere spQrt; and when he 
cried, and begged for pity, laughed and struck hhn 
with your riding whip-^h? dost remember it? 
Oh, it waa a gallant feat, and well becoming thy 
rank, and bravery. I've cherished this d^ here 
-^(strikes his heart) —vowed to repay it 1 To-night, 
in spite of disguise, I knew thee. When your 
Boldiers seized that man, I followed in our boat, 
nnder that window heard all, and now— — 
Buck. What seek ye, rascal ? 
Grijin. A dip in the Thames, ha, ha, ha 1 Ton 
ilhall swim for yonr life, worthless afi yon are I 
Oome, cornel 

(Dragging him towards uHndoir.) 

Buck. Villain, would yon drown me ? 
Grijin. Ay, would I! So drown, drown! Ha! 
ha ! (Drags him to window.) 

(ifusic-^fumps into the river toitJ^ fucking- 
hum.) 



SCENE III — Lambythe WelU <il leSff. May^ 
day sports; a if ay pole, Rustic toMes, chairs, 
Ac. The scene very gay with streamers and gar- 
lands— various groups of Holiday visitors — somt 
dancing to the sound (^ pipe and tabor, as the scen^ 
opens. Music — the figure of a man dipping a 
pitcher into a pool, and words, "The JUunbythe 
Well%r r>AME ALLNUT, NOLI. ALLNtlT, and 
MOD, their maid, alt dressed very fine, dancing. 

Dame. This iB brave, another foot-marry, I have 
a merry foot 

(Dancing fartously, she falls, all laugh.) 

Dame. Where's Oliver and Kathleen. 

Mog. GK)ne a courting nnder the gooseberry 
bushes. (LawgJis.) 

Nott. Silence, prate arpace! 'tis time our boy 
took htm a wife^ his heart inclineth to this 
stranger. 

Dame. DoBt tiiink he hankereth after her? 

Noil. Faith do I, and I have said as much to her. 

(Loud laughing heard, and trumpet, Afog 
runs down the stage dapping her hands.) 

Mog. He's eoming! Oh la I— oh dear! The won- 
derful wonders. The great Chinese l^octor from 
.the moon; 

Jfolt. Ha, ha, ha! It's the renowned Slgnor 
Quang Pong Von Hook, from outlandish countries 
far over seas, that sells nostmms, and cures all 
disorders but empty pockets. 

I (loud laughing, and DB. SIGNOB QUANG 

LONG VON HOOK is drawn on in a tra- 
velUng mduntebank medicine temple, with 
a Merry Andrew blowing a horn. The 
Doctor is dressed most grotesquely, half 
Chinese and half English, high cap, lona 
beard and wand. Mob following, aH form a 
circle round.) 

lExeunt Dame andlfoU. 

Von Book. Hear, hear, all nations and people, 
high low. Jack and game, the great, noble, original, 
illustrhnous, industrissimons, not to be approached* 
Dr. Signer Quang Long Von Hook is arrived from 
celestial countries beyond the moon to cure all pos- 
sible andlmpossibia diseases. ICakes the old young, 
the bUnd see, and those that never had legs mn a 
race and wear Jack boots. (Shews medkine bottles. 
Trumpet blows.) Only one silver ptece. The grand 
compound, Elltir of Life, take twenty drops, fastr 
ing every morning cataplasm, and you'll live till 
you die. Double the quantity before you wake, and 
youll double your age, and so on as long as you 
like. Now, my worthy citizens of London, I am 
going to make every mother's son of yon a present 
of a crown each, I love yon so greatly. (Mob hugsa.) 
Let all persons willing to accept my magnanimous 
offer stand forward. (All run over.) Very good. 
(Takes up a phial) You observe this liquid, it cures 
the spleen, high living, low wages,, weak eyes, and 
doldrums. The price is two crowns, cheap as dirt 
Now you shall have it for one, thus I make you a 
clear present of the other crown, and all for lovo. 
Step forward, this way, only a cro?m. (All walk 
away and groan.) Selling off, under prime cost aw- 
ful sacrifice. Yoimg woman, what are you looking 
for— a sweetheart, here's the coaxing powder, to 
soften hard hearts— only a penny. 

Jfog. (Lauffhs.) Law.fcir, IwaatabuaiyingpecHy- 
worth, please, nlr. 
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Von Hook. Here's a woman for 700, boya; an 
bononr to her sex, and a glorv to her country. 
When taken to be well shaken ; if one pennyworth 
won't do— take more, the goodness all lies at the 
bottom. {An old tnaniehitpers to him.) Oh I some- 
thing to care your wife's bad temper. (OVvei a ttick.) 
This ointment applied twice a day for a week. Use 
this morning and night, if one dose doesn't do 
double it. (Shout.) Now young woman, here's 
your pennyworth of loTe, take it daily mked with 
fire hundred pounds of deceit, and an equal quantity 
of nonsense, and flattery, mix them all up together, 
sweetening it with angel, charmer, goddess, and the 
like. {AH lavgh.) 11 that don't cure you, the devil 
and Doctor Fanstus must 
Mog. Take it all, doctor ? 
Von Book. All, and as much more, if yen eaa paj 
for it Any gentleman's son want his fortune told, 
by hocus, and pocus. Jemmy Nokus, or the rules 
of Higgledy, Jiggledy, riggledy. piggledyV For 
copper, I can tell you but little; for silver, lean 
tell you little more ; but for gold, I can tell you 
more than you want to know. No customers? f2b 
Mag) ShaU I tell you yours, my little darling ? 

Mog. Tes, an' it please you, learned doctor ; but 
yon must trust me tiie money. 

Von Hook. Can't do it No pay, no pipe. I dare 
not Oapricomu8» the homed goat won't let me ; 
and Tauras, the bull, would give me a toss up. If I 
trusted a groat No money, no iuck. {Mutie heard 
of pipe and tabor. All run off.) Dancing has en- 
ticed my customers away. Shut up the shop, and 
stop the trumpet Flibbertigibbet We'll cut a 
caper on the green with the best of 'em. Will you 
dance with the illustrious Von Hook? 

Mog. 'Faith, will I, an' the Homed Qoat be not 
offended, and the Bull rampagious at the liberty. 

Von Hook. (Kissing her.) Hang the goat, and 
drown the buU. OfT we go. 

(Dances her up stage.) 
Flibber. The blue pills. Master Doctor— the blue 
pills; (following) what am I to do with them. 

Von Hook. T^e 'em with a black draught, you 
rogue. Be merry, or I'll make yon swallow the 
shop. 

[Exit with Mog. 

Enter OLIVEB and KATHLEEN. ' THE QBIFFIN 
is H^n watching and stealing after them. He secreits 
himself beheld a bush. They sit on a bench, 

Oliver. Kathleen, at the risk of your displeasure, 
I have a confession to make, which I cumot longer 
withhold. 

Kath. A confession to me ? 

Oliver. I am plain of speech ; and if what I may 
say give yon offence, do thou in candour tell me 
so. 

Kath. I promise it 

Oliver. Then, as heaven is my witness, I do love 
thee in all truth and in all honour. Ofttimes hath it 
been upon my lips to tell you, but fear held my 
tongue tied. Thy coldness choked the words as 
they rose ; I believed you despised me. 

Kath. You did me wrong. Wherefore should I 
despise you ? 

Oliver. I meant not myself, but my love. 'Twas 
that I feared thou would'st scorn. 

Kath. Forbid that I should scorn a love so pure, 
or despise thee for giving utterance thereto. No, 
Oliver, no ; I do neither scorn thy love nor thee. 
But you did beseech that in candour I would an- 
swer youj and e'e» so wJU L Forget ^y love for 
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me, then, for indeed— Indeed, our fate is not to 
come together. (Rising.) 

Oliver. 'Jia as I suspected. Yon love tiiis Beau- 
mont— yon cannot deny it 

Kath. I seek not to deny it; but yon alone know 
my secret; not for worlda would I that he knew 
it 

Oliver, Is fbeie no hope for me? Yon are the 
first maiden that e'er kindled love in my breast 
loonld worship the»— nay, give npmylifa Say 
not then, that all hope is lost 

Kath. It pains me to hear yon talk fhns. Indeed, 
I am unworthy a love so pore as thine, for I feel 
humbled within myself that I should incline to a 
stranger. I would, but I cannot, cast him off. 

Oliver. Shun him, Kathleen— shun him. I fear he 



is a dangerous man. 



(The Griflln eoneeale hvmelf.) 



Kath, I feel it impossible to take your counsel 
Gri0n, (Loud,) Fool, fooll Ha, ha, ha 1 
Kath. We are watched. I^et us seek yoor father. 
Oliver. Think of the danger yon rawly venture 
into, loving this Court gallant 

Kath. My father is a soldier. Think yon • craven 
spirit befitting a soldier's daughter ? 

[Exeunt. 
(The Orif/ln Oewly emerffufrem concealment.) 

Griffin. Madam Kathleen's head is cracked with 
folly, and love for an evil doer. I wot she knows 
not the kite she hankereth after. I spoilt his fine 
plumage in the Thames. How bravely he swam— 
each stroke for his life ; and as the waters ruffied, 
and played round his head, he vowed to give me 
to the ^ows for the trick I played him ; as he 
strove to seize me, I dived, and passed his grasp. 
He leamt not to swim with the mallard and wild 
swan, who searches the sedgy banks, and the nests 
of the water-fowl, at all times, midst storm and 
sunshine, like TheGrifQn. I can telllwhere the 
cunning fowler lays his nets, and the fisher seeks 
his speckled prey, where the brave green rushes 
lift their heads, and the banks where the trout 
basks 'i the sun. Ofttimes when the moon deeps, 
I wander forth with whoop and joy far over 
meadow and mead, alone— alone, none to scoff, or 
strike, or chide, for what master calls my folly. 
Who ever taught me to be wise? Passengers at 
the Ferry call me *'Poor fool," and throw me 
pence, with a curse or a blessing— mor^ often the 
curse. (Sighs.) No mother ever spoke kindly or 
sheltered me! I am fatherless! X wonder if the 
bright stars are fatherless. 

Buck. (Heard speaking.) Out with it 

(friffin. More mischief afield. Up— np and he 
doing, Orifan. If ye are caught, more stripes or 
hempen cravat for the moonlight ride on the 
Thames. 

CChmbs a tree, and looks out.) 
Enter BUCKINGHAM toith DE. LAMR 

Lamb. 1 pray your Grace to hear me. *Tls true 
I did not see the girl, but I failed not to learn of 
them a thing or two of import to your Grace. 

Buck. Out with it, in the name of the imp thoa 
lovest most 

Lamb. 1 have heard the girl is here, Maying $i 
theWeUs -» -v a 

Buck. Alone? 

Lanib. The young ferryman, Oliver, attends he 
Beport says he is deeply smitten with her charmed 

Buck, I fear him not She looks on me vitti 
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bMiiiiac» loTing «ye^ and Miubing cliMk. la fbe 
boatpreparad? 

Lamb. It Is moored off tha garden. We have not 
been able to traoe the boy that so rudely aaaanlted 
yonr Grace. He Ib described by his master as half 
an Idiot. Soldiers are still searching for him. 

Buck, The cor shall sorely die for his insolence. 

Grifin. (LookM out,) When you catch him. Ha, 
bSihal 

Lamb. It were easy to carry off the girl during 
thereTcL 

SvcL Such is my intention. Do thou follow her 
steps. Give me intelligence if she leave the Wella 
Let my servants be near, if required to aid me. 

Lamb. I shall obey your Grace's orders. 

{fioun and txiit. 

Buck. The fates smile on my star— the crowning 
of my hopes approachea My embassy to Paris^the 
bright image of the Queen of France, rises up before 
me, and well-nigh chases all thoughts away of 
this Irish lass. 

JU-^nUr DOCTOB VON HOOK, tinging and 
dandng. 

Van Book. LUW lal loo ral li sing pip. Capital 
Bollands, particularly when other folks pay for it 
I have sold ten bottles of love, tender vows and 
faithful hearts, at cost price, ha ! currant juice and 
water. For my wondenul never-die lotion, to make 
old gaffers young again, I mix brickduat and salt ; 
ba,nal how they swallow it A roaring trade tills 
aame nostrum and philter making, all profit— no 
lossL Much better than turning a spit or waiting on 
greasy citiaens, as a tapster: by cock and pye. Fills 
are the only true way to Eldorado. A guinea for 
frillB bine, peach, or green. 

(Buekinghain advances.) 

Buek. Friend r 

Von Book. Do yon want bleeding, blistering, or 
l^^botomy, I*ni your man. 

Buck. Nefther, most worthy mediciner. (Taket 
fwne out.) I merely want the loan of your gown, 
beard, and cap for a few minutes. This shall be the 
conaideration. 

Von Book, Lend my cap! Sir, sir, all my wisdom 
lies in the cap^ my skill in the beard. What's a pea> 
cock without a taH, a woman without her tongue, 
or a doctor without hia wig? Be8ides,howdoIknow 
fliat yon don't want to sell a new pill under price, 
and ruin my trade? 

Buck, *Tis for a masquerading folly. 

Von Hook. That's another aow by the ear. I am 
for you, brave sir, here's my hand this is my skin. 
{TaJta (iff board, cap, and gown. Buckingham giitt 
purse.) 1*11 wait your return in the wells, and drink 
•ncoess to your frolic ; will you have a few boxes of 
pOls, and a love powder? You'll find 'em useful. 
{Buckingham shakes hit head.) Very good; if ever 
yon needa ready hand, I Doctor Quaig Long Von 



Emperor of the Moon. (Bows.) Oome to my shop, 
and I'll physip and bleed you for nothing. 

iExit. 
Buck. {Putting on things.) Now to follow my 
sweet Kathleen unsuspected and unobserved. 

\ExU slowly^ The Qriffin descends cauiiouay, 
ariffin. Not so fas^ great sir, 111 watch and wait 
for you, ba, ha, ha I 

(Music. ExUtlowly. 
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Be-^nter OLIVEB and KATHLEEN, foUoveed lu 
BUCKINGHAM, indtsguise. 

OUnr. Why do you follow us? We seek none 
of your wares, good man. 

Buck. I am gifted, and read the stars. There is 
one that loves you deeply, fairly, and he longeth 
for a happy meeting In return for his love. 
(Whitnert to her.) Beaumont 

Kath. Beaumont! (Starting.) Where is he? 

Buck. At your side. 

^ {Aside to her.) 

Oliver. Good nighty sir, we walk this way. 

{Going.) 

Buck, ru *een take leave to walk with you 

OHoer. We seek no fellowship with a mounte- 



Buck. Qt I the companionship of a clown. 

Oliver. Begone, fellow, or my hand shall punislr. 
your insolence. 

Buck. Weak words ever rise from a proud 
stomach. 

outer. Will yon go forward? 

AM*. No! 

Oliver. Or backwards ? 

Buck. No, I move as you move. 

Oliver. {Seizing hit beard) Bascall I'll souse you 
in the Thames. {Th^ beard comet off.) A trickster! 
Since when has Ma^r Beaumont learnt the arts of 
stage player and juggler ? 

Buck Ha, ha, ha! fafrly caught, gramercy; good. 
Look not so black, we will drink to oor <inocess in 
love in a stoup of wine, rivals Umigh. we be, for the 
fUr Kathleen's smiles. 

Kath, £ pray yon speak one another fair— an' 
Master Beaumont da wish to walk with us, the 
road is free to him as to ns-let us hasten our 



steps. 
Oliv 



Oliver. So you may be freed from my presence. 
Kath. Nay, not sa 
Oliver. Yes, yes, 'tis too evident My dream of 
happiness is past, vanished for ever. You have cast 
aside a true hearty albeit a rough one, for a silver 
tongue, and a fair hand Heaven grant it prove 
an honest one. 

{Rushes out.) 
Kath. Oliver! Oliver! 

{Strives to/oUow Aim, when Buckingham 

Buck. 1 crave pardon for causing these tears. 
Yon clown is uninstructed in tiie common forms 
of breeding. 

Kath. Speak not so of him— his behaviour is ever 
gentle towards me. 

Buck. He hath a warm advocate in thee. 

Kath. Not more than friendship such as his de- 
serveth. 

Buck. Friendship is near kin to love. A truce to 
thia I have much to say. fiiusic.) The dancers 
are returning. Let us stroll towards the river, 
sweet 

IPlaees his arm round her teaist and exits. 

A party of Morris Dancers^ accompanied by DAME 
NOIX, and headed by VON HOOK and MOG, 
entert dancing. 

Von Book. Strike up ! Ten powders and a pill- 
box for those that dance longest free— gratis! 

{A Morris dancCj or garland dance. Mog 
faints, and the Doctor pours medicine douit 
her throat: she makes horrid faces. 
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Van Sook Oht IWe gltoA taer the wro&g dd0e-> 
a hone mixtare instead of a eoogb mixture! 

(Rtau up ttag$,) 
Meg. Murder ! murder ! The 4ootor t 

{An run ctfUr hini) 
Dame. Mercy, she is dying! 
J^oll Seize ue vile poisoner 1 

(Mob bring badk ihe Boetor.) 
Von Book, Uaey, good people— irs only a Uttle 
mistake. She's merely swallowed % few rosty 
horse nailSb 
If oil. Make him swallow his own shop. 



(Mog tereams.) 



flty my 



Von Mook. Fixtares and all I ril shave year 
heads for nothtagl Let me go— Fm no Doctor^ 
only a poor serving man, without wsger 
Tippery Tlbhs, of Kewington Butlst Pit 
ignoranee in pharmacy-oocdlt sciences. 

Mob. (Shout.) No! no! 

iThev drag htm up tJu stage; hB knock$ 
several down, tbm climbs up tht Mampole. 
The mob laugh, and pelt Mm with boxes, 
turft, hats, &c 

SCENB' IV.— (7(mey Lana^.no^ l(^mbi,ih Wiik. A, s4 
clump qf trees. TwiHght, 



BUCKIli(UH4M and KATHLEE;N enter, faUoteed 
by DB. X^Aloa 

Buck. (Whispering to Lamb.) Qniole, man, to the 
boat Bid Wilton vow towasda th« gate. iBant 
lamb.} tiittle truant I (^e Kathieen.)Yfhf did yon not 
meet me last night sa thou promised? 

Kath. Not of mine own will did I deceive thee ; 
my father, onr father de^iin^d me. 

Buck. And what says onr father, dearest? 

KatK He is abpnt ieaying me for France, on a 
journey to seek serriqe in the army of King Loni& 
It grows Claris ; let ns walk homewards, 

Buck, f et a wo?d with thee : have fon forgotten 
the conversation we held together hnt a few 

Kdth. Forgotten! Oh, Qeoi«ei, how ean'st thon 
speak thus ? and wherefore this question? 

Biiek. Because, sweet glrL 'tis time yon decide ; 
circumstances have occurred to-day which compel 
me to urge yon at once to fly with me. Ere long, 
my duties will cause me to leave the country, and 
before I depart I would call you mine. 

KiUh. Aa f ar as concemeth myself, I have de- 
cided to be for ever thine— but my father's consent, 
his blessing^ let xn» reeeive tbam ftrst 

B^Bk. He will not refuse his blessing, even if you 
are mine wlthont his consent 

Kqtk. I believe it; yet would I have both ; come 
baok with me to our^ome and ask it. 

Buek. Yon forget my jealous rival, Oliver, is there. 

Kath. True. Come, then, to-morrow. I will ex- 
plain aU. Donbt not, he will receive thee as a son. 

KatlL No, no; to-night be mine— delay may give 
the death-blow to my hopes. 

Kath. Forbear. I implore you, give me but till 
to>morrow. 

Butk. Td-moriQW I may he oalled away. You 
dare not ^st me, or, why refuse to go hence with 
mo to-night ? Ah, if yon knew the ardent burning 
love, that consumes me, yon would not thus turn 
sicddexdy and coldly from me, and deny my request 
I<et ns tiy, dear one, live In each other's joys, share 



hi each ofher*s grtefs— why shooldyoa hesMafe of 
fear for one whose very existence rests on thee. 

Kath. Ah, do not nrge me to leave vfiy father 
thus suddenly! 
Buck. Hesitate, and we must part for evef . 
Kath. Wherefore shonldwe part? ToucaiDiiol 
donbt my love. Then let ns at once to my father 
and ask his consent 

Buck. Kathleen,. refuse me not this boon. The 
pxesent time is ours, the morrow may not be. I 
nave reasons for urging you thus. Must I renounce 
you? I, who have so ardently^— no— no— dearfli 
were preferable to losing thee. Come, art thou 
mine? 
Kath. Thine only. 

(Sinks on his sliOuld^\ Buckinghfim v*^ a 
small sitvsr whistle, and Dr. £cfmb cnfers, 
with servants, armtd.) 
Buck. Quick, man 1 Carry tb6 fainting girl to the 
boat ! Away ! She is mine ! 

IDr. Lmmb tdtes Kathleen, and is in the act of 
bearing h^ qff, i^Ae»OLlV£ft en^ert sud- 
denly. 
Oliver. Hold, sirs ! Set free that maiden ! 
Buck. Peace, good youth !— meddle no^ with 
matters that concemeth thee not Away ! 
' Kath. (Fatntly.) Oliver- my father, tell— 

OKver. Belease 1 or I'll tear out yonr false 
'hearts] 

(Buckingham drcnvshiq sword) 
Suck. Vreefi no% forward, or I must spQl som? ^ 
thy hoti bipod. Back to your pots and pans, young 
tapster ! 
O/tpff. Yillahi I Coward I 
Buck. Cov^ard! Draw— defend thy llftt, qqfckly ! 
Oliver. Yq^ know; f nil welt, t have no sword. I 
am one of t&e peopYe, and dare not wear o^ : I sfn 
too poor to avenge insult, or redreeii wrongs^ Yon 
are rich and powerful, and may trample on 910. I 
am helplesA. 

Buck. Yaliant chsmplon of vftta^ hBMt nor 
dare to cross iny pain again, or tl|e awHTu' (jhau 
quicken you. 

(XTeov; $tni^hinwHhmiyapar*i mter 

iS^ngs upon Mm; « tlrttgg^ omI OUver 

falls ufounded^ 

Olivtr. Assassin] thmk net to trioaph in year 

villany. Kathleen's father is aroused, and will 

avenge me. 

^ucl:. Thank the gods, I have compassion t Take 
thy life, and learn to liva and improve yo^ men- 
nera, tiown. 

IBxO. 
OHver. He has gone to triumph In ^e misery of 
a broken heart who shall carry the newa to a 
bereaved father? Who dare to speal^ of his 
daughter's dishonour? Why was I bom of lowly 
birth— denied the privilege of avenging my wrongs? 
Curses on his sword! I faint from loss of blood! 
(Calls.) Oh I Help, Master £*eIton ! Oriffln! Oh! 
(Staunches blood, cmd/aints. 

Snitt GBIFFIN, hastap. 



Gr(ft», I heard a cry for help— or was it the wind 
mocking my fleeting senses? (Sets Oliver.) Ahl 
what is this ? Oliver asle^ ? TTp I— rouse ye/ man! 
there's mischief afoot up, and be doing. jBlood! 
—red gushing blood! ngh, (Shudders.) Hciis dead! 
Wake up, Oliver,— silent! .Who will help me now? 
Who bestow hhid wordsi and look on thQ ontcast 
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iiowT None, nope, now be is gone! TheCloart- 
lord win earry off our sweet bird, now BtoatOliTBr'e 
«nn is powerleps. (Call^.) Help! obi bol^tbis 
way IMielU i be ! he 1 (Binds port of hU drts$ romd 
Oliver'9 arm.) His eyes open ! Ha, ha, h«t Brave 
Oliver I-Kiome, I will bathe yoar faoe In the 
stream. The hawk has stnick down oar pretty 
dove. (Oliver looks roundt rising slowly, supported Im 
Griffin.) Lean on me; I am strong of heart and 
limb— thongh, woe Is me-rweak of bead. (iVbiM of 
voices,) Hark! the bant is raised: we'll rundown 
the false lord. 

Oliver. Kathleen— wherein she? 

€Hr^n. Carried away to the river. I peeped from 
the rushes, and saw a boat hid. Up, and after her ! 
ril lead the wav; take my knife, and strike boldly. 
This oaken codgel shall strike on the great lord's 
pate. 

(Flourishes hi$ staff.) 
Enter MASTEB ENOLL and FELTON. 

NcU. She is not here, that's plain, she is, belike, 
on her road home. (Seeing Oliver.) Hy boy, what 
ails thee? 

Oliver. Nothing, father. 

Felton. Ton are wonnded, how is this? Have 
yoo seen Kathleen? she is not to be foond in the 
gardens. 

Grigkt, Seek her on the Thames. She is riding 
on the bonny stream with a light adone ; ba^ ha, ha I 
■ak Mwi- 

Fdtotu What does he mean? speak, Oliver. 

Oliver, She is carried off by a villain. 

FeUoH. Carried off! heaven grant me mercy — 
who, who has (tone this wrong to my child ? 

Griffin. The dainty stranger of the ferry. 

Oliver. The false Beaamont I strove to prevent 
faim, autd hit zsised bis hand against me. 

tSfiffin. And sword! blood— see, see! 

(SfiozDS his arm.) 

Felton, Which wagr did the rascal take, tell rae, 
qidokly? . 

fltnf^. To the lifBr; a boat lies hid like a water 
hen in tiw mahea— I know, I know. 

Feiton, Inckily, I rowed to the wells ; my boat is 
moored olt the gardens. 1*11 pursne the ra?isher, 
and hav» his Ufe for this ontrsge. 

(Qoinq rapidlif.) 

Griffin. Do, do, and I, The QrUAn, will help yon I 
Shoot him down, and leave me to stop bis wounds. 
rU do it, ha» ha, ha! this way, to the boat 

iSxUitfter Felton, 

Oliver. Let hie go with yon. 

u, 4 (Going.) 

J^oR. 2ho. no; boy, nave a care. If yon are killed] 
who win fare for the Swan, and your poor old 
mother ? The cnstomers wIQ ran in debt, the beer 
torn sour, Che house go to ruin. 

Oliver. Father, do not seek to detain m^. go, I 
mast ; I have been wronged foally, and will have 
iustice; my heart's treasnre is stolen from me. 
What Is life without its chief blessing peace, hap- 
piness? Mine is for ever blighted, crashed— the 
present, a useless void, the future, a hopeless blank. 
Do not nold me, I will go— my injuries, my honour, 
arge me onwards. Farewell, farewell, his life or 
mine! 

(Rushes out.) 
^Nolh Oliver! boy! stay! think of me, your 
zhother— don't peril your pi^ecious life and limbs) 
Boy, hoar me, I implore, hear your old, fooliBh 
fatur! 

{Exit aflcr him. 
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Enter DOCTOR VON HOOK, covered with mud, 
clothes torn, and rather elevated, 
Vm Book. Vm a dead man, 13ie rascals have made 
me swallow all my own pills, then dneked me in 
the mod; a nice reward for earing everybody of 
everything. I'll give up surgery, and throw physio 
to the dogs—torn honest, no, I can't, I don't know 
how— hie. The ghrl from the Swan behaved like a 
Christian, and gave me some strong waters, I have 
bad enough of the other sort in the ditch; halloa, 
the road's ranning round, and I'm walking on my 
head, I see double ; its »11 righ^ hA, ha, ha ! (Stag- 

grs aaainst a unng.) This is my door. (Knocks.) 
ame, damt. get ap, I've forgot oie key. The old 
devil sleeps Hke a top. I'll try die key of my chesu 
(Takes out key and tries U on uting.) Ko,Io»n'tQnd 
it, the keyhole's goneont to sapper. (Kicks.) HaHoa, 
Mother Dust^, get up, it's the doctor ! She won't hear; 
I'll lie on the step tlU cock-crow. I'll serve her out 
for this, put something comfortable in her graeL 
(Lies down before uring.) This bed's none of the softest 
The feathers have never been shook ap— hfc. I 
won't stay in Enghmd. I'll go to France - another 
bottle of Canary. Pills, pills! cures for all, if one 
won't do, take a hundred, ha, hft, hat They are only 
bread and potty 

(Sleeps graduttSy, and snores,) 

Enter MOG, singing ; stunMes over the Doctor. 

Mog. (Screams.) Oh I la— it's a body! (Stocpe 
down and shakes him.) The Doctor! 

Von Hook. The Black Doctor, (Yawning.) 

Jfoflr. Dead 

Von Hook. Am a herring 1 Pot ont the lights tack 
me up, and call me to-morrow night 

Mog, He's crazy! Get up ; you'll take cold. 

Von Hook. I've taken enough cold withontalready. 
I want somethfaig warm withhi. (Rises, assisted te 
Mog.) Where am I? 

Mog. In Coney Lane, close to the MiU. 

Von Hook. The devU! I dreamt that I dwelt fai 
marble balls-^ — you're a brave wench, though not 
fond of physic. Will you see me h ome ? I live at 
the "Salmon and Saucepan," over against the 
Green. 

Mog. Faith will I, good sir, for missos has die* 
charged me for danetaig with a conrt^erying 
lacquey. 

Von Hook. She has ? I'll hire yoa ; no work and 
good wages. 

Mog. No, no. You'll want to repay me In pills. 

V9n Book. Kiss me, you little rogue. (Kisses her.) 
Capital! ril repeat the dose! (Ktsses her again.) 
I feel better already. Ob, how I love thee! Tm 
going to marry -. yoa'rb the wife I want! Have 
you got any money ? 

Mog. A little. 

Von Hook. That little will do for me. Kiss me, 
yon devil, and seal the bargain ! 

{Embraees her, and exits with het\ 

SCENE v.— ^^e Thames, lambythe Palace and 
Church in the distance, 

A iioat is seen advancing slowly in which are BUCK- 
IN0HAU, LAMB, and KATHLEEN. Lamb 

rowing. 

Buck. Make for the opposite shore. 

Lamb. Where? 

Duck. York House. Quick, man, we arc tiacV- 
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another boat to put off from the gArdans. Look np^ 
Kathleen swoet, we are safe now. 

iA boat ofpwn in tke distMet) 

Kath. My father I let me eee him I 

Suck, ahey are hard upon n»— we lose ground. 

Lamb, llie tide la too strong. 

(Voieeiinpunuit) 

Kath. What's the matter? 

Buck. I fear we are tracked, loTe— yon boatseems 
to be making for us. Poll, for thy life— put her 
iiead about 

Lamb. We cannot evade fhem. 



The boat 
and 
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iTON in it. The Qrijffin rowing. 



Fdum. Hold ! move oar or limb, and I fire. 
Rath. (Loud.) Father, father I 
Buck. Forwu:d->heed him not 

{FtUon fire* ; Kathleen screamt, and fall* in 
Buckingham** arm*.) 
Buck The monster I he has killed hert No, no, 
only fainted. Pull, pull for our lives. 

{The boat move*.) 
Felton. Let this roach you. 

{Fire*. Lamb drop* the oan.) 
Lamb, I'm struck. 

Grijin. Huzza I Shoot again, one for me. Ha, 
ha,hal 

(Buckingham seize* the oar*.) 
Ohver. He will escape us yet 
Griffin. No, no ! 

{Boat moves rapidly^ and they join each other.) 
FtUon. Villain! where is my child ? 
Buck Tou have HMled her! 

{Fainting to her form.) 
Oliver. Dead! 

{Clagp*hishand*.u 
Felton. {Springing forteard to the othir boat J Liar 

{A *truggle ensue*^ Buckingham draw* hi* 
dagger, and wounds Felton. Be is partially 
cast from the boat into the Thames, Oliver 
drags him into their boat. The boat* sepa- 
rate.) 

Bud, Away, away! 

Felton. My child! Save her! stop him t 

Griffin. I will, I wUU 

ilia jumps into the water, and seize* Bucking^ 
ham's boat with hi* hand*, Buckingham 
*trike* The Origin's hands with hi* dagger. 
The Griffin then holds the boat by his teeth, 

. Buckingham** boat i* going forward rapidly 
*he Origin clinging to it* Oliver *upporting 
Felton.) 



ACT IL 

SCENE J.'^The Pavtlton da Madame in the ancient 
Palace of the Louvre, with a secret door. ANN of 
AUSTRIA, Queen oj Louis the Thirteenth, die- 
covered seated and gazing on a miniature. 

Ann. How great the contrast between these 
ffoodly features and the lowering looks of roy 
husband, Louis? Why was I condemned to wear a 
lif of apathy ? Forced to exchange my own happy 
Austrim for this cold France, and its terrible 
Cardinal Bichelieu, T&o name of (^oeon is bnt a 
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mockery. Bevenge prompts um to llsttn te Bnok- 
ingham's ardent rows, so flatMrlng to my tasteu 
But duty to my hosband whispers this suit Is die- 
hooestt dangerous, and one the Queen of France 
dares not encourage. To-night he has our word 
for an interview, it must, ft shall be the last, in duty 
to myself, and sovereign lord. 

Enter MADAME DE HAULEFOBT and Attendant 

Mad. de H. A page from hto Ghraoe of Bucking- 
ham craves andienee to year Majesty on matters 
of great import 

iliMi. Bid him enter. 

iExi\ 

Re-enter MADAME HATJLEFOBT, imM KATB- 
USEN,dre**eda*aFage. 

Ann. Your errand, boy? 

Kath. Is with the Queen of France. 

(Bows.) 

Ann, I am the Queen of France ; speak freely. 

Kath, Alon0» so please yon. 

(Ann wave* her hand, Madm. B. Exit*.) 

Ann. You come fi^m the Doke of Bncklngham ? 

Kath Ido,forJostieeL 

Ann. Justice! 

Kath. Yes, great Queen, to yon. 

{Throm Off her ee^) 

Queen, Awoman? 

Kath. A wretched, deceived woman, imploring 
pity and protection of one whose rank and station 
can yield it,of one— despite those rich robes of state 
and pomp^possessing a woman's heartand feeling. 
Oh, Queen, the false, perjured BuoUngliam, hss 
wronged me beyond all reparattonl 

Queen. Wronged you? 

Kath. T forsook my home and fSatfaer*s love— a 
stern soldier, madame, rough and unpolished, bnt 
to me, tender as a parent-bird to its helpless young: 
Year by year, he trained my infant thongfate to 
ptety and good, guided my wayward fan<nea,w88 
more than father; for 1 alas! never knew a 
mother's love. How have I repaid years of patient 
watching, care, and sufferhig? By devoted love and 
gratitude, think ye? No i Fraud and deception 
have been the reward for his care. A serpent 
tempted, and I fell ; became a curse— a stain to my 
name and honour. 

fWeepin^ 

Queen. Calm your feelings, glrL The dnke ? 

Kath, (irt/<%.)' Yes, the duke, ms weU to xecaU 
me^to myselt this proud duke sought my love in 
base disguise, won my young heart, and — oh, 
that death had seized me ere f should confess the 
deed!— bore me from my home. For awhile he 
was kind, attentive, but the wild burst of passion 
o'er, neglect and coldness usurped the place of false 
oaths, and deep affection. I was cast aside like a 
childish toy. when I reproached him for his 
baseness towards me, he laughed and scoffed; 
even now his horrid voice rings in my ears hissing 
and burning as a scorpion's sting. Hb, my deceirer, 
dared cast the ruin he had brought on me, in my 
teeth, and polluted my ears with a wanton's name, 
branding my father's race with infamy and dis- 
honour. 

Queen, Ingrate! 

Kath. Boused my sleeping senses were. I awoke 
to all the horrors of my guilt An ace of love had 
passed in one little moment, and I lived but for 
revenge. I Qed the house; cast aside my woman'* 
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gtil> ; ADd, mmottoed, followed this man to France 
resolved to eeek redress at your hands— the idol of 
bis amtitlons desires. 

QIM0I. Bk^e a care, maiden. Yon utter treason to 
France. Bemember, I am the wife of Loois the 
Thirteenth. 

Xath. Pardon me, lady, bat the duke's aspirinc 
pandon is whispeitdd through the good city of 
^aris. Bade Jests and gibes are made on the 
oonrUy Bnokingham and fair Ann of Austria. 
These idle rumours are enoonraged by the duke, 
to feed his ▼anity, and add conaequenoe to his 
pride. 

QvefK. Does he dare trlile with us? 

Kath. He does, on the word of a woman. 

Se-Mte* MADAME DB HATJLEFOBT. 

ifod de H. The Duke of Buckingham attends 
your Majesj^s commands. 

Q,ut€i^ We will reoeiye his grace. [ItxU M04. 
deB.] Betire! (Opftudoor.) Let neither breath or 
whisper betray your presence undl I summon you. 
(Kathlfenretirei.) Now. my lord duke, we meet on 
eiual terms— the deoeiTer and the deoeiTcd. 

Better MADAME DE HATJLEFOBT, and BUCK. 
INGHAM, drmed «tiper&;y. 

Bvdt. Words are too powerless to express my 
thanks for this exalted honour. 

Queen. Be brief, my lord. I almost repent me of 
this imprudence^ to grant an interview at such an 
unseemly hour. Tour purpose? 

Buck. Devotion!— as respectful as 'tis ardent and 
sincere. 

Queen. The devotion of the lips, I fear. 

Buck, The heart, madam. When last we satin 
this Chamber, I dared— yes, dared to breathe in 
your Majesty's ear the existence of a passion which 
I have in vain sought to stifle. Tou tell me it most 
end dangerously for me ; but life of mine, for love 
of yours, I'd freely give. Let me continue to love 
you in secret I will never more importune you 
with my presence, although the king dislikes 
you. 

Quftn. Louis is mv sovereign and husband. I 
owe him du^ as a wife— as a subject Tou speak 
treason, my ior(( duke. 

Buet Tour beauty is the greatest trsaaon, for 
•tig the cause of my treason. 

<2««eii. Ton love me ~ such love as befltteth 
friends. Give me your promise to abstain from 
these importunitiea, 

Buck. Never will I forswear myself thus far. I 
promise nought but to love thee ever ; rather than 
not do so, uough hopelessly, I would lose this 
right hand. 

Queen. Tou promise boldly. Have you ever loved 
me so fervently? 

Bvdt. Ever, as I live. 

Queen. Have a care. Is there none other yon 
have shared your heart with ? 

Buck. None, I swear. 

Queen. (Leading Kathleen f&rwird.) Ton swear 
falsely. Look on these features, traitor I Do not 
they recall broken vows— plighted faith destroyed? 
Look well on them, and then if you dare trifle with 
me— 

Buck. (Aslonixhed.) Kathleen! 

Kath. Kathleen!— the despised, forsaken girl has 
this night destroyed your hopes— exposed your 
Tillany— torn from hollow hypocrisy Its mask of 
ouDQlngl 



Queen. Ton hear, my lord? 

Buck. Believe not, great Queen. What meaneth 
this, Kathleen? 

Kath. It mtaneth that I have discovered your 
falsehood— your cold>blooded hypocrisy! Tou 
stoop to a lie. My cheek crimsoneth for you even 
more than for my own shame. 

Buck. 'Twas not in wantonness I sought thee, 
but in love. Tour virtue I honoured, your heart 
I prised. I loved thee too well to lose thee. Hap- 
piness is yet in store for thee. Away— far away 
nrom the turmoil of the world, a cot in thine own 
greenland, even in the quiet spot you so lately left 
-aUshaUbethina 

Kath. Ask forgiveness of heaven, and leave me 
to my shame. Take this ring— the pledge of your 
perfidy, and my false title— «f(A) / Take it^ and with 
it the reproaches of an evil deed. 

(Throws it.) 

Buck. (Takte puree out.) Gold will repair all, alL 

Kath. Goldl will gold restore name, honour and 
virtue, will it heal a broken heart, or repay a fiather 
for his disgraoed, and guilty child? (Buckingham 
approachet her.) Will the dross yon offer bring 
peace or oomtent, where virtue is not? Are these 
Bins of men to be atoned, and weighed in the ba- 
lance with this gold you use so freely? Beware, 
.beware ; a day is coming, when good or evil deeds 
«hall be judged, and punished according to their 
merits. 

Buck. Forbear! 

KaXh. Come not near me. I defy your power. 
Look well to my father's wrath ; avoid him as yon 
would a wild beast A dagger is suspended tiy a 
single hair of your guilty head ; a word, it falls, and 
you die— die like a stain to manhood, a disgrace to 
man. Beware, beware t 

{Exit, 

Qtifffi. (Al%o%ng.) Farewell, my lord; I leave you 
to the pleasant reflections of your foiled intentions. 
The next time you seek a dupe, be careful 'tis not 
a queen. 

{Exit. 

Buck. Curses light on my ill-starred misfortune 1 
To be thus wrecked in sifht of hapless. In the 
fiend's name^ how came that girl in France, on my 
track, moving as I moved. Who brought her to 
the palace? A thousand gold nobles for the hand 
that will rid me of her. Her threats ! beshrew me, I 
must not encounter her dnwon of a sire, ha, ha, ha! 
Anne shall yet be mine, if I die; yes mine^ despite 
Utte cardinal and the king I 

lExit. 



SCENE IL— il Street near the Paiaee of the 
Louvre. 

FELTON diieo9ered ttanding under the gate^ wrapped 
•a a doak. 

Faton. The fox Is earthed; my prayers have not 
been in vajn, or labour, patient and untiring, boot- 
less. He is in xn^ toils ; my weapon thirsts for tbe 
villain's blood. Euathleen, child ! best beloved, your 
wrongs cry aloud for vengeance. Wait but a little, 
and the blow shall be dealt nnspariugly. The finger 
of the dial shall scarcely mark man's downward 
course to the grave, when this man shall pay the 
forfeit of sin in death. For this have I crossed the 
se«8<*watGhed, and crouched, fearing the honest 
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K)iiBhed when her mother was taken from me, flifs 
tter boar had been spared, and my name freed 
from the aesHBsTn'a stalji 1 But 'tin willed other- 
wise, and men are bat pnppets in the hands of fate. 
{Clock stritu.) Another boar; time flies aalckly hi 
wanton danianea To feasts to die !— sneh is life I 
(JToAe Aeof^) Distnrlyed ! iome dranken revelleni 
returning tO their masterless homes. Tta not to be 
drltMi m>m my post; this gate will shelter me 
from notice Hy eyes ftr6 there, on thy glcomy 
palae«; my hSnds here, on this faithful servant, 
OSAotM dagger J ready to sheath it Ui bis corrnpted 
heart 

Retirts. 

Knter TIPPPEHT TI9B8 and HOG; TIPPEBT di^ 
guistd m a bear'9 dreu ; he i* kdon by idog^ in a 
firing ; Me it drtmd ai a totrndmnff Zingartt. 

Mpg. Do*ee walk a little faster, dear, dp'ee. 

7?»A Do>e! How the dcTll am I to do'eeit? 
There's nooody by; null my head off: I can't stand 
tt any longer; I shaO be choked. 

Mog. (Taku his head og.) If tt were found 
out— • 

7V&&9. I defy fate— better be kicked than 
smothered ; I wonH be a dancing hekr any more. 
Tlie natives don't encourage foreign talent; it's a 
bore being a bwr, I don't assimilate to the (}.aad- 
rupedo 

Mog. We shaO be sent to prison for cheating the 
people. 

3T5te. My love! If every professor was sent to 
prison for cheating, prisons wouldn't be large 
enoaHh to" hold *em. we'll try some other line of 
business. It wasn't a bad idea to follow in the 
grand train of the Dnke to France, to teach 
riddles, and b tell fortanes, eh, and take in the 
natives? 

Mog. And we've saved a pocket full of silver. 

Tih\a, But Fm ashamed of it, besides, we may he 
detected, and a sound whipping the reward of our 
genius. The last time I exhibited, a fat citizen trod 
on my tail. I swore—luckily he was deaf, or a bear 
with a dam would have astonished him, {tjaugh*:) 
rather. {JLaugivkg heard.) Hush ! I smell mischief. 
Qive me my head; out with Che cards. iPtUs head 
<m.) A |>arty of gallants. All right, wench ; to your 
work, to your work. Pat the odd trick on them. 
Mog ihake$ toTnltourine; a party of gallants enter, 
laughing. 

Mog. Brave gallants! noble messieurs i spend a 

franc on the great English bear— the learned 

Bruin! {QaUanU laugh.) Re will tell your age, 

whei^ ypu will marry, wA the onqiber Of Inf •ots, 

(^areadt eard$ with numbers in a eircU, 

OalkttUs give money.) 

Tibbs. Mog, you're pocketing tiie money! I can 
see with my eyes shut Ko 6neating ! 

(ffe dances.) 

Mog. Ask the qnesttons yourselves, noble gentle- 
men; the animal is IntelligibTe. 

1 CM. My age, most learned Brain? 

( Tibbs lifts tip card marked 20. All laugh.) 

1 Oal How many wives am I to be blest with ? 
^ (Tibbs offers eard^ marked 12.) 

1 CM. Twelve wives I And the number of chil- 
dren? (Tibbs gives a blank card.) None! (All 
laugh.) The devU take you ! 

(Runt tword inio TUbt,) 
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Tibbt. (StarUl^) Dothatflg^m— 

iaquares up to him.} 

1 Gak A mSraolel * miracle! a wonder! he 
speaks ! 

Tibbs. A wonder If I didn*tl Bun a sword if 

your where yon sit down upon— and see it yoa 

wouldn't ctJI outb B^ars have their feellxigs — (rjtbs 
his backJ—AB well as other christians. 

1 Oal A cheat! an Impostor! (AU draw their 
swordt.) To prison! 

^og. Mercy! it wM all in Am— 411 give yoa back 
the money. 

Tibbs. (Taket head qf,) Don't strike • poor help- 
less animal! Benv^mber wb? and what I am, 
though— a BrIUiBh subject, a husband, and a father. 
Spare my ISfls for the sake of the Uttto ones at 
home— pity a brother beast 

1 Oal. Yoa'll be burnt at the i^e for this trick. 

Ti]>bs, Then we shall be done hrownt Cheer up, 
Mog; never despair. ' Berne raber, yoa are the wife 
of Master Tippery Tibbs. (They seize them.) Use her 
tenderly, gentlemen. She is izmocent of all inten- 
tion to deceive ; in vain slie entreated, implored, 
scolded and swore— I wonld do it— I would go the 
whole hog. 

iThew ore takrn off. 

Bnter OLIVBB eutd THE GBIFFIK. 

Oliver. These are the outer wans of the Louvre. 
You are snre he entered here ? 

Gripln. Snre I He stole cautioosly, wrapped and 
hid from ^ et^^i yeti ^^^ ^^ ^'^ cloak and 
mask, tile moon helped me to see him. She woke 
up from her sleep to light my search, and as she 
hid behind yon wall, lent me her eyes of light. 
He's there— there! 

Oliver. Never shall he ault with life, If my good 
arm be true. Shoald It nil, and I fkll, yoa will 
avenge me, boy? 

Oriffln. Avenge ! 'What is that, brother Oliver ? 

Oliver. Why, slay my slayer— kill himi 

Griffin. Faith will I, if he had a hundred lives! 
His stout soldiers, and tiieir bright swords, shoald 
not keep him from my knife. In yrqod or fell, 
town or tower, I'd follow— sledp as ne slept— 
move as he moved— until the goon chance camel 
Then would my blade flash on the sun beams, as it 
searched out his false heart But fear not: yoa 
shall beat down this proud man, or, like a wild cat, 
I will fasten on his throat -strangle him— ere his 
hand can draw forth a sword. 

Felton. {Who fias listened, advances.) Thismastnot 
be, vengeance is mine. I have«i fieither's right 
Oliver, is this kind ? I bade yoa remain at our lodg- 
ings, till my return. 

Oliver. I could not rest contented. Halfsasneot- 
Ing your purpose, I resolved to share y6nr penis. 

Felton. The right Is mine only, my wrongs de- 
mand it 

Oliver. Are not my hopes blasted, Hfe l^opeless? 
Is she not stolen from me, my pride, my traa^ure? 
Strong as the bonds are, that bind cUId and parent 
together, are they stronger or more tender, than 
those mystic chords of love that bind hearts so 
firmly that death alone can sunder. Leave me to 
punish this evil doer. For this I willingly followed 
you to a foreign shore, forsook home, parenta 
Your sword may fail, my hand Is yoong and 
strong. 

Felton. (Dram sword.) Doubt my hui^ boy? Look 
> upon this good hlade, with n't Itave mounted the 
' deadly hreach, midst death and carnage. In a 
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doseawaU-fonght battle fields, this have I wielded 
to. the terror of the foe. On the plains of Flanders, 
-wiCh one stroke of this right ana, I cut down a 
standard bearer from chop to chine. Hand to hand 
l)»ye I withstood the Spaniards* strength. Although 
Biz fell spears were levelled at my corset, still this 

rd sword cleared the way to victory, scattering 
f oemen like summer leaves before me tempest 
wind. Have no donbto, no fears for me, boy, back 
and leave me to my work. 

Cfrifln. (Who fuu climbed the wall) Lights are in 
the garden, the bird comes to the net 

(Deieends,) 

FtUotk Leave me. I command! 

Oliotr, If your life be in danger ?— 

FeUm. Better to die bravely, than live despairing, 
coimting each moment, watching the grains of 
sand as they tardily drop throngh life's glass. No, 
no, give me close enoomiter, clash ot swords, Che 
inoml struggle hand to hand, life for life. 

Oliotr. I loved Kathleen, and find life mibearable 
witboat ber. Vainly I seek ohange to woo my 
thoughts from her, sinee she is dead to me. 

Felton. (Taking his hand.) Let not despair prompt 
thee to a rash act She is dead to both of us. The 
fatal ballet did its work too welL Mine own eyes 
saw her fall; but as heaven is my witness, it was 
sot against her my hand was directed. Leave me 
0OW. Be it your tad£ to avenge my fall. 

Griffin. He is here« ruffling in silks and bravery. 
Biathisti (SteaUdom.) ShaD I strike? 

Oliver. No, no ; follow me, we must hence, al- 
tboQgh it mislikes me. 

(Takes The Griffin up etage.) 

Grifin. One blow, the red blood should gush and 
bubble, ha^ ha, hal 

(They disappear, door opens in the wall.) 

3nter BITOEINOHAM, and two Servants with 
torches* 

&tdt. I will return alone. (Servants &otr, exeunt.) 
Alone 1 daivness best belts my gloomy thoughts ; 
wonld the girl and I had k«Ter met Our honey- 
moon hatiti been a short one. Sbe hath the spirit 
of a lion nnder the fleece of a lami:. The fiend take 
her for the n^ischief die has done me with the 
Qiieen. I must avoid her father, or his rage may 
prove dangerooa. 

(Crossing.) 

FOton. (Advancing.) It will— it shall—ycur sword, 

a^ quickly, or mine, shall reach your false heart 

Pluck forth your aword, 1 cannot play the assassin. 

Buck. Felton I 

Felton. Here to repay you the bitter obligation 
you've eonferrad. A daughter dishonoured. No 
words; blows shall answer for me. 

(Thep cms swords.) 

Biuk. Hold I 3ron are deceived. 

Fdlon. I am hi thee, thou stain to manhood ; did 

you not Meal into my daoghter's affection in the 

poor disguise of a base serving-man ? This, this to 

repay your treaohery. 

(Theff Jffhk A noiu of vokes, and a dnit%. 

Buckingham caUsfar he^. Fefton pressts 

Buckingham on his tnee, raises his sword to 

strike, when The Griffin re-enters.) 

Griffin. Fly ! fly quickly ! Soldiers are on the 

tramp l Tl^ey will cut thee down ; Oliver Is there I 

Oome,comel 

(Conceals himself under the walk Soldiers, 
headed by an efflcer, enter. They hasten 
dotm.) 
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Buck. Take this wolf from my throat He would 
assassinate me. 

FeUon. Coward 1 I would have slain thee In fair 
and honourable fight 
Buck. My life is la danger. 
Officer. Tour sword. 
Felton. Take it, take It with my life. 

(Soldiers tharge.) 
Griffin. (Rushing forward.) Oliver, Oliver 1 Qidek 
man! 

(Oliver runs on. A short fight Qriffixs Hgkis 
with a staff. The OalUuits return auim* 
sist the soldiers. Oliver andFdton art mads 
prisoners. The Griffin escapes up the tnoi^ 
sits on it, and exults, clapping his hands. 
Buck. To the Baatile with the dogs. 



SCENE BL—Dungeons of the Bast&t. 

Enter TIBBS, Ms head and hands fixed in a wooden 
collar on whi<h is painted '* cheat." 

Tibbs. This is bringing my wits to a pretty market, 
shut up with this wooden cravat round my neck 
until Vm tried. Tried for what ? honest industry, 
trying to earn a penny. No fear now for the future 
They've provided lodgings for us, and I find mj 
own board, and be d~d to it Poor Mog put in tho 
stocks, and a gag over her mouth: that'll do her 
good, her tongue always went too fast. Nothing 
stops a woman's tongue but death. We shall 
never see old England again. I'd better have re- 
mained a doctor. Now they'll doctor me. What • 
picture I should make, my head's already framed 
and glazed. 

Enter an Officer, with small pitdier and bread. 

Officer. Your five minutes for eating, monsieur. 

2Hbbs,. Couldn't you make it five minutes and a 
half, monsieur? 

(Officer unlocks collar, and shakes his head. 
Tibbs eats.) 
The grub's too strong for the water. Oh ! for a bit 
of roast beef. 

Officer. Rosbifl what is he? 

Tibbs. What is he ? you ignorant creature. Why 
the mainstay and nourishment of us Britons. Q4ve 
OS roast beef and strong alo, and we'll fight the 
devil, and eat him after without salt. This stuff's 
too watery for my constitution. 

Officer. Quick, I must put on the collar. 

Ttbbs. I should like to put a e(aiar round your 
neck, my master. 

Officer. (Offering collar.) Put it on— >the time's 
up. 

TSfbs. I wish your time was up, ugly. 'Tls a mis- 
fit 

Officer. You'll soon get used to it 

abbs. Shall I ? Perhaps you can tell me how to 
wear it comfortably ? 

Officer. Place your head so, and your hands thua 
(Placing his head and hands in it.) NothiDg is plainer 
—you can get in so easy. 

Tibbs. (Rushing upon him, and locking the coUar.) 
How do you get out f Ha, ha, ha t you're caught in 
your own trap. Hurrah! Wear it till I come back. 
(Draws his sword.) Not a word, or PU chop yo^r 
head off. Your hat-;your ^oakn-your boots— now 
your keys. I^his way, wooden-bead, how are you 
off for collar. (Brags him into dungeon. Closes do- 
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JKnier FJELTON, gtoomUf. 

Fdion, This gloomy dungeon is the tender mercy 
of the Dnke. Numbers oyerpoirored my arm. The 
Mcret dagger will repay my attempt Hanged into 
thia aocnrted den, as a sheep at the shambles, 
awaiting the batcher's knife. The next turn of 
fortune's wheel shall place me lower or raise my 
higher. Ltf e 1 Life, to preserre whose frail tenure 
we am wont to traokle and to cringe to a very 
worm—the fellow of oar own poor selves, a very 
maggot! Why am I thus? I have ventored this 
Yevy ilf e of mine a score of times, to gain the empty 
babble— honour 1 Pish 1 life, I have done with it 
My child! (Sight.) That name recalls me to my 
world. I wonid purchase life with freedom, for 
one short day, that I might have the chance of 
doing what is yet undone, and is yet to do~f or 
what must be, must be. Twice hath fortune fa- 
voured him^no not fortune ; fate. Only a moment 
earlier, and such a deed had been done, as should 
have scared all Paris. Oh! there was something 
more than fortune in this ; and my sweet child still 
unavenged. My Kathleen! thy father thy mur- 
derer I thou, so fall of beauty, love, and innocence^ 
the image of thy sainted mother. Tears! tears, 
womanly tears ! but wherefore should I check their 
flow? 'Tis thus afflicted nature casteth off her 
burthen of sorrows, when the more stubborn heart 
would quench his yearnings. Oh ! wherefore struck 
that bullet her instead of him— at whose foul life it 
was sped. My child! murdered by her father's 
hand. lExiU 

Re-tnterTTSBB^ leading MOO. eeisdrtMSed in the 
OJker'4 uni/ormj carrying the keyt, 

TObi. Hush ! don't ask how I did it Follow, and 
be silent, or 1 11 leave you in the stocks, mind. I'm 
a soldier! Hem ! ha ! I've eolland my friend the 
gaoler. He's grinning through it like a Cheshire 
cat If ever we get back to Lambythe, I'll have a 
collar made to fit you, my dear ; it's a rare cure for 
scolding wives. Listen ! Is any one coming ? 
Fe— fo— fl— fum ; I smell the blood of a French- 
man. If he be alive— or if he bo dead— with my 
flst I'll crack his head. 

iExtt wUh Mog. 

Enter KATHLEEN ar^ OLIVEB, with GaoUr. At 
the qppotite tide the Oaoler exits, 

Kath. Dear Oliver, how my heart leaps to see thee 
—how kind of yon to bring me to this place ; but 
where is my father?— where is he? Is he wounded 
—dying— ill ? Tell me the worst What prison is 
this? 

Oliver. The Baatile! Master Felton attempted 
the duke's life. 

Kath, Wherefore? 

Oliver To avenge fhee. We were overcome. I 
escaped in the confusion, and, by fortune's favours, 
met with thee. 

Kath. Thank heaven you did. I am protected by 
the Queen. Her orders opened these gloomy portala 
My father !— hath he foresworn me for a wanton ? 
and you— — 

Oliver. Love thee stilL To me thou art as pure 
as ever. Tour father still thinks your blood is 
upon his hands ; he fancies he hath pistolled you. 

Kath. Lead me to him. Let me share his fate, 
it it be to die with him. 
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Oliver, One instant I will ntnra spdedO^ 

IBxiL 
Kath. How shall I meet his stem gaze, or bear 
his just reproaches? 

Felum. (Within.) My child— my own dear ohUd— 
aUve! 

(FELTON ntikcf ottf. Kathleen scnamtt^*^ 
faUtintohitarmtO 

Re-enter OLIVABi wAe tkmdt apart, 

KatK Father! 

FOUm. Kathleen I (Bmbraeet her.) Again— again, 
to my bosom, my lost darling— my treaaore. I 
weep for joy— for great joy! My hands are clean 
of thy blood, and I thank heayen for it t 

Kath. Bless me, father: It's long-^very long 
since I had thy blessing. (KneOt.) 

Felton. I do, X dot fervently, witb my whole 
heart and sonlt 

Kath. And your forgiveness? 

FOton, Tes, forgive thee, for this moment is 
worth sn age of torture^ Oh, I have soffered; but 
whence comest thou ? 

Kath. Oliver, kind Oliver did alL 

FeUon. Thy hand, lad. fTuket hit handj My poor 
deluded girl, here, in this hearty pour forth thy 
sorrowa Though all the world forsake thee, my 
lost lamb, in your fether's heart, shall yon find a 
fold. 

Kath. This wUl kill me. I merit not soch kind 
words from thee; but, indeed, I have been most 
foully wronged. Yet am I his married wife; he 
swore to make me his bride the night I fled from 
you— this false Beaomont, this Buckingham. I 
yielded to his prayers, from the time I fell senseless 
in the boat nntil I found myself at the altar ; there 
I did pledge my faith to George Beaumont in mar- 
riage bonds. A holy priest, one Father Lamb, 
made me his wife. 

Felton. Thou art no wife of his ! 'tis a Vile cheat! 
a forgery! a living lie! This man is a mere tool 
of the Duke's, a knave, who would cnt a throat for 
a groat 

Kath. Lost, lost indeed. 

Fdton. Oliver wUl be to fhee as a father, when 
I am summoned to the block or rope. 

Kath. They shall not spill thy Mood. I will to 
the Qneeo, and on my knees tell her my wrongs. 

FeUon. 'Tis useless, mv hours are numbered. 

Kath, Then will we die together— « prison can 
hold me as well as thee. I will be near to comfort 
and console. If they drag yon henoe, so shall they 
me. 

Felton. Listen to reason, child, Oliver will pro- 
tect you. 

Oliver, With my Ufa I can oflfer but poor com- 
panionship, although a heart is here better to be 
trusted than the vUe Duke's; and for her security, 
my cudgel shall crack tiie crown of die man that 
dare molest thee. 

Kath. Let me see you, father. (To Fetton.) Pko- 
mlse this, and I obey without a mannar. 

Feltor*. Be it so^ an' you will 

Re-tnter Oaoler, 

Oaoler. Time, Lieutenant 

Felton. Dost hear? Bless you, love ; If I recover 
my liberty, I will strike one blow, shall avenge 
both me and you. 

Kath. Father, father, forgiye himt beaten wOl 
atengeua. 
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FOIML Go, my ehlldl Tftke her, Oliver, away; 
Mid beaven guard and blesa you again and again. 

USxit FOtcn into dung€on afUr embracing 
Kathlem^ ih€ Uled offby OUveTt weeping, 
folhwed bjf gaoler, who locie Felton't 
dungeon. Jmt a* Kathleen reaches wing, a 
party ofeotdiert and DB. LAMB enter, inr 
tereepting them. 

Lamb, Arrest that girl by tihe order of the King. 
The man, see beyond the boundaries of the ciw. 
If founds Paris within twelve hours, death will be 
the penal^, for his attempt on his grace the Duke 
of BncUngham. 

(Kathleen and OUver are surrounded.) 
Xath. Help! Father! 
Lamb, Not a word. Bemove them. 

(IftMJc; They are borne off, ) 



SCENE IV.— if dSapidaied wooden Imilding over- 
hanging the river., with a mtU-wAeel Ooerthe wheel 
is a large openchamber, with asmatt door. A distant 
view of P aris. Towers of Notre Dame. THE 
GBIFFIN is standing looking in the water, 

Chiffin. Merrily the silver moon-beams dance and 
play nide and seek with the cold, dark waters. 
Many a stout heart have fhey swallowed up in 
silence and ste^tb. The brave, dear waters of our 
Thames give me. Would Master Oliver had never 
lelt the ferry. I like not these strange lands. Blows 
and stripes are all the favours a poor lad gets at 
their hands. They well nigh reached me with their 
spears, when Oliver and Master Felton was trapped, 
but The Qriffln was swift of foot, strong of limb, 
and mocked them. A rare chase I led the knaves, 
over wall and fence, bush and briar ; some got well 
acratched for their pains— away I sped with all 
hoop and bound; like yelping hounds, fhey gave 
tongue and followed. Faster I ilew, leapt wall and 
gate, faster yet; run, run, rogues! Clank, clank 
went their boots and spears. Dash, sidash, a 
plunge, and I swam the waters of the river 1 None 
Bad courage to follow, but, with heavy oaths, gave 
np the chase ; whilst I mocked with merry laugh, 
and bade them come, come, ha, ha^hal Ah! 'twas 
abravesight— (OZaj»«M>AaiW<.)— arare sight H% 
ha, ha! But who will feed me now, they have 
c%ged OHver. None? The rich care not to do it, 
and the poor have too many mouths for their hard 
crpst If I beg, stocks will be the answer. Should 
I steal, a scourge will be my lot. Nothing left but 
death. There, the good minister of Laml^the told 
me att ftoA peace, even /, the friendless and weak 
Folks call me fool! but fools have hearts and 
feeliug. I grow hungered, and cam go no)fOrther. 
Would this death were come and I slept soundly. 
How bravely they sleep in the chnrob-j^ird greeo ; 
their sleeping-rooms all decked with flowers, and 
studded o*er with pansles. Oft and oft I've laid me 
down, the long summer nights, and dreamt sweet 

geasant dreams of a far-ofT land, peopled with gal- 
nt forms, in bright, shining robes. One was there 
called the child. Oh! well, well I remember the 
bursting joy I felt, the mad delight I awoke 
bathed in tean^ and calling on the loved name of 
mother. 

iFalls on the ground. Music, A party of Sol- 
diers with l^ibbs, marching, enter. An Officer 
leads them.) 
OJfker* Haiti this ia the spot 
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Titbs. And a precious blaek spot it Is. 

(2%e Ouard is placed) 
Officer. Bemember the word. Let no one pass 
the mill without it, Piciaini. 

{The Officer and Guard exit.) 
Tibbs. Picanney. There's a name for a father! 
Nice thing I've jumped into now : out of the fat 
into the fire. Just as we were leaving the prison, 
the Guard came and I was ordered to fall in, when 
I wanted to fM out. They mistook me for the 
gentleman VacbUared and locked up. Poor Mog 
Jumped down a well and I hope kicked the bucket, 
or she's lost I'm to guard this old mill ; the Ser- 
jeant said it WB8 haunted— let it be— I'm fond of 
spirits; stop anyone thatpasses without .the word, 
I shan't stt^ long n^fsdf. I'm too dvU for a mili- 
tary post {Griffin rises slowly.) Who's there? 
Speak, are you a hobsobblin? {Griffin advances.) 
Murder! Go back to yov grave. It's the murdered 
miller coming to give me the sack. {FaUs on Ms 
knees.) Mercy! I'm only a make-believe soldier. 

Griffin. {Takes gun.) Thy wits are scared by an 
owL 

Tibbs. I never had any master, ghost, my father 
was silly, and my mother was a f ooL {Looks up.) 
A man 1 who are you ? where do you come from ? 
and what do you want? 
Griffin. VooA. 

T^bs, What a pity ; I've just run away from 
board and lodging. Your name? 
Griffin. Griffin. 

Titbs. What, the English Griffin? 
Griffin, Aye, friend, from Lambythe. 
Tibbs, The old original Griffin! Come to my 
heart my lion-hearted son! I hope you've got 
plenty of money to spend? 
Gr(fln. Not a penny. 

Tibbs. Horrible fact Where are your friends? 
Griffin. 1 have but one— OUver, the ferryman, and 

he is 

Tibbs. Trapped! I saw him walk into prison as 
I walked out. I'll befriend you. You want a jobi 
WiU you work? 
<lr(^ Beadily! I am hungry. 
Tibbs. {Takes off doak, hat, dx.) Put on these: 
you shaU take my place. You'll have eating, drink- 
ing,— foeJcfe)— and flogging I (Dressu Griffin.) Now, 
march up and down \\t any one passes, shoot *em, 
unless they cry out ji9>Mr— that's the word— if they 
don't give it you— give it to them. Never speak, 
only shake your head; a nod's as good as a wink 
to a blind horse. Farewell! if ever we meet in 
Old England, I'll treat you to a can of strong ale — 
and you shall pay for it ! [Sxit. 

Griffin. Would I had some of the food the stranger 
spoke of. Hunger is a foul fiend to bear lightly. 
(Boat appears in the distance.) A boat nears the 
shore. Down and watch. A woman? Thy hand 
to the trigger. If she need help, send a bullet to 
her aid. 

(Crouches down.) 

Dr. Lamb and Kathleen tn a boat near the shore. A 
Boatman rows. 

Lamb. Pull towards tho old milL (Boat nears it.) 
Betum forme when the chimes strike the quarters. 
Assist me with this wayward girl, my daughter; 
she would fain fly from me to her paramour's arms. 
'Tis f or this I bring her to this place. Solitude and 
hard living may eool her blood. 

{ney carry Kathleen iq> the steps, emd appear 
in Ott rvom aver the mill wheel) 
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Oripn. Some gitilty deed, or \7hy should it be in 
daikness? 

{Boatman descends, and runs off.) 

Qr^n. Bare a care, man, or-—* 

{Aim* gWi.) 

LamUk. Bonseye; we have no time for courtesies 
or idle compliments, or complainta {Kathleen looks 
round.) This will be your biding place for a time. 

Kofh. Why bring me hither? 

LomU>. Tou have grievously offended his C^race 
of Buckingham by your unbridled tongue. It is 
his pleasure that you be kept here until his depax^ 
tare from France. 

Kath. Belease me ! Let me return to my father. 
I am a free bom woman - a subject of England, 
and demand it. By what right am I placM in this 
wretehed den f 

Lamb. The right of might, fair lady. That's an 
authority never yet resisted successfully. Here yon 
must remain. I, your only guest, as you prove 
kind, so will I act Endure patiently the present, 
and a brighter future may dawn upon you— nay, 
I my heart is not so seared^ but a pretty 



even love, 

face and pouting lip may affect it The Duke has 
cast you away ; I am willing to accept your love- 
start not, better be loved by an old man, than 
neglected by a young one. 

Kath. Base pander I Is l^is the fashion to make 
grey hairs respected ? You talk of love, forsooth ! 
Bepent, old man! and if a good deed can find a 
place in your sinful breast, haste to do it Bestore 
me to my friends, and seek forgiveness of your past 
life. 

Lamb. What is the past tome? A shadow 1 Give 
me the substance— the bright future. Tou are the 
sun that warms me with its rays ; coyness is worse 
than useless. Beflectl you are solely in my 
power; the Duke abandons yon for ever to my 
wiU. 

Kath. No, no ; he cannot be so base '-so utterly 
lost to every feeling man is proud of. Abandon 
me to thee, thou aged, pitiful reptile ! Dost not 
fear death will claim thee, even with the lie upon 
thy tongue ? Leave me to die, if it is so ifHlled, but 
not in your company. 

Latnb. Tush ! this is folly, girl— the hour is pro- 
pitious; I'll tame your haughty spirit (Seites her 
hand.) Be mine, and we Will flee from hence— to 
Italy ; there state and rank awaits us ; for know I, 
the humble doctor, need not bow before the highest 
noble. Be mine— my wife. 

KaSh. Never, never! Death, in any form, rather 
than consent to bear name of yours. 

Oriffin. {Levelling gun.) A moment and I fire ! 
Ha. ha, ha! the ball shall speed merrily through 
hie heart and drink his blood. 

{Aside.) 

Lamb. Mine you shall be. Tve sworn to.— 

{Pushes on her ; she screamsj 

Oriffin. To send a bullet through your heart. 
{Fires; Dr. tamb falls.) Huzza! 

{Dr. Lamb rises slowly, and tcith a dagger at- 
tempts to stab Kathleen.) 



ACT lU. 

SCENE l-^The dungeont of thi BoiUht at inAei± 
Enter QUEEN ANN, e/ AuatriA, dimuiud tn tf 
eJeaifc, attntded by MADAME DS HAULEFOBT, 
andanOffiur^ 

Ann. Summon Master FeUon to cor presence. 
Here Is the king's warrant 

(Gives warrant, Officer bows and exits.) 

Madame H. Madam, have yon well reflected ob 
this step? 

Ann. I have, and am resolved to crash the tziso- 
lent, false duke. He believes himself eecure ib 
England, far removed from my Just anger; w« 
shall see. Have I net a double motive to removs 
this ingrate ? insult to me, and the aid, he, on the 
part of England, promises to give onr rebel city of 
Bochelle? Does not that nest of treason hold oat 
against our best and bravest soldiers, in daily hope 
of the fleet led by Buckingham. Oh ! that be were 
dead! Yes, dead! 

Enteir FELTON, Offiotr prteedm Mia 

Officer. The prisoner, yoar Majesty. 

{Officer exits howiMg.) 

Ann. 'Tis well, leave ns, you also, de Hanlefort 

Madame B. I^tme 

Ann, Nay, fear not for us ; remain within hearbf. 
[Exit Madame H.I Yours hae been a long impHson- 
ment, Lieutenant Felton. 

Felton. {Bows.) It haa 

Ann. And judging from your appeanaee, the air 
of the Bastile, ill agrees with yoo. 

Felton. Stone walls, and damp dungepns, seldom 
add to a man's health or comfort Bnt anrely yoar 
majesty is not here to banter me on my xniafor- 
tunes? 

Ann. Nay, indeed not 

Felton, I am a man of few words, "toa had a poN 
pose in bringing me hither Madam, what is itf 

Ann. Tis with men like thee I like to deal I 
come to set you at liberty— nay, start nol^ I have the 
king's warrant for the same. > 

FeUon. Free ! you give me liberty f sad the 
price ? 

Arm. I have a message to his Orace of Ba6^iii£- 
ham, and you are the man I have flted apcn to 
deliver it 

FeUon. Your words are plain, hat yoqr speech is 
dark. I could almost understand its linp<Kt^ bat 
I dare not Speak out, Queen of France. 

Ann, {Producing a dagger J This is iny moBWfw ■ 
it is a plahi one. 

Felton. It is too plain for John Felton to mis- 
understand it But I win not become yonr SMS- 
senger. Think you I am an hired assassin, lady? 
no ! and yet for liberty— for chance of rerenge-* 
Oh! what could I not do? 

Ann. The liberty at the price I offer it, Master 
Felton, were cheaply purchased : who shaJl know 
our compact, save ourselves? The Dnke hath 
foully injured thee, and thine. Once before yoa 
sought his life. Wherefore are you more scrupulovs 



down; ha, ha, ha. (Throws Lamb into the stream 
on the wheel. A figure is seen revolving on the wheel) 

Oriffin. Whirl, whirl, crush, crack; merrily he 
spins round, and round ! 'tis the race of death'-^ha, 
ba,ha? 

{Kathleen throvn herself into Griffin's arms, 
Tobleau.) 



Griffin, {Dragging him to the mill wJueL) Down, ^ of shedding his blood now than then? Besides, is 



not the public voice against him ? l>oth it not 
brand him with the name of traitor ? If yon do not 
the deed, I know from good source that paUic Im- 
peachment shall bring his head to the block ; flien 
where wni be your revenge? Smfle him to the 
heart, and yourtfonnfry's thfemks wfllbe thinsi Let 
him but die, and Bochelle mast fall} he h 



JOHN FELTON; OE THE 

to saye it, fin^ be can do it with the English fleet. 
Cut off their hope, and famine mil burst ot>en the 
iron gates of their proud city. These, and others, 
are ihy reasons; now what answer you? will ^on 
accept of libeiV upon these terms? 

Felton. 1 am ho witting murderer, no Venice 
bravo, to do thy dirty work. For libeHy, for re- 
yenge, I would do aught under heavbu, that did 
tipl caasU with my own conscience. Nay, mine 
own WrougS are deep enough to reconcile my con- . 
sclehpp, eren.to the deed of murder: yet it would 
iiot justify me in slaying for another man. For my 
country I would do much, hut I must bo free. To 
be a patriot t must have no bonds to loose. Ahd for 
liberty! Oh! how I have gazed at the blue sky, 
through yon narrow window, until ia^ eyes were 
blindefl. ttia^e drank in the bt^tti of sickly air, 
tttatitl^e eiliry, till I tttyself was sick I'or more; 
and had I not cause to sigh for freedom ? Those 
whom I love, where are they? wherefore are they 
^ttt out from such t>oor consotement as sight of 
tha, Mimnt and rotting in this black dungeon?, 
Take theh mjt answer, Queen • if fate wWls that 
ihis thike of Buckingham dies by my hand, he will 
fa spitd'bf froh windows, doors, and stdne walls— 
but if fate says nay, I must e'en be content to leare 
to heav^ti a' vengeance of which X would rob it. 

. ' {WdUtaway,) 

4»ft. I merit this rebuke, Master Feltun, aud 
stand eonvieted of an error $ and if I shall b9 no 
gainer by tbj seBlimenta, l hgnour them< In my 
Mods is your life and liberty. 

Fdton. lyalnefifeattooBmaUaparohasetoriBk 
boBear for it 

Ani^ Tbyiife is forfeit totbte latwsof the land 
wberc^D 9f>tt«re mw a sojoiiEner ] ?tiato spare that 
life I eome hitW— ]t hate thte fluke. 

I'elidn, And /, by my soal, heartily I He is his 
oooatry's I9aae< the poor man's purse; be is my 
deadly^ mortal enemy - yel-<, will inot slay him at 
yaurbi^iag. No) if letrlice, it shall be for my 
own 4aei^ .wroBgs« and they 'dwell ber«, heroi 
lady? . • 

■ ^ ■ (TondiesMt heart.) 

Ann. "^bai ctild wftl— 
' Mtiim: Speak not of her; tea:^ ndt open a fresh, 
inieKMBid wdtmd; cru^ not a brokeh reed. I ask 
tierai^r iiOt syflipathy nor your faVbur^do with 
me^jpfL please. If I am to be dragged before a 
iltitode tp su^er for what, in the world's 



I'^^a 



; tarn fiifiBt a ci^e, 1 will not flinch, or fea^ 
1^ l^iUBpxttio9i^ am BOta mm to be tnmtd 
from the flxed^wpose of my «09l: revenge for hii 
jury, blood for blood; yes, I swear it—if he had a 
bttflAreA^veis ki one, but never shall my hand bd 
raised to strike for another. 

■Aim, Be it so ; ofi one condition yoa are free. 
That yon remain not in the kingdom of France 
twen^-four hours. Whither you go 1 care not, but 
if yoaarefor a soldiet'slife again, the English fleet 
yid armapient sail from Portsmouth on the 
Cvveuty-cMra, so tdake good speed. Here is gold, 
'twill furnish thee on thy way. whichever that may 
be. Titke,'too, thy dagger, the foads are not o'er 
safe. Forget an I have said concerzdh^ the duke, 
I go to bid them open thy prison gatea 

FeUon, Take up your gdld, lady; from thee, I 
iidre naughfsate my liberty, sad thlB dagger, see^ 
^•'fng'tliey are bot& mine own. 

AntK Use it as you will ; but remember, within 
twen^-fout' hours, yon mast be beyond the 
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dominions of the majesty of France, or your life 
is again forfeit 

Felton. I accept the boon, and will flh^ve to 
merit It ^Aside.) Kow, let the seducer trehib^ ; a 
father*s |ust anger ishall seek a speedy atonemeiit 
for his wronged child. 

[Exit raptiBff, 

Ann. If I have khowledgo of human nature, \ha 
Rf e of Buckingham is not worth a week's jrarchase. 
Eochelle will fall, and the insulted Queen ^ 
aveagedl 



LEEN discovered, much altered in appearane*t o^ 
travel^oiled. THE GElFFlN tro<cft%. Be exits, 
slowly. 

Kath. {^Leaning against » tomb.) 1 dare not raise 
my guilty eyes— what bitter reeoUeei^oBS of re- 
pcntaoee and remorse does yon ^anOito dwel^ng 
bring back to me ; my prayer has been to i^aeh it, 
there to ask forgiveness and die. I've. followed 
them from London— where I first met Atm— and 
traced them here. I had wished all remembrances, 
save those of detestation, had long since been 
banished from mybosom ; but these hopes are vain. 
The weakness of my woman's heart still cUngs too 
fondly to the cause of misery and disgraoe. Each tnse, 
every flower, seems to revive again the breath of 
fondness and devotion he so falsely proffered to- 
wards me. Memory will cling to the UlnsiOB, spite 
the fatal reality of his cruel perfidy. Many weary 
miles from a far-off foreign shore have I journeyed 
hither unaided. Heaven forgive me, not so. One, 
kind and faithful, hao been true, although a 
witless one. The poor boy, Qrifhn, after the 
terrible night he saved me from worse than death, 
he hurried me from Paris in disguise, and bv roads 
travelled but UtUe, we fled from France, begging 
our daily bread. Worn in body and kpint. we 
reached the aea-eoast, and crossed in the tram of 
my destroyer. Bags and and poverty wen safe- 
guards against all chances of deteetion. Af^r 
many days ofpain and suffering, I hopa to die in 
peace )iere. Fattier, dear, if you now G0u)d see ^e 
child ol yoasonee fond loye» how would yoii i^ty 
her. 

' ^tTefpf, sini:s wigrwH.) 

(Tffi OHIFFIN i^fj^i^ti bieltonUtg (Hiver, 
slowly.) 

Grifin, Softly, she is sore broken dowOt po<v 
Ihiug, by sorrow. Many, many times she prayed 
to die by the road-side, or in the green wooos, and 
bade me leave her. Ha, ha! No, said X, never, 
while The Griffin has arms or lega So, I talked to 
her of home. Hnshl 

(Thty c^oproaeh Kaihlem) 

Oliver. (Sideps ot)^' her.) Eafhieehl 

Kath. (Startmg.) Tbattoioel Oliver? 

Oliver. Yes, Ofiyer, Still your Oliver, to protect 
and cherish ydu. 

{Raisei her.) 

Ka0. No, no ; I am past all kiiidness. Will your 
mother look upon me Mof glye ? 

dtkcf. She does, and Uds me welcoihe yott home 
—cur home. 

Juit/i. T^n too of my father, where Is he ? f 
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heftid BO tidingB riaoe fhey dngged me from him. 
iBbeUTiDffT 

OHfur. whcnllaftFraoeahewufltillapriaooier 
in the Bestae. After a few days they liberated me 
with Btrlct orden to quit the oonntry. Notidioge 
have reached me here. 

Gr^^ Master and missos are coming ; we shall 
have a rare troop in tlie old ohorch-yard to hid u 
joy, 

Enttr OLD KNOLL and DAME ALLNUT. 

Dome. Where is she? My darlings where is 
she? 

jToM. Hide mat I dare not look npon her. 

(flidu her /CM.) 

Other, Hare, mother; wemnstbecantioas; eho 
isin-^TeryilL 

Jkme. Oome, come, love; we'll soon make all to 
rights > a cup or two of my elder wine. 

MolL Ah I or a flaggon or two of my strong XX, 
will soon make a woman of yon. 

OriMm. Me, too, master. 

MoU. 'Faith! shall yon a barrel, an yon can 
swallow it 

Oliver. Hush, father, hnsh ! 

{JhHnit toKaUUeenJ) 

Kaik, Leave me, I implore ; I am not worthy of 
this. 

Dame. Not worthy 1 Marry, I should like to hear 
another say as much. 

Grijtn. Or L 

(OtakahitJumd.) 

Dame. Do eome into the house; you shall have 
your own little bed. I've kept it, ever since yon 
went, strewed with fresh lavender. We'll get some 
flowers, and the learned pastor to talk to you. All 
wlU be right again; bygones must be bygones. Oh, 
I'm so glad yon found us out I 

Jfoil. Aye, faith ! cheer up a bit, lass! (77iep ratn 
her.) Oliver, boy! let her lean on thy arm; it is 
stronger than mine. 

Oftfwr. Fear not AU will yet be for the best 1 
here yon will find peace. 

Orfnn. And plenty. Ha, ha! loads of brown 
breadofat— cheese, and rare strong ale, that 
warms men's hearts, and lightens fhdr heads, till 
they swear and quarrel apaca; then set to with 
stout cudgels, and oraek their silly crowns. For 
what forsooth? Love and friendship f Folly, and 
drink! that ever drives wit out^ and makes fools 
oftiiewise. 

-Oliver. Lean q» ino» love; yoor troubles soon will 



Kaih. Jn death. 

Dtune. A fig for sorrow! Oare killed the eat; 
let's into the house; the night air smells chilly. 

iMI. And tastes so, too ; I must season it with a 
glass of hoOanda 

(They had KatMetn.) 

Kaih. Good friends, I have not felt such comfort 
since I left Your warm words revive my strength, 
and encourage hope. Father: your presence now 
would make your orphan blest 

{Exit, wUh Oliver and Dame, 

TU>bi. iWithoui.) Pity a poor, wonK»ut bullet- 
battered, timber-splintered seaman, for honour and 
glory's sake ! (JSnten, habited like a Seamati, %0ith a 
vooden kfft and a patch on hie eye.) Marcy, your 
h(«ows worship, for one of the wooden walls of 
old England; thaVs been blowed out of the pre- 
cious water, huu upwards, and left to f owiaer. 

iroU, A wooden wall 7 



TUU, Yea, my nOble eommandtft look tA my 
leg, ain't this a wooden one? I lost it boarding the 
l^nheers. Myeyes! whatanaotion! Iwasraked 
fore and aft with grape and oannistsr ; a shot struck 
hercb another there, and one abeft the binnacle, and 
doused my top-lights. 

NoU, Ton have suffered, poor fellow. 

Tibhe. Blessed if I aint, commodore, been 



wrecked seventeen times, oast away a donn, 
water-logged more times than I remember. I 
%iis leg in Holland, this eye in Flanders, and my 



[lost 



left fln among the Turks, lighting yard-arm and 
yard-arm! Bestow your charity on a Brittsh boll 



•^i 



^oO. Are yon blind? 

TtiU Tee, with one eye; and I oanH see out 
of the tother. Give a poor devil a oopper. Poor 
Jack! 

JfoU. What ship did you saU in? 

TVfht. That's a poser! {AMde.) The Boyal 
Jemmy- cnm-up^ sixty-four pounder ; as flne a ersft 
as ever sailed. She went twice roond the worid, 
and carried the gallant Sir Walter Baleigh against 
the Spanish donsL T^e pity, sir, on my blind age 
and helpless fln 1 

iflhaiee ev-m.) 

Nett. Come Into the "Swan;** yon shall have a 
can of sle and some food* I love a saflorl 

[Bxiu. 

TiUbe. So do I— at a disianoe. Oaleh me going 
to the ^'Swan.** No, no! Fm not sneh a goose; 
they'll smell a rat there, and find me ont Bather 
a good thing* this sesrgoing Hng< 
than quack doctoring or dancing 1 
safeo '" - . . . 



a good thing, this sesrgoing Hugo; mneh ' 

*" ^ ' Ingbean:itekrn«u 

Nothing better 
than a tough yam, and a wooden pin, to eateh the 



»outofFrsnce. Ha,hatha! 



-■^S 



greenhoma Shiver 

binnacle's the lingo to bother their brains; 

when I pour in my grape, twenty-foor pomiden, 
and red hot shot— la^«rmeroyl how thej do llrs 
away their coppers ! I've knowed one wfsek, and 
a blow up— flU my hat to the brim I Portmonthl 
my mark now. I'll wait till the fleet** sailed, 
thoiwlL lest some of the rsal Jaek TIsra smoke me, 
and talce me te sea hi eainest OhI if they did, 
how ill it woold make met I can*t abide wateiw 
*specia]]y salt Pitgr a poor sesmsn^chMity for a 
shattered hulk ; bestow a oopper, good look to 
you! Charity! charity l 

XSetktevg^ 
{The morning graduatty breaie during meeene.} 



gaOg, eecoried §y KONSUSUB 
aFrenA VeM. 



MOG, I 

FIPI,4 

Mog. This is my patrler— as yon ai^ in tlie 
French, Mounseer PipL 

Pip. VexygooA-ooi— oni<*Madama P|pb yba are 
bon. 

Mog. How have I longed to see my native land 
again. Ton are so kind, mounseer, to bring me to 
Portsmouth. 

Pip. What yon calls bring ? Si vooB pteitk Madame 

Tibbi. Here's a foreigner; m try hioL 
Charity, your noble glory, for a true British 
sailor. 

Mog. Go away; we've nothhig to giveu 

TSbbi. Not a little copper; for maxcy*s ask% 
look at my pin. {Beide mp hie legO Ask your aoblp 
hnsband to bestowa tester. 

Mog. MjT nol»le livwbaqd I hope> eho| or hmig la 
Frauoe, 
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TM$» Bfln's m tlleotloBato viMr ! 

Moff, And ftelilj he deserred ttTf or pnahlng me 
down ft woU, and iMifiog me there ; oat for this 
'seUaat etmiger, wbo polled me out^ I ehoald haye 
been nnotliared. 

Tibbi, Mnrderl It*t my own wlfa Yonr name, 
•mann, may I ask it? 

Moff, It waa Mof->f onnerly Mog TIbbi, Imt now 
Madame Fl]il This elegant creature Is my nuBband. 
We eome oter withtbe Daka 

TIbbi. Married again I Woman! erociodile! ThU 
elegant ereatnre ia your old haabancL 

Moff. Tibba 1 Thiaprecioaa gay. 1 shall swoon. 

fmc Knodied to pieces for myconntry, and 
rale Britanniak Falaewomiml Is this your love for 
meT 

M^. I nerer bad any lore for yoa, It waa all 
make belioTa Didn't yoa nm away and leaye 
me to die? Dear Pip sayed me, the darling 
furiner. 

2V»a DearPip^iahe? Illponrabroadaidainto 
lilm. 

Wbo shall dis ugly Jack-a-tar be^ Madame 
\f tlh.f Saerel 

Ti^ Ugly! Thnnder and marlinspikes. ru 
board yoo. (fhnaUM.) 

Ftp. Ton goes and shakes yonrself at the De^il- 
taerel {ThnaUm.'^ Toots de Baite,next minotes, 
directly. 

Mog, Thjifs right, Moonseer, don't be afraid; 
he's a neat ooward. 

Fip,l, BbaU, toote de soite^ and ran him throogh 
(Z>nnm msordi wid moch pleasnres. 

TiHb*, Ton onnatoral baggage! Morder the 
parrner of yoor bosom, wid yoa ? Moonseer Pip, 
that woman's my lawfol wife! 

Pip, Wife's, eh ? Ck>mbien, what yoo ^eans by 
hbnt 

Mog. Don't belleTe hinii we onlyjomped oyer 
the broomstick. 

Ttkb$, Yoo mean the stick yoa broke myhead 
With ? Didn't I tie the fatalhymenlal knot in tAorch, 
madam? 

Mog. And didn't I lend yoa the money to boy the 
ring? worse look. 

fSblbt, There, yon hear. Pip, ehe conf eases 1 

Fip. Xhl what yoa wants^ Monaieor Wooden 



P^&? 



^fWn: 



My wife? 

Meg. Toor wife, fooL ((7Mi^.) Let's sliey, Moon- 
seer. 

nUfc stop; It'a a robbesy. She's my house-* 
my goods— myw. 

Mog. (iScTMMM.) Villain, ran him throogh, dear 



Pip. 



. Let dear Pip try, thafi an, ru tomahawk 
hiariggiog. 

Mog. Draw, draw! 

P^ I shalls. (Drau9 word.) A mort AngHais! 

2IHa Oome on. (Uruerowi Mi aooden kg.) HI 
light while I haye a leg to stand upon. (PuUi off 
kit ik0de.) There now, yoo can*t get on the bUnd 
side of ma Oome on, my pippin. 

CFUntriihfi leg.) 

Fto. Saere^eoqolnl IshallkiUyoa twieel 

SVImh Do it ones first 

Mog. Do, dear moonseer ; bat mind he does not 
eome to life again. 

(Th^JIffht, TOIbi wUh hU Im.) 

nbbi. (iSMNsa Fin.) Hombl Britons strike 
lioine,Ipatmynot&it»then. (Blrikei Mm again 
Fipi eattt 9vt^ That's the way to handle my leg; 



(Pipifatti.) Qet op again, I aeyer strflt* a man 
down! 

(Mognia at TIbbi and bOaboun Mm.) 

IHbbi. Hilloa, rsJced fore and apt? Hoxza. 

(BmU Fipi ojf, and teitu Mog.) * Horrah! l>e 

f ooght and conqoered. Now, I'll retreat with my 

ba^age. 

(JMog ienam$. Sxit% eoffffiitg bet* pfff 
JlmtriiMngwoodmkg) 



SOENBm^il Room la lAe Khttl^ Armi, Fortt- 
mmdh. A eoaeh, onwAAsft KATmEBN ii Iging. 
OlJYtSLiiitaiidingbvMr,MrhaiidinMi. 

OMmt, Speak only one word. Ton will consent ? 

Kath. Too late, my more than brother. Oh, what 
bitter regrets might haye been spared, if I had 
listened to yoor words long since, a life of peace 
had then been mine ; bot now— ('SItedden.) ft dark 
cload enfoUa the past 

Oliver. Ton may yet recoyer. 

Koih. lam dying. Ton son wffl neyer rise again 
to bless my sights or cheer with its golden rays. 
TlUnk on me, dear OUyer, as with the dead; and 
sometimes yoa will— won't yon?— dwell on the 
memory of an erring creatore that loved yoo, alas! 
too late, (fnaepihithandi.) 

Oliver. Cease, cease this langoage, Kathleen, or 
my heart will break. iWeefu.) 

Kath. Oooraga brother, courage. Painfol as oor 
separation may be, It is bot for a time. 

Oliver. Bless yoa! 

Kath. Promise to seek my father. If Hying, giye 
him this lock of hair, (CHvee it.) and my dying love. 
Tell him how I repented, and begged for his bless- 
ing and forgiyenesa. Too will do this? 

Oliver. I will, if I haye Ufa 

iTolA. Oomfort his old aga BeasontoUm. 

Oliver. Tes, yes. 

Kath. And if despair or tronble bows his head, 
whisper my nama ftod bid him haste to join me 
where there are no more sighs or tears. 

Enter DAMB ALLNUT, eo/llg. 

Dame. How does she ftee now? 
Oliver. I fear the worsts mother. 
Kath. The best, Oliyer, for ma A release from 
psdn and remorsa 

(Ifoiseo/ahonegaUoping^andwfieei. Dame 
Allnutrum towMiew.) 
Dame. As I hope to Uye, it's Master Felton, gal- 
loping, all ooyered with mire and foam. He's com- 

Oliver. Hash, bosh! {PokOt to KatMetn.) She 
cannot bear excitement now. 

reUon.cmihout.) Where, where is she«-dylng? 

JTotA. Whoisthat? 

FeUon. (JSntering hatiUg,) My ehild. 

{EmbraeingherJ 

Kath. Father I Is It really my own father, once 
more giyen to my longing eyes? ^Oh, yee^ yes ! 

iWeepi.) 

Fetton. Toor own troe father. From the moment 
liberty was restored to me, one thooght filled my 
mind; that thooght was thee. Night and day I'ye 
hastened to thea Look op, dearest : they tell me 
yoo are drooping— dying! Tie not so I 'tis bot the 
mind's diseasa Ton will recoyer speedily; my 
hand Shan 'tend thee; my eyes watob oyer thee I 
Again Shan we be all— eyery thing to each other. 

Kaih, Would ire might be; yet I soarpe repine 
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ACT I. 

J%« Admiral,** 
and a Turnpike cmd '' 

BUAB.T diieovered^prtparing gwu for thooting, 

mrB, (WiihkL) Saiart, get the guns ready. Ib 
my new keeper come from the lodge? 

Bmart No, Sir Edward. IPiggv croMca] Ser- 
y»a% Wan Peggy. Ugh 1 A kiss from my master 
kaa raised your note an inoh higher, I see. 

JPftmh Joka wMi your tqpm, man; dont talk 

CJM. 



Smart* I shall make yon remember this. Ify 
master is grand Turk here ; he monopolises all the 
wenches. 

Xnler HENBY BLUNT. 

ff§nrp. Morrow, feUow-eerrant Sir Edward 
■ttrring? 
Bmart Ten ; Just asked for yon. Mind 



rhits 



. , w , your I 

to-day, Mr. Henry : yon shot for your puwo^ s 

won it ; Imt yoa*d better not oatshoot Sir Edward. 

fftmy. Oh I Tain of his abiHties that way, eh? 

antart. That way! yes, and OTeiy ottiat Fre 
dropped iMing hia rtral Mime tifiie. 
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Btnrf, Sir Edward seeniB to have a fine estate 
here? 

Smart. Tee, that belonging to Uie lodge is eight 
hnndrecL a-year ; the Upland farm three ; and his 
estate {n Norfolk as much as both. 

Henry. The lodge being but at the head of the 
Tillage, why does he prefer a bed afr this public- 
house? 

BmarU Pleasure, shr, pleasure. But here comes 
one answer to your two questions. Step this way, 
and I'll give yoa another. 

[They retire. 
£nter PEGGY, faiawed hy BOBEBT. 

Rob. If that be your mind, Peggy, it can't be 
helped ; if yon can't love me, yon can't 

Sir E, (WiiMn.) Peggy, my dear, bring my break- 
fast 

Peggy, Coming Sir Edward; Tve only been to 
fetch the cream. Tou hear, Robert ? 

Rob. Yes, I do hear, and zee, too: I be neither 
deaf nor blind. 

Peggy. The young baronet expects me above. 

Rob, TiB welt if old Belzebnb don't expect thee 
below: zo, there's an end of that : howeyer, dang 
HI let's shake hands. 

Peggy. Paws off! your hands are rough, man; 
and I can't bear anything dirty or Bnn4>umt 



Am-PEGGY. 

Prayt young num, yovr suit gin over^ 

Heaven detigri'd you not for met 
Cease to be a whining loter^ 

Sour and sweet can ne'er agree. 
Clownish in each limb and feature^ 

You've no skiU to dance or sing; 
At best, you're but an awkward creature, 

/, you know, am g[uite the thing. 

At I soon mtty roll tn pleasure. 

Bumpkins I m«st bid adieu ; 
Can you think that such a treasure 

R'er was destined, man, for you t 
No; mayhap, when I am carry' d, 

'Jiongst uie great to dance and sing. 
To some great lord I may be marry'd: 

All allow Pm fuU$ the thing. 



lExeunL 



Smart. (Comina forward with Henry. ^ Ha, ha! 
Oh ! yon bvnpkm, I was romping with his sweet- 
heart last night, and he was at me like a bull-dog : 
the mastlif would bite, sir, but we have muzzled 
him. 

Henry. As how? 

Smart. Management, sir: his father liyes at that 
turnpike-house, which, with a small dairy and farm, 
he holds of Sir Edward. The old fellow has seen 
better da; s. The admiral, who died a twelvemonth 
fldnce, and to whom Sir Edward is heir-at-law, was 
-very partial to him and his daughter; for, during 
his life, they needed nothing ; but being in arrears 
for rent they are all at Sir Edward's mercy. Young 
Sulky, therefore, must lose his sweetheart ; and as 
to the turnpike beauty, his sister, we've offered her 
a curricle ; and if she do not sport it in Bond Street 
In less than a month, we don't understand traih 

GemTf, "^TM, she encourages him? 



Smart, A little coy or sa She's in the damps, 
too^ for the loss of her " true lovier," a bool^ sailor ; 
but, I'll bet fifty she's easier had than little Forward 
here, witii all her avarice and vanity. 

Henry. And these are the reasons for Sir Edward's 
lodging here ? 

Enter BOBEBT. 

That's the lad who tried his skill with me for the 
gamekeeper's place. Morrow, brother sportsman : 
you shoot well. 

iJoft. Yes, sir; and you better. Howorer, 'twas 
all fair, and I do wish you joy of the place. 

Henry. Nay, this place may be yours yet: I aa 
elected only to trifa,and self-recommended; my 
character may not please Sir Edward. 

Rob. Mayhap, you'd please him best with no cha- 
racter at all. You be much in favour, Mr. Smart 

Smart, Eh! Oh! 

{Maiet signs of boxing, and exit.) 

Henry, Things are a little changed since Sir Ed- 
ward came among you, eh ! Bobert ? 

Rob. Yes, sir; another lawyer would ha' done 
less mischief In the parish ; but, it is not the first 
time the devil got into paradise. 

[Exit. 

Enter JOE STANDFAST, singing, his knee boundl 

Joe. So, Master Blunt, prepared, I see, to give 

the birds a broadside. {Looking at sign.) Ah I there's 

the old boy who has given our enemies many a 

broadside. Bless your old phiz! ' 

(fiowttohim,) 

Henry, Yon re vei7 polite. 

Joe, To be sure I am. I strike my maintop to 
him by way of salute, every morning before I stow 
my locker. That's the face of an honest hear^ Mas- 
ter Blunt: 'tis not, to be sure, done to the life; but 
what the painter ha'n't made out, a grateful mind 
can. I fought under him when he was captain, and 
twioe after he was vice. He made me master after 
our first brush ; and. but for this splintered timber ' 
of mine, I'd ha' been by bis side in the West Indies, 
when the brave old boy died. Died ! I lie, he didn't 
die ; for he made himself immortal ! His goodness 
laid me up in a snug cabin here; made meafree- 
bolder with thirty ponnds a year ; and when your 
master, his honour's cousin and heir, steers by the 
compass of true glory, he shall have my vote for 
sailing Into the port of parliament; if he get it be- 
fore, a-^e! 

A1B.-J0E STANDFAST. 

Britannia's sons at Ha, in battle always brave, 
Strike to no power, Sye see, that ever ploughed the 
wave, 

Fdl laila. 
But when we're not qfioat, 'Hs quite another thing: 
We strike to petticoat, get groggy, dance, cmd ting. 

Fallal 10, 

With Nancy deep in love, 1 once to sea did go ; 
Retum'd, she cried, "By Jove! Pm m<trried, dearest 
Joe," 

Fallal kf. 

Great guns I scarce could hold, tojhd that 1 was flung ; 
But Nancy prov'd a scold, then I got drunk ana sv^ 
FolhJh 



MM 



dtiei»$iMdUtmpflf, 01^11^0^^ rib ^ Sue; 
ir»(rt.<Mfgi* tki hadhU me qft, i$ jiHtrc d mg htart 
ftteHm. 

Fallal kt. 

And n&u I tai€ my glau^ drink Bngtandand my king ; 
Content uHth my old last, get groggy, dance, and ting. 
Fal lal la. 

Enter MABY, with a newspaper in her hand. 
Yes, yes I the old boy loved the sex, I gran I: but^ 
be never hung out false colours to deceive (he ia- 
nocent; mdif, io the heat of action, bispassious 
gave a vooni^, he never rested till he fonod a bairn 
lo heal it «i(aiQ. {Looking wUh kindnett at Mary.) 
▲hLhtoBB tfiyUtUe tender heart, I wish for tJby 
sake, he had lived to eome home again. 

^emy. Dees she grieve for the admiral, who died 
more than a year since ? ^ , , 

Joe. Why, no; but she's thA child of ill lack. 
Her sweetheart, you see, about- four years since, 
wks down at the lodge, when their hearts were se- 
^tfretly grappled to each other. The lad was a fa- 
vourite of the admiral, and went out to the Ipdies 
with him ; ihero he gotpromotion ; and when death 
■tnok the old boy's flag, and no will left, this lad, 
d'ye see, was their sheet anchor; bat,retDming 
home, in the very chops of the Ghannel, they en- 
gaged an enemy ; and, after three hours hard light- 
ing, the moonseer stnick; but her poor lad. Lieute- 
nant Travers, was among the brave boys that fell. 
Had he lived, he had now been promoted. The 
news^iaper she holds in her hand brought the ac- 
count but two days since. 

fftnry. Then you seem to think, spite of your ex- 
perience, she is sincere. 

Joe, Why, if death and disappointment don't 
tnAke folk sincere, what should? But a braver lad, 
they say, neVer kept the mid-watch. (Mary weeps, 
and retiren.) Poor wench I no wonder it mfckes her 
weep ; tough a^ my heart is, but it almost sets my 
pumps a-going. But, he died as a British eeamah 
jmonld, in the Jap erf victory; and his death was 
ffloriOQS ! a&d I dare say he did not fight the tirorse 
jht iovihi i pretty girl 

. ffehririt you doubt that, hw &e fctoiy ttf poor 
Totti Starboftrd. 



AI&— HBNBY. 

hiMnjBta^hmrd mU a lover fy-ue^ 

A9 Mkftt« dtaraa aier saiFd; 
. The duties ablest seamen do 

Tom did, and never yet hadfaiVd. 
But wrecked as he was homeward bound, 

Within a league of BngtandTs coeOt, 
Love ta9*d him, sure, Jtom teing drotm'd^ 

For more than ho^ the crew were lost. 

Ju fight, Tom Starboard knew no fear. 

If ay, wJien lie iost an arm—resign'd; 
Bald, "love/or Van, his only dear, 

Nad eav*d his l^ and Fate vas kind.'" 
And noWy though wrecked, yet Tom returned t 

0/ all past hardships made a joke; 
For still his manly bosom burn'd 

With lovi—his heart teas heart ofoiik. 

Returri'd again, Tom nimbly ran 
To cheer hie love, hie destined bride f 

BuifaUe reoort had brottght to Nan, 
Six months before, her Tom had died. 
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With grief I A< daay pin'd aweif. 

No remedy her 7^ coiddsave; 
And Tom arrived the very day 

Thty laid hu Nancy in m gi'ote, 

Snter OLD MAYTHOBN xmi BOBEBT. 

May. Nay, nay, boy, bridle thy temper. Sir Ed- 
ward is liceutions, hot-brained, and giddy; but so 
he don't dishonour us— 

Roh. Ay, to be sure; let the vox devour the 
Iamb, and zay nothing. Feg, A **The Admiral,'* 
is marked for uQ already ; and he must hare Mary, 
too, or yon'M no longer have the toroj^a, farm, or 
dairy. 

May. I don*t fear Sir £dward, bo^, niore thaii 
thy temper. I always understood Croin tM ^ood ad- 
miral that I was rent-free ; yet, Sir Edward claims 
arrears for years past; and as Iliave no ibcqulttal 
to shew, we must take care what we da Thou 
shouldst not have beaten his servant last night 

Rob. The rogue's no better than a pimp; ahd Ift 
wer'n't for bringing you and zifitter to poverty— 

May. There again 1 I was going to tell thee, boy, 
that Mary is not thy sister. 

Bob. Mol . 

May. No; she's a natural daughter of ib« latp 
admiral. At three months old, her mother ayro^, 
he placed her under my care, to be bronght up as 
my own child; but, as she, poor innocent 1 must 
now share our lot, I charge thee, boy, not even to 
hint it to her; 'twould break her beart^Hush! 
{Mary advances, Robert reiiret.) Don't weep, my 
dearest lamb 1 heaven's will be done I It ii^ I own, 
a woful change I 

Mary. Ah! sir, theadmiral, whose goodness gave 
U9 abundance; whose parental kindniass (for such 
it was) kept me at school, and bred ta» as his 
daughter; his loss was heavy to as all; and now 
my dearest William, too; our only hope; after five 
years* absence. (Weepe.y Ohi kaA he bat tm^rived— 

May. Ay, child, had h^ and the good admiral re- 
turned, your onion weold hate mm blesbfed with 
abundance. Ah! woH, We liaM oeen better days! 
bat we must now sabitiit 

[Exeunt. 

Enter SIB EDWABD, ^Uh pM, Ac. 

Sir E. Take out the greyhounds, and give them 
a course ; and let the groom exercise the carride- 

horses. 

iCradi aiptfirem btiiked th^fMii^^MOt) 

Crack. Sir, Til exerdse the carficle tdH h^6s, 
and ril give the dogs a course. ' ' 

Sir E. Are you there, my impudent friend ? 

Crack. That epithet does not 6uit ftlb, Uf ; tm. 
remarkably mocfest H&oy pretehd to do wnht tbey 
can't ; such, I allow, are impudeni lrt)W, t cah do 
every thing, and don^t pretend at alL 

Sir E. And pray, who, are you that are so very 
ofBcious ? 

Crack. If yon wish to make p^t yOur bOSom friend, 
don't puzzle me: but; Sir, I b4»l^v& I am the over- 
seer of all the parish ; for I vj^t au the al<i-hoa8e8 
every sabbath- day. 

Sir E. Yes, and lhb» mUxl^t da^S. I BftV yoii 
drunk last night. . 

Crack. Purely out of respeci tb tiobTt^y ; I (old 
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»6ti I Wfta «he oterseer. My nefghtMWiTs bftve weak 
beads; and as their wives aiut famlUes depend 
upon the labour of their hands, rat;her than they 
■hoald neglect their duty, I sometiines^ dtbik then* 
share and my i»wntoo. I saved five from heing 
drunk last night, and that's hard work : however, 
good deeds reward themselves. 

Sir JS. Upon my honouv I waB not aoqualBted 
witii jovr vlrlaeB. 

(flowing^) 

Craek (Bowkiff.) No, sir, few are; or I should 
not Mush so often as I do, by blowing the trumpet 

Sir E, tray, sir, how do you ge* yoo» Wving ? 

Cradi. SooMttoNN^ <^^ watFi sometimes another. 
I am first ringer of the bells, and second huntsman 
to old Tantivy ; and though if s not in my power to 
improve the weakhe«^Qf my neighbours, yet I 
often mend their unctorsiandings. iJPoinii to nis 
ahoes.) Eccesignnml 

iShiwmg Au apr(m,) 

Sir E, Anything rather than work, eh ? 

Crack, Any work, sir, to get an honest penny. 
Twice a-week I turn pack-horsej? I fetch and carry 
all the letters, packets, and parcels, to and from 
the next market-town: and t'other di^ I stood 
candidate for elesk of the parish; but— 

Sir E, The badiiABS of your character prevented 
your election? 

Crack. No, sir, it was ttie geoAiefls of my voice : 
yon hear how mosioal it is, whan I only speak; 
what would it have been at an * amen' ? (Whispers.) 
The parson didn^t like tobeontdona Envy often 
deprives a good man of a place as well as perqui- 
sites. 

(4 pause. CraeiloMtghMj and thm nods.) 

M*jr. maTs t|iat familiar aod for? - 

Crack. It's a way I have when X give consent. 

Sir £, Consent! to what ? 

Craaii* That yon may give me what you please 
above half-a-crown. (They laugh.) Oh I I'm a man 
of my word ; 111 take care to exercise the curricle 
and horses. 

Sir E. Yoa wiUl You had better take my box 
coftt^ and whip, too^ and go in style. 

(Ironicaay.) 

Crack. Had I, sir? Well, Tm going to market, 
and can bring back yon honour's letters and par- 
eels, at the same time; and, in the evening, we'll 
all be jolly. 

Enter SHABT. 

Sir E. Who la this famUiar gentleman, Sipart? 

Smark He's a sort of jaok-of-all-trades ; bul^ 
chieiXy a cobbler. . .,, 

Orofki Well, don't sxjeer at the cobbler: many of 
your betters have made their fortunes, by cobbling. 
Sir, I ^i^ you; I'm glad to find you more of a 
gentleman than your servant I'll look to your cur- 
xiola and kocsai^ tiSj before I di^nk your health. I 
love business, and I hate a guzzler* 

{Exit, 

Sir E, Qiv« this letter to my steward, and teU 
lii ^ff, if Old l^Aytbom can't pay his arrears, he 
must arrest him. (B!xit Smart.) The old fellow in 
eondnement, his daughter Mary will gladly pay the 
(lice Qf bis release^ 



En^ m^lX9 BLtJH* 



Have you your cbaradter yet from yonr lae<r«lioe ^ 
iSfenrv. No, Sir Edward; I expect it to-<iay. 
Sir S. Very well. Go to the hift opp6«ite. «h« 
lodge; should you spring any birds, don't shoot 
but mark them. And, d'ye hear ? I have a little love> 
affair upon my hands. Keep at a distance. I shall 
be near the copse ; when I need you, I'll fire. 
Emry. Oh, sir I know my duty. 

iExit, 

Enter 'BO'SBS.T, 

Sir E. You, sir, direct my keeper fo Barrow-htlU 



fhe gaoL 

iJkiHulkifn, 

Enter PEGGY in a btmnet, c>iih a Hffle ^aaMl 

Sir E, Ah! B^bQunylasii in j 
you're going ^^uutti^ig, I see. T ^^ -. ■, 
remarkably thick in Lower By-fleld, beMt^th y 
eoj^aei in the hedg^ joining the cut hay-staoK. 

Peggif, A^I tSiifa ihe way you're ffoinfj^ fp ^f^op^ 
if I had Imown tbat^ now, I'd haye onbiq^ anptaes 
place. 

l^BY appean. 

Hush] thera'sHissMaytbom: she's always on flitt 
watch. How do, Miss Mary ? I'm sorry to see yon 
distressed. {Aside.) Conceited moppet I 

iExit. 

Sir E. Jfy dear Hary, yon seem dejected I 

Mary. Misfortune, Sir Edward, has pressed hsvd 
upon U9, late. 

Sir E. The fault, my love, is yours. I wlib t» 
be ipapfe the (riend of you and your ftunily, thaii 
ever ti^e late admiral was. 

Ifdry^ Do you. Sir Edward? 

Sir E, Certainly. I wish yonr father to be v#nt 
fi*ee. I long to give you an annuity and a eoaok; 
take you to town, and moke you happy. 

iiary. I doubt, sir, if that would mi^ me so; 
and if^ there be fathers whose necessittes pveas 
tbem to seek subsistence by the sale of adaug»tei>^ 
virtue, how noble were it in tiie wealthy to pity aail 
relieve them 1 

Sir E, Stubborn and proud still; but resistance 
makes victory glorious. Since soothing won'^ dCL 
we'U try a little .severity. She's a sweet giri, and I 
must have her. ' 



Am-*siB edwab:^. 

Lovely woman^ His thou to whose virtue Iboa t 

Thy charms to sweet rapture give birth : 
Thine electrical soul lends life to the whole. 

And a blank, without thee, were this earth* 
Oh I let me thy soft power, ee'ry day, ev'ry Aotir, 

With my heart Tumour, uwship, adore: 
Thou present^ *tis May; winten when thot^ri ttwat 

Can a man^ 1 wotdd ask, withfir mort f, 



ISM 
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tdrtamonr^tMmJ 



m pft 7*M mm fcmt^t perfec t made qtuvnt 
imMiv, te vain hoot liongkt ; 



Wkkh, 
Aft, mMti Miarpt ''•mi pau rieh/aneif then dnw ; 

Thou*ri ik§ witUm ithkhtU^^ing tk» wrought. 
Ltwd^ wamtim't ioftpower^ a'ty doff^ et'ty hour. 

La my heart honour^ worthy, adoreg 
Sl9iaupntent,4», 



iMx» 



tICENE U— il Room im the PMU>^uh. 

Enter OSAOK, w&h Sir EduHU^t box^oat, fship, 
and hat; the Landlady fottowing. 

Land, Don't toll me ; ru not belieye Sir Edward 
ovdttrad my moh thing* 

Crack, I aaj he did. "* My dear Orack," sajB he, 
■haking mj hand, **yoa bad bettor take my riding 
ooat and whipb and go in style. And let me see the 
man or woman who dare diepnto itl Now Fm a 
kind of Bond Street man of faahion. 

mnd. Ton a Bond Street man of fashion! 

Crack, Yes, I am— I'm all outslle. Where are 
those idle sooondrsls ? Obt I see; they are getting 
the corricle and horses ready. 

Land, By my faith, and so they are I Well, 'tis 
In Tain for me to talk, so IH leave yoo. Peggy I 
{CaUing,) Where can this girl of mine he? Why, 
Peggy! 

{Exit. 

Cretik. I have ofton wondered why they drive 
two Mg horses in so small a carriage ; now. I find, 
one's to draw the gentleman, and t'other bis great 
coat. 

Enter SOEi STANDFAST. 

Joe, Thoy toll me^ Oraok, that yon are under sail' 
Uig orders for town, I'm oonnd so f ar, d'ye see, on 
business for Master Blmit^tbenew keeper; may- 
hap, yonll give a body a berth on board the carri- 
ole? 

Crack, Yes, 111 give yoar body a birth on board; 
tAeide.) and heaven send it a safe deUveranoe! 

Joe. Are yon steady at the helm? 

Oraefc Unless yonr treat should make me tipsy, 
In that case, yon most steer. 

Jot, Mel d— e, I'd rather weather the Oape in a 
ooek4)oat^ than drive soch a gingerbread jincam- 
bob three miles; bat for this stiff knee of mine, I'd 
rsther walk. Uh! I see they're weighing anchor 
yonder. (Pointing to the «to6/«.) But what need of 
thia,frtend? {Taking hU coat.) the son shines, and 
BOfearof asqnalL 

Crack. Lord help yoor bead! we drivers of car. 
rides wear these to keep off the wind, the son, and 
the dost 

Joe. D— e, bat I think yoor main-sheet is more 
for shew than service. 

Crack, Oh, fle! we could not bear the incle- 
mencies of the summer, if we weren't well clothed. 
But come, let's mount; and if we don't ride in our 
own carriage, we're better off than many who do : 
we pay no tu, and the coa^h-maker cant arrest 



DUET. 

Crack. Whenoffincurrtelewego, 

Mind, fm a dashing buck, friend Joe, 

My well matched nags, both black and roan- 



Joe. Like moet bueke* nagt, ati not yMr ovrtk 

Orack. AimI>^,/mw. 

Joei Avast f pr*y^ee, how t 

Orack. Inpaper ateixmonthe* credit, or mot^ 

Joe. Jfocatht 

Oraok. Oht thafemeil-a^propoe. 

We huekepay inpcgfer, and that iemerOy^ 

Both. Fallal la, ^e. 

Crack. WhenmoimtedJ, inetyletoU, 
Bhmddeport behind m Iwery 
npo/eotmen injlnedotheearray'df 

Joe. For tMdt the tailorn^erwm paid. 

Crack. We men o/ton^ 

Joei Bavewayeqfom'own. 

Crack. Pleadprivilegetoleadourtradetmenadance, 

eir, 
John, when they call fmlsitciv) let 'em wait 

f the hall, 
Andtwohowt ctfler send Uum for answer-^ 

Both. FalUaia,Jtc 

Joe. If this he ton,fHendCradt, d'ye see. 
We're better from sarh lumber five. 
No dtbte for coaches we cemowe^ 

Crack. Becanse no one wHl trust us, Joe. 
Joe. Jlien I say stiU, that no man his bUl-^ 
Crack. To us for aoarriage, with Justice, can bring 
in. 

Joe. Then mount, never mind, 

Crack. Leave old Care behind,- 

Both. Or, should he overtake ue, well fall a sing- 



Fal lal la, Ac 



ACT IT. 



SCENE h^A romantic rural 



iExeunt, 



f on one side, 



Enter HENBY BLUNT and BOBERT. 

Henry. Honest Robert, I thought I liad lost you. 

Bob. Not I was but Just by here, vast'nfaig a 
hnrdle to keep the sheep from breaking ootL 

Henry, And Sir Edward, you say, soUdts your 
sistor Mary's affection? 

Bob. As to affection, he don*t care much (Ortha^ 
I believe, ao he could get her good wilL 

Henry. Do you think him Idcely to obtain It ? 

Bob. She shaU dto first 

Henry. And who is Sir Edward's appointment 
with, here, think you ? 

Bob. Why, I be inclined to think (batf ben't sure 
it is wi' luss Ohangeabout, kt "The Admiral"— 
Speak o'th' devilt and behold his horns ? This way. 

{They relirt) 



Snter PBQOY. 



Pea. I heard » rostltog, as I passed the copse, I 



began to think tVas old Nick. 



t fellow, Robert, 



does love me a little, to be sxure ; but the youne 
baronet, if he shoold make me Lady SSir Edward 
Dashaway«- 

(Robert adoanee$.) 

Bob, (Aloud.) fleml a little patience, and may- 
hap he will. 

(She aereams.) 



Peg. How could yon frighten a body so ? 

Rob. Frighten thee, Peggy ! It mostn't be a trifle 
to do that Have yon set all shame at defiance ? I 
do wonder old Mick didn't appear to thee in thy 
road thither. 

Ptffgy. Don*t yon go to terrify me: now don*t; 
if yon do, yoaH repent It. 

Rob. No, Peggy; 'tis yon that 'nl repent How- 
ever, I do hone aome warning voice, zome invi- 
sible spirit^ wul appear to thee yet, bevore it be 
too late. 

Peggy. Yon had better not terrify me now, I tell 
yon> you'd better not 

Rob. Take care where thon dost tread, Peggy. 
(She iremblet.) I would not swear there is not a 
well under thy feet (She ttarte.) D— n un, here 
he is, zure enow I (Aaide.) One word more, an' I 
ha* done. (Very eolemn.) If in this lonesome place 
Belxeebnb should appear to thee, in the likeness 
of a gentleman wi' a gun in his hand, look for his 
cloven foot; repent thy perjuration; and, wi* tears 
in thy eyes, go whoom again, and make thy mother 
happy. 

(Retires behind the hay-etack) 

Peg. Dear heart I dear heart! I wish I hadn*t 
come. I'm afraid to stir out o* my place. Oh, lud 1 
I wish I were at home agahi. 

SIB EDWABD, hmingput hie gun againet the rails 
of the hay-staelkf' steals behind^ and taps her on her 
shoulder. 

Peg. Mercy upon me! Sir Edward, I took you 
for old Nick. 

Sir E. You did me great honour. 

Peg. (Looking.) Are you sure you have not a 
cloven foot ? I was cautioned to beware ef you. 

Sir E. By young Maythom, I suppose! I saw 
the impudent rascal Upon my soul, you look di- 
vinely! (Takes her aside. Robert shows signs of dis- 
pleasure.) Is not that a sweet cottage in the valley 1 
Shall I make you apresent of it Peggy ? 

Peg. Why, Sir Edward, though I don't think 
Bobert Masrthom is a fit match for me; yet, yon 
know, in losing him" 

Sir B. You have found a better match. 

Peg. Oh! if your honour mean it to be a match, 
— (/8ftr Edward ftinw.)— that is, a lawful match— 

SirE. To be sure I do, you little rogue! (She 
repulses him.) Nay, one kiss of your pretty pouting 

Upa. _ 

Peg. Why as to a kiss, to be Bure,-(mp«» her 
lips^^l hope no one sees. 

(the hxOdt up her face; and, at he approaches, 
Bobert reaches out his hand, fires the gun, 
andconeeaU hims^ aaain. Sir Mfdward 
mti Peggy star\^ i 
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Henry. (WUhoui^ Mark, marki 
Peggy. Ctood heaven, protect me, 'twas old yickl 

Sir E. *Tis odd I Uwas, sure, my gun; 

Or, RoberfspWdsome devilish tridt-^ 
Peggy. Ah, me I I am undone; 

^Tieas, sure, a warning voice that spoke I 

Sir £. A warning voice J oh, no I 

(Robert sieaXs off.) 
Peggy. Believe me, sir, it was no joke. 
Sir E. One kiss before we go. 

Peggy. Nay, cease your fooling, pray, etwhile. 
Tour keqi>er's coming now; 
And mother's hol^ling o'er the style. 
She is, J swear and vow. 

Enter HENEY BLUNT. 

Sir E. Eh I wlhat the devil brought you here ' 
Ipr'ythee, man, retire. 

Henry. 2 thought you told me to appear. 
When 1 should hear you fire. 

Enter Landlady, with BOBEBT- 



Land. Where is this plaguy maid of mine t 
A'n*t you a pretty Jade f 
*Tis near the hour that ue should dine. 
And yet no dumplings made. 

Peggy. To gather nuts for you Fve been. 
And eramm'd my basket tight ,* 
But, mother, 1 old Nick have teen. 
So, dropped *em with the fright. 

Bobb WUh fancy's tale, her mother's ear 
She knows how to betray; 
For staying out so long, she'll swear 
The devU stopped her way. 

Sir K Come, come, let's home with merry glee^ 
On dinner to regale; 
And, hostess, let our welcome be 
A jug of nut-brown ale. 

iExeutU. 



SCENE IL— Another rural Prospect, 

Enter MABY. 

Mary. The bright evening sun dispels the far- 
mer's fears, and makes him, with a smile, antici- 
pate the business of to-morrow. How different 
our state! our future day looks dark and stormy, 
and hope (the sun which gladdens all beside) sheda 
not for us a single ray. 

AIB. 

Ere sorrow taught my tears to flow. 

They calVd me happy Mary; 
In rural cot, my humble lot, 

I play* d like any fairy: 
And when the sun, with golden rajf. 

Sunk down the western sky. 
Upon the green to tianee or play. 

The itrst was happy I. 
Fond as the dove was my true love, 

Oh I he was kind to me; 
And what was stiU my greater pride, 
J thought /should be William's bridt, 

When he retum'd from s^ 



mo 



Ah t what ovoOi rem4mlbrance now t 

Jt lends a dart to sorrow : 
Mf enee-lov'd eot, and happn M, 

£ut loadt tPith gritj to-morrom, 
Mf WtiHam's buried in the deept 

And 1 am tort oppreu'd; 
How dUthedayJtk andweep^ 

At night I tnyw no rest, 
J dream of leaves and sailors' graoett 

In horrid wrecks^ I see ; 
And when I hear the midnight wind, 
AU comfort Jlies fn§ trotMed mUtdf 

For Wmiam's lost at sea I 



TH& TUBNPISB GATB. 

Groom. What do yen talk of ? Not a better bred 
horae in the kingdom. 

Crack. Then the manners of horses^ are not more 
refined than their masters: he kicked np, as much 
as to say, tliat for you. 

(Kidtt tg».) 



{Exeunt. 



eCEKB UL^The TumpOte, Ac, as before. Sir Ed- 
searfB groom eaOs " Qatel" BOBEBT opens it. 
And the groom crosses the stage with a hag of oats. 
Enter fo& STANDFAST aM CBACE, with a 
trunk i Crack a little tipsy, and singing. 

Joe* D— e, shiinnatB, but yon are the worst steers- 
man I eyer met with. 

Crack. Don^t say so ; if the horses had not ran 
■0 fast^ we should not have upset 

Joe, Well, be it as it may» we brought home one 
of the nags safe. 

Crack. There yon mistake; it woa the nag 
brought us home safe; we three rode upon his 



Joe. We three! 

Crack. Yea; you, I, and the trunk. 

Joe. I'm sorry t'other poor devil was left behind. 

Crack. Ton're out again ; for, when he broke, 
he left us behind ; and if be oontinued to gallop, as 
lie began, he's a long way before. 

Joe. My head; here comes the groom : get out 
of it how you can. There's the trunk. (Lays it on 
the table.) And now for a peep at the paper. Til 
not be overhauled, d'ye see ; and so, friend Crack, 
I advise yeu to prepare a good answer. 

[Exit. 

Crack. I never was without one in my life. If 
the groom won't stand quizzing, I'll be impudent 

Enter Oroom. 

Oroom. Why, that trunk, you, and the sailor, 
for a Ught carriage, were a little too ii:eighty, I 
think, friend. 

Crack, Mot weighty enough, friend : but it seems 
you and your horses* wits jump : they, like you, 
toted us too weighty, and so unloaded as. 

Oroom. Unloaded you I 

Crack. Yes, if you wont believe me, ask your 
master's great coat (Gives it.) Brush it d'ye hear? 
It has been rubbed already. 

Groom. And haven't you brought the black horse 
back? 

Crock. Why, how you talkl the black horse 
wouldn't bring us back. 

Groom. And where is he ? 

Crack. He's gona 

Groom. Gone! Where? 

Crack. He did not tcit mo where he was going; 
I was not in his confldtnco : when yotr catch him, 
teach him better manners. 

Oroom. D— e, if ever I board the like before ! 

Crack. No, cor 8aw the like bebltd. He winced 
like a devil! tlicVorst tro.l horse \ ever saw. 



Groom. D-e, but yon seem to have na^a • vary 
nice job of it 

Crack. If yon flatter at hearing half, what will 
yoo say when yoa know ihsWhoto? Tbaoarxtage, 

you see,— 

Groom. Is that run away, too ? 

Craek, No ; but it might» if I hadn't taken good 
care of it 

Groom. By driving over posts, I suppose? 

Crack. No by driving agahist poiitir-!-(oh ! yott'lf 
find me correct)— by which I toolt off one wheel, 
and broke the other. 

Groom. And haven't you brought it with yon ? 

Crack. Withqut wheels! how cooldl'I? twonld 
have broken my back. 

Oroom. I wish yon mayn't get your hisad broken, 
that's all! 

Crack. So far ftom that, I expect to be eompH- 
mented for my judgihent; for tr Thad itot like a 
skUful whip, whipped oK the Wheels, I mint have 
loet the carriage, and al) its valuable cdntents^ By 
being expert i have saved both. 

Oroom. Well, friend, you seem very merry wider 
misfortune, and I wish you. luck. It was Sir Eds 
ward's own doing: he can't blttme me. TExii 

Crack. If he should, I'll make a neat defeiie^ 
for the sake of your nice feelings': d~^ hajrd, if at 
a battle of brains I could notont^gossip a grumbltt^ 
groom. Whenever I*m puzzled, I always hum folk: 
humming's all the fashion. 



AIB.— CItACK. 

With a merry taJe, sergeantt beat the drnmt 
Noddles full of tde, village lads they hunk 
Soldiers gooutaU, famous get in sfor^; 
If they chance to fall, don't they sleep in glory t 

Towdy rowdy <M», dx, 

Laayers try, when fee' d, furies to makBpltant, 
If they can't succeed, then they hum their ditnt. 
To perfection come, humming aU the trade is, 
Ladies lovers hum, lovers hum the ladies. 

Towdy rowdy dots, ^frr. 

Ha'n't Britannia s sons often hummed mounteer t 
Ha'n't thry hummed Vie Donsf let their fleets appear 
Strike they must, though loth, {ships with d3llnrs 

a'airwi'dj 
If they're not hummed both, then will I he-^ 

towdy roiody dow, Ac 

OLD MAYTHOBN crossa to his own house, very 
disoonsoUUe, 

Crack. There goes a man of sorrow. I remember 
him a jester. It may be my torn next I'll never 
joke again till I see a ^ 

Enter the Steward and a Bailiff. 

Lawyer and baUitf— Gentlemei|, yoor hmnblo ser- 
vant I reverence your callings, and 1 respect your 
power; for you two are a matchi— *— 
Ba>Hff. For what? 



ifratk TIM derUt (fiUngB.) Towdy rowdj, «o. 

£nUr two Sailon. 

we bare traced him 



lan 



ISaO, Ibellere, 
to his moorings. 

2J3aik Yoale right; for there, yon aee, is the 
Dort admiral 

(PainU to tJte tign,) 
1 Saik House I bring ns a mng of beer, 
fW tdaithe uaOe. Enter PnaeT/wttft «fl«^. 
A pretty, Uttle^ tight wench, i'faithl 
Ftg, Tea; pretty, bat the grapes are sour. 

[Exit with great conteit. 
1 AsA Tha f6Ik here will hardly guess our eN 
rand. 

Enter JOE, in rapture, with a fmnpaptr* 

Joe. Here it isl on tRMod the Turnpike, a-hoy I 
D^-e ! here it is ! he's aUre ! the boy% aUve I and 
—but hold, avast f the' last paper said he was dead ; 
this says it's a lie: which' shall I brfieve? {Sees 
SesSori.) What cheer, brother sailors ? from what 
port? 

1 iSltitl. F^rtspionth. 

Jbe. Whither botthd? 

1 8a(L Can't yon see we have cast anchor? 

/(W. I say, Bbb! MUMHary!— bat avast I mayhap 
they can inform me. Ton have had a severe te- 
fsgement in the choiw of the Channel, I hear? 

I San Tea, we have. 

Joe. And jost as the Freochmas stnusk, she went 
down? D^! that was a pity! Bdt we saved 
many of their hands, they say ? 

1 ^«7. Yes; and bat it blew a hard gale, we 
should have saved more. We lost one boat's crew 
In picking them. up. 

Joe. Among which, mayhap, was poor Will Tra- 
vers. Well, d— e I 'twas noble ; 'twas a saying of the 
old back aloft, '* Be devils in flght^ boys : the victory 
gained, remember yon are men;'* and as he 
preached, so he practised. This action, my hearties, 
brings to my mind the one we fonght b efore the 
old boy had a flag, when he commanded a seventy, 
four. 

1 Sail. Mayhap sa 

Joe. We are ckvising, d*ye see? off the Lizard; 
on Saturday, the S9th of Ootober, at seven mlmitds 
past six, a. m., a sail hovehx sight, bearing soath- 
soath^west, with her larboard tacks on board ; clear 
decks; up sails; away we stood; the wind right 
east as it could blow; we soon saw she was a 
mounseer of snperior force, and d— d heavy metaL 

1 SaU. A ninety-gun ship, I suppose? 

Joe. A ninety: we received her fire without a 
wince, and returned the compliment : tOI about(flve- 
and>twenty minutes past eight, we opened our 
lower^^eck ports, and, as we crossed, plumpt it 
right into her. We quickly wore roimd her stem, 
and gave her a second i»rt of the same tune: 
ditto repeated (as our doctor writes on h^s doses). 
My eyes! hoW She rolled! she looked like a floating 
mountain I " T'other broadside, my beys," says our 
captain, "and d~e! yoo*!! make the mountafai a 
mole-mni" We followed it up, till her lantern ribs 
were as full of holes as a pigeon-box! By nine she 
had shivered our canvas so, I thought she'd have 
got oA ; for which ehe crowded sll saiL 

1 Sail Let the mounseers alone for that 

ce. We turned to, however, and wore ; and in 



half-an-hour got alongside a second time : we saw 
all her mouths were open, and we drenched her 
sweetfyl She swallowed our English pills by 
dozens: but rhey griped her d— — y! At for^ 
minutes after nine, we brought all our guns to bear 
at once; bang I she had it Ob, d-^! 'twaia a seUlerl 
In less than two minutes after, she cried, 
"pacoavil" in five more she took fire abaft; ana 
lust as we were going to board her," and clap every 
lubber upon his beam end, wbnsh! down she went 
by the head. My eyes I what a screech was thei^ I 
Out boat% not a man was idle; we picked up two 
hundred and fifty odd, sound andwoundea; antf 
if I didn't fselmore joy of heart at saving their lives, 
than alt all the victories I ever had a share in, d— el 
The old boy above knows it to be true, and can 
vouch for every word of it Can't you, my old 
buck? 

(Flinging his hat up at the sign.) 
ISaO. Why, it lb not Hke the late action; and 
you'd say so to, if you'd been in it, as we were. 
' Joe. Ton id it? yon on board? 

1 Sail. We Were. 
' Joe. Then tell me at once, for I oaa*t beUefe the 
papers, Is Lieutenant Travers alive or dead? 
ISail. Alive; and promoted 
Joe. I said so : d— e ! I kneW h6 ireM alive. 
Hnxza! Old Mi^ythom, Mary, Bob! ar6 ^oa all 
asleep? 

(BaUooinp.y 

1 SoiL And now give ni leave to ask you a ques- 
tion. 

Joe, Ask a hundred thousand, my hearty I FIl 
answer all. Wnl yon drink anything more? Bring 
out a barrel of grog ! Call for what you like, my 
lads; I'll pay alL 

I SaiL Can you inform us of one Henry Blunt ? 

Joe. Ay, ta be sure I can. Why, Bob, I sayt 
(Coiling. He's hired as gamekeeper here to Sir 
Edward What-d'ye-call-him ?— WhiflOigig. X say. 
Bob! 

1 Sail. Hhed as a gamekeeper ? 

Joe. Yes ; a d— d good shot— he shot— Old May- 
thorn! 

(€kaiing.y 

1 Sail The davfl he did ! Can yon ten us where 
we can find him? 

Joe. Why, he has not slipped his cable, has 
he? 

1 Sail We should be glad to light oirhim, d'ye 
see? 

Joe. I thought as much ; d— e t I knew he was a 
bastard kind of sailor by his talk : bat the. lubber, 
to skulk, to run from his post! Shiver my timbers I 
I can't bear to hear of a seaman's disobedience ; 
but I'll blow him up. Why, Bob, I say, where the 
devil are ye all ? 

Enter BOBEBT 

Rob. Here be L 

Joe. Bob, you dog, where's your father and 
mottier ? 

Bob. My mother's in heaven, I hope. 

Joe. Psha! d— it! I mean your sister. 

Rob. She's at the bailifTs house with father ; the 
steward's aiTestcd him. 

Joe. Arrcstsd your father; for what? I'll pay (he 
debt. 

Rob. Yen pay ihree hundred pounds? 



ni3 



TBE TURNPIKE OATE. 



/oi. Af, d-« ! «hrM thoQBand if he need It 

JKok Tee; bat when? ..«,„, 

/oe. Wby,nowi tli»tli,whenlh»wlt TeU'em 
X*U tail him. 

Bob. Yea, bat yoa are only one ? and thoagh one 
friend be » rare thing, a poor man in troable maat 
find two, and both hoaBekeeperai 

Jot, D— n it that'a onhicky t Shlpmatea, are either 
of yoa hoosekoepera ? 

laaO. Na 

Joe, I feared aa maeh : bok no matter; go, tdl 
yoar aiater, her dear William'a alire and weU. 

Rob. LieatenantTraTeraaliTef 

Joe. Ay, yoa dog; alive and promoted: now yoa 
kuow, go tell her the whole atory, every partioolar. 
Hip, ddp, jamp, ran. fPuaftbia Mm off.) TeU her 
be nerer waa dead. What ahall I do tor another 
^aU? 

Enter HENBT. 

1 woald aak this lubber, bat d— e t if X ever aak a 
fdkToarof a aeaman who deserts hia ooontry's oaase. 
tliera'a yoar tnmk. Had I known yoa before, I 
«roald not have fetched it Yoa a aeaman ? yoa be 
•-bemt 

Benrp. What*B the matter, man t 

1 SaO. Oh, here he i& Noble Captain, tor so yoa 
fiow are, we have broaght 

Benrg. Hash, for yoar liTea. 

Joe. Eht what? 

Bemy. Take ap that tnmk, and follow me 
quickly. 

iSzit; Saaortfi>aotrin9. 

Joe. Oh, for a douse of the face now t To be sure 
Tm not dreaming: it surely must— D— e! here 
goes, in spite of spUnters and stiff knees. {Sings and 
donees.) What an infernal blockhead 1 moat be.( If 
the bailiff and attorney won't take my word for 
the bail, ru blow up one, and TU sink the other. 

[ExU singing and dancing. 

Enter OBAOE, from ihe Admiral, with a mug in 
his hand, singing. 

Sir R (WUkmO.) Where are all my Berranta ? 

Crack, There's Sir Edward. 

8ir E. (WUhoa*.J (Hi the cnrrlde ready imme- 
diately. 

OraeL Ob, lord I I shall be blown here. Quiz is 
the word. 

Enier SIB EDWABD DASHAWAY. 

Sir R Now, if old liaythom ia arrested, Mary, I 
think, is mhne. {Seeing OraeL) Where did you learn 
mnsic? 

Crack. Nowhere, sir; it*a a gift I was always 
too quick to learn. 

Sir E. Yet you aeem tolerably knowing. 

Cradi. Yes, sir, knowing, but not wise : as many 
have honoor witboat Tirtae. Gome, he does not 

{Atide.) 

PEGGY peeps from " The Admiral** 

Sir E. Hiss ICaryl Sare^ there's no one at 
home. 
Crack. ^0, air; no one at al}: «o that there's no 



oooaaion f or yoor mntela. And If 11mm wete, yoa 
yon would not get it {Aeids.) Yon eee» air. I am 
np. 

XM«r8]CABT,AaiNV. 

SmarU Oh, air, ttiere'a line work. Joe and two 
other Bailors, and young Bfaythom, haTereeooed 
the old man, and are an gone to the Lodge tai 
triumplL 

5r E. To the lodgel tor what? Ia llaiy with 
them? 

Sttart, Yea, air. 

Sir E, Follow me immediately. 

iSxUtpUk Smart. 

Crack. Yob ; we'll all follow to the Lodges becaoae 
the ale ia good. 

Peg, (Coming forward.) Hoity, toityl he*a very 
anziona about BClaa liaythom, methinka. 

Cfraek. Yea ; he waa going to take her to Lon- 
don; but I took up a wlieel, and let go a horse. 

J*et. Take lier to London ? 

Cfrack. Yes he waa; and yon don*t like It ; your 
Btockinn are yellow : yoa are Jealona. 



Peg. Jealoua! jealoua of her! Oh, y 
he shall never speak to me again : 1*11 follow, i 
teUhimaoi 

1 Voiee. CWUhouL) Why, gate, I aay. 

S Vatei, Are the folkaaleep ? ¥niy, gateu 

{Other voices heard) 

Craek. 1 think Pll open the gate, and poeket the 
pence. (2V»m.) By the lord, it*s locked, and the key 

gone. (lYaveller and horse appear alt the gate.) And 
ere come a dozen pack-horses ; an old woman 
and a basket of eggs, on two tubs of batter, thrown 
across a fat mare, with half-*HSoaen turkeya, and 
all their legs tied. 

I Voice. Gate, Jsajft «Ay, gate! 

3 Voice. Gate I 
i Voice, eaut 

4 Voice. OaUI 

Peggy. Like bells thtif ring the changeover. 

One, two, three, four; one, two, three^ /bar 
Thejf can't come through. 

Crack. Pray heUdj^mr prat^ 

Peggy. What eon we dot 

Voices. Open ihe gate. 

Crack. No,no;we can't ; hut, if fou please. 

You'll go round (luagwUre Lane with eeue. 

Peggy. Turn by the hawUtom, near the mUi, 

Crack. And if you stick ftV mud, stand dttt, 

l^eggy. When got half-way, beyond all doubt. 

Crack. Each st^ you take, you're n 



lYoUie,rUberev0ng'd/ Must I with load 

Be stopped here on the King*s high roadt 

i Voice. Ee'npoor folks map find tow, fm told^ 



Crack. AMdiM^LUHi,ify&u'UAndgoUL 
iTaif, th&uldpou need, pm eUly ^f: 
For ifoldyou*U get the DeoH MmeOft 

Voices. Fer y&wr odoke 9ur thongs are due. 

We mutt 90 rmmd, we can't get through. 

Crack it Peg. Tou must go round, you can't come 
through, 

iSxewni, 



SCENE IV.— 3%« <MtA of the Lodge. 

enter OLD UATTHOBN, M ABT, BOBBBT, JOE, 
emdateward, 

^ Joe. (Singing.) *«We*Il sing aUtde^ and latigb a 
Uttto,'* Ac Your dear WilUam'a aUre, and well, my 
•week girl, with his Ilinbt whole, and hla lore true, 
my life ont So, hang it! don't bejMd now the snn 
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IM. Oh, *tis her joy, man, that makes her sad 
now. IsnotitfUary? 

Mtny. And did the keeper kindly say he wonld 
•atiarySirfedward? 

/oc He did, my old friend. 

A Sttihrmtert, and taket Steward of. 
Ton see, I fancy he has sent for the steward for 



i/lsrjr. Ob, Joseph 1 yon are our better angel. 
Heavens! here's Sir Edward. 

Enter SIB EDWABD DASHAWAY: 

SirE. Heyday! what does all this mean? 

Joe. Mean! that Mr. Blont is going to answer 
your demandi on the old man here. 

Sir E. He answer ? Where's my steward ? 

Joe. Stepped to yoar keeper, to overhaul accomitB, 
and prepare a receipt for yoo, I take it. 

Si9' E. Without my concurrence. Order the 
bailiir to take old Maythom into custody imme- 
dtotely. 

Ro^ (ftt^ before hU faster.) No, I don't tbink 
he'll do that again. 

SirE. Indeed, sir! and which of these feUows 
was it who dared to effect a rescue t 

Enter HENBY, in his real character of GAFTAIN 
TBAVSBS, dressedin Ms un^ftormi SUwardfoOom, 

Trav. That fellow, sir, was I; and ready to an- 
swer it in any way yon think proper. 

Mary. Heavens! my William! 

SfViov. My dearest Mary. 

Joe. Did not I tell you he- was right and Ugbt? 
Now, then, dear decks. 1 suppose ne won't sur- 
render without a rumpus. 

{Mory is shocked} Old Maythom and leavers 
support her.) 

Sir E. So, so! a champion in disguise. And 
pray, sir, on what authority have yon done this ? 

Trav. On one, sir, paramount to any you possess 
— a will of tbe late admiral 

SirE. AwUlf 



Trao. Ay, sir, a wiU; bj^ wy^h this lady, and not 
you, (as you have for some time snraosed,) succeeds 
to his estates. Your attorney, who holds it in his 
hand, will inform you of particulars. 

SirE. Theddvill 

Trav. Oonsnlt him ; and the sooner yon give nos- 
session the better. *^ 

(Steward solicits Sir Edward^s attention ; they 
retire.) ' 

Joe. Ay, ay, sheer off, or d— e I but you must 
bear a broadside. 

Trav. Pardon, my dearest Mary, this trial of your 
constancy. The report of my death prompted this 
stratagem, for which I ask— 

Enter OBACK and PEOOY. 

CrtKk. By the lord, the folk at the turnpike are 
aUstomwd. 

Joe. Stop your month. 

(Stopping it.) 

Crack. Eh 1 what ? oh ! (Joe takes Peggy and Crack 
aside, and tOls what has ht^ppenedt Sir E. and Steward 
adocMce,) 

Steward. 'Tls even so, indeed! 

(Gives Heavers the wilt.) 
Trav. 1 hope, Sir Edward, you are satisfied. 
Sir E. This is not the place to dispute it, sir. 
Order my curricle ! I'U set off tanmediately for 
town. 

lExit. 
^Craek. (CaUing after Mm.) You had better go in 
the malL They^ll be some time gettingthe curricle 
ready. Won't you follow your swain, Miss Peggy ? 
Peg. Pr'ytiiee, be quiet I hope young Mr. May- 
thom here— 

(Putting Robert's coat and making a courtsey.) 

Sob. Hem! Paws off, if yon please, my Lady Sir 
Edward Dashaway. It's my turn now. However, 
if in a year or two's time— 

Peg. Dear heart ! a year or two is such a long— 

Sob. Oh ! if you are not content— 

Peg. Yes, I am— I am content 

Trav. Ay, ay, contented all; and while friends 
and fortune continue thus to smile, let us in love 
and harmony manifest our gratitude. 



FINALE. 

Trav. Love's ripen' d harvest, now we'U reap. 
My fancied dream's reality; 
Here Mary still the gate shall keep, 
I mean-Hif hoepitalUy. 
Mary. And for the tatk, the toU I ask 
Still min€^ of my lot of late,) 
Is from this court a good report, 

(f o the audience.) 
To-^norrow, of our Turnpike Gate. 

Peg. We bar-maids, like the lawyers, find 
Words at the bar for toUs wiUflow; 
Some we in cash take, some in kind^ 
At aU toll-bars no trust you know. 

Bob. The doctor, too, 'tis nothing new. 
Will hard'y tver tolls abate ; 
Then give us, pray, on this highway, 
fcur leave U ki^ the Turnpike Cote. 
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dnek; /4laa*«ft#teM«ten^M6dle, I Joe. Thai, Hntt^HU^mtr^mtmirf you here 

And mi ml ttt an ymtfrteafMif I Paynotngehtq toUt, in ev'r^ stoUi 

Oryom UMJoff tk» married rh^fy I {Htufyend, we pray, the toll to pap 

Qh, m, y$m"r$ no^ upon mytmUi I Sen nightly at out TumpUtt €hUa* 
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EVADNE; OR, THE STATUE. 

A TRAGEDY, IN THREE ACTS. 

ALTERED FROM RIVERS AND SHIRLEY, BY RICHARD LALOR SHEIL. 
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Col.-^*^ B.A. ! MY SISTER ! '-^Act ii, scene 1. 



sons ^e|Tesenteb. 



Kino of Naples. 
LuDovica 

Ck>I.OK£rA. 



VjCBNTIO. 

Spalatro. 
Otfiger. 

Bczm— Naples. 



Servant. 

EVADNS. 
OUVIA. 



AOTI 

SCENE L'^The Palace of the King of UTapIes. 

The KING, SPALATEO, dnd Courtiers, 4'c., and 
Guards discovered. 

King, i^aUd.) Didst say the Marquis of Colonna 
prays admission to our presence ? 

8pdl. Ay. my liege. 
He stands in the ante-chamber, with a brow 
As Item as e'er was knitted hi the folds 

Vf% 81— Tbs Bbiush Dbika. 



Of ranc'rous discontent 

King. I have noted oft (Comes /ortMrd.) 
His absence from the Gourik,the whiok I deem 
His envy of our true Ludovico. 

8pal, Deem it no little benefit, my liege : 
His deep and murky smile ; his gather'd arms, 
In whose close pride he folds himsetf ; his raw 
And pithy apothegms of scorn have made biia 
Om' Uughter and our hatred : we are all 
Grown weary of this new Diogenes, 
Who rolls his hard and new philosophy 
Against all innocent usage of th« •'Miii 



im EVADNE; OB, 

King. We mofit not bid him hence -^be has a 
Bister— 

J^Ml The falrJSyadnel— 

King. Fairer than the mom. For her sake 
We giye him ample scorn— bear his bitter gibes. 

Col. (Without.) I'll hear no more. 
Oolonna does not often importune 
With bis unwelcome presence. Let mo pass— 
For oBoe I most be heard. 

EtOer two Courtiers and COLONKA. 

Hyliegel- 

1 Court Holdback! 
What right hast thou to rash before the sight 
Of sacred royalty? 

CoL The right Ibat all 
Good BubjectB ought to haYe^to do him servioe. 
My liege— (COurtien retire.) 

King. Yoa we welcome— 
And wonid yoa had broo^t your lovely sister, 
too. 

CMLMysist«r,didyoany? My tisteiv sir ? . 
She is not lit for ooort ; the would be eaUed 
(For she has somethtog lett of nature still) 
A simple creature here : 
She is not fit for conrtiL and I have hope 
SheiwTerwiU: bat lelit pass «-leome 
To imnlore a f aTour of yoa. 

King. Whatso«*ar 
Oolonna praya, sure cannot be refused. 

CoL The favour that I ask ia one, my liege, 
That princes often find it hard tQ grant 
Tls sim^ this: that you will hear the truth. 

King. jProoeed, and play the monitor my lord. 

CoL I see yonr oonrners here do stand amazed. 
Of them I first would speak : There is not one 
Of this wide troop of glittering parasites 
That ctrde yoa, but in sool 
Is your base foe. These Bmllers here, my liege«- 
These tweet, melodious flatterers, my Uege— 
That floorish on the flezibiUty 
Of ttMir soft coostenanoes— are tbe Termin 
That haunt a prince's ear with the false buzz 
Of Tillanons assentation. These are they 
Who from your mind have floated every thought 
Of the great veal of the people. These are they 
Who from yonr ears have shut the public cry, 
And with the poisoned gales of flattery, 
Create around yon a foul atmosphere 
Of nnresounding densenesa, through the which 
Their loud complaints cannot reverberate, 
And perish ere they reach you. 

King. Who comjdains — 
Who dares complain of us? 

CoL All dare complain 
Behind yon— I before yoa Do not think 
Because yon load yonr people with the weight 
Of camels, they possess the camel's patience. 
A deep groan labours in the nation's heart: 
The very calm aod stillness of the day 
Gives angary of Uie eartiiquako. All without 
Is as the marble, smooth ; and all within 
Is rotten as the carcase it contains. 
Thoogh ruin knock not at the palace gate^ 
T«t will the palace gate unfold itself 
To ruin's felt-shod tread. 

King. {Atidi.) Insolent Tillain I 

CoL Tour gorgeous banquets, your luxuries, your 
• pomps. 
Tour pHlaces, and all the sumptuousneiia 
Pt paiiiicd royalty wU mtll avva^, , 
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As in a theatre the glittering scene 
Doth vanish with the shifter's magic hand. 
And the mock pageant perishes. Hylieffe^ 
A single virtnotii aodon bath more worth 
Than all the pyramids ; and glory writes 
A more enduring epitaph upon 
One generons deed, than the saroophagns 
In which Sesostris meant to sleep. 

SpoL {Coming forward.) Forbearl 
It is a subject's duty to arrest 
Thy rash and blasphemous speech. 

King. Let him speak on. 
The monarch who can listen to Oolonna, 
Is not the worthless tyrant he would make ma. 

(Spalatro retires.) 

Col ^deem not y^ that tynat; if I did— 
No I Nature, framing yoa, did kindly mean. 
And o'er your heart hath i^rtnkled many drops 
Of her best charities. But yoa are led 
From virtaM) and from wisdom far away, 
By men whose every look's a lie— whose hearts 
Are a Iscge heap of cankers, and of whom 
The cU^to a rank traitor I 

King. Traitor ! Whom meanest ihon ? 

Col Toor favourite— your minister, my liege. 
That smooth-faced hypocrite, that— 

Kim* Here he comes ! 

CoL It is the traitor's self— I am glad of U» 
That 10 hli face I may confront— 

Kter LUDOVIOO. 

iMd. (Be advances rapidly to the King.) My liege, 
I hasten to your presence to inform gro«— 
Oolonna here! {Starting.) 

Col. The same; Golonna's here t 
And if you wish to learn his theme of speech. 
Learn that he spoke of treason and of yoa 

Lud. Did ] U3t stand before the hallowed eye 
Of majesty, T ^."iuld teach thee witih my sword 
How to reform ^hy phrase. But I am now 
In my king's presence, and, with awe-struck eoul, 
As if within religion's peaceful shrine, 
Humbly I bend before nim. What, my Uege^ 
Hath this professor of austerity. 
And practiser of slander, uttered 
Against your servant's honour? 

King. He hath called you— 

Cci. Atraitorl and I warn yon to beware 
Of the false viper nurtured in yonr heart 
He has filled the city with a band of men. 
By fell allegiance sworn unto himself. 
There are a thousand rufiOans at his word 
Prepared to cdt our throats. The city swarms 
With murderer's faces, and tho' treason now 
Moves like a mufSed dwarf, 'twiU speedily 
Swell to a blood-robed giant !— If my liege. 
What I have said doth not unfllm your eye, 
'Twere vain to tell yon more. 
I have said, my liege, 
And tried to interrupt security 
Upon her purple cushion ; he, perhaps, 
Will find some drowsy spirit to lay down 
Her opening eyelids into sleep again. 
And call back slumber with a lullaby 
Of sweetest adulation. Fare you wdl. 

Lud. Holdback! 

Col. Not for your summons ; my good lord, 
The courtly uirUuth nutugree with me, 
Aud I respire it painlully. aiy lord, 
Ucur my last word^— Lcware, Ludovicol 



Lud, Villain, come back ! 
Col. I weara Bword, my lord. 



EVADNE; OB, THE STATUE. 

But, mark my speecb-^Colenna's self aball 



{Exit ColoMo. 

Lud. He flies before me; and tbe tight of him 
He dares accuse, cune like the morning sun 
On tbe nigbt-walking enemy of mankiud, 
That shrinks before the daylight-yes, he fled; 
And I woold stqai^t pursue him, and send bsck, 
On my sword's point, bis falsehoods to his hesxt— 
But that I here, before the assembled coar^ 
Would yindicate myself —a traitor i Who, 
In any action of LudoTico, 
Finds echo to that word ? 

King. I cannot think 
Tbon hast repaid me with ingratitude. 

Lud. I do not love to make a boisterous boast 
Of my past serrices; what I did 
Was but my duty. Yet would 1 inquire 
If he who lias fought your battles— who oft 
Has back to Naples, from the field of fight, 
Led your triumphant armies- 
He whose band 

Hatfa lined the oj^pressive diadem with down, 
And ta*en its pressure from tbe golden round ; 
If he, whose dieek ha^, at the midnight lamp^ 
Grown pale with study of his prince's weal, 
Is like to be a traitor? Who, my liege, 
Hath oft transpierced 
The hydra-hea4ed monster of rebellion, 
And stretched it bleeding at your feet f Who oft 
Bath from the infuriate people exorcised 
She talking demon, hberty, and choked 
the voice of clamorous demagogues ? I dare 
To tell yon 'twas Ludovicol 

King. It waa 

Lud. And yet be dares to call me traieor-.he 
whose 
Breath doth taint whate'er it blows upon. 
Ob, my liege, my fortunes grow and flourish 
Bnt in your honoured love ; and 
Your giving audience to this rancorous man, 
"^1^0 envies me the greatness of your smile. 
Hath done me wrong, and stabs me thro* and thra 
A traitor 1— Your Ludovico 1 

King. My lord. 

Lud. iKneels.) Here is my heart. If you have any 
meroy, 
Strike thro' that heart, and as the blood flows 

forth. 
Drown your suspicions in tbe pui-ple stream. 

King. Bise, Ludovico, and do not think 
I have harboured in my breast a single thought 
That cenld dishonour thee. No I 

CRatses and enibraeet him.) 

We have wronged thee, not by doubts 

But by our sufferance of Ck)lumia's daring, and— 

{JOram Ludovico aside.) 

Bnt that I hope that yet 

I may possess me of his sister's chains. 

Lud. There yon have struck upon the inmost 
si^ng 
Of all Colonna's hate ; for in obedience 
To yonr high will, unto her ear 
I bore your proffered love, which he discovering, 
Has tried to root me from my prince's heart 

King. W here thoa shalt ever flourish. But 
|i there hopo, my friend ? 

Imd. Oolonna'^ lovely sist«r shall be yours ; nay, 
moro— 

CJi 



Lead yon to her arms. 

King. But dost not fear 
Her purposed marriage with Vicentto 
May make some obstacle ? 

Lud. Vicentio, too, shall be 
An instrument to crown you wi& her charms. 

King. She did prefer Vicentio. 

Lud. Sbe shall preier your majesty. 

King. Tell her we'll shower all honour on her 
head. 
And here, Ludovico, to testify 
That we have given ourselves, bear to her heart 
This image of her king I 

{Giving portraiU 

Lud I am in all yonr servant. 

King. Come, my friends, 

{Oroisei.) 

Let's to some fresh-imagined sport, afad while 
The languid hours In some device of joy 
To help along tbe lazy flight of time. 
And quicken him with pleasure. Ludovico I 
Bemember. 

lExfunt King and Cfourtient $uard$^ Jte. 
Spalairo^ and fwr other Cmupirato^ 
remain behind with Ludovico 

Lud He Is gone. 
And my unloosened sptrit dares again 
To heave within my bosom. Oh, Colonna^ 
With an usurious vengeance I'll repay thee^ 
And cure the talking devil in thy tongue! 
(To SpcUatro.) We are safe, my frienas. 
And in the genius of Ludovico, 
Our enterpriiae shall triumph. 
But Golonna ! Oh. by the glorious star 
Of my nativity, I do not bum 
For empire, with a more infuriate thlra^ 
Than for revenge! 

Spak My poniard's at yonr service. 

(Firtt and Second Conepiratore hedfdretm 
their daggers.) 

Lud Not for the world, my friends ! 
rn torn my vengeance to utility. 
Whom think you 

Have I marked out assassin of the king ? Who but 
Oolonna— 

apal What! Colonna! 

Lud Oolonna I 

Spal Impossible! 
From his great father be inherited 
A sort of passion in his loyalty: 
In him it mounts to folly. 

Lud Yet, Spalatro, 
I'll make a murderer of him ; know yon not 
He has a sister ? 

SpdL Yes, the fair Evadne, 
You once did love yourself. 

Lud There thou hast touched me. 
And I am weak enough to love her yett 
She scorns me for that smooth Vicentio. 
Not only does he thwart me in my love, 
But, well I know his influence in the state 
Would, when the king shall bo no more. 
Be cast between me and the throue-.^He dies I 
Oolonna, too, shall perish, and the crown 
Shall, with Kvadne's love, be mine. 



How now? 



Enter Ojleer^ 



nV ETADNft; Oil, 

om. My lorJ, tbe lady Olivia 
Waits on your hig hneBs. 

Lud. I desired her presence here, 
And will await her coming. 

[Exit Officer. 
With a Btraw 

A town may be conenmed, and I employ 
This woman's passion for Vicentio 
As 1 wonld nse a poison'd pin, to kill. 
Leave me, friends. 

[Spalatro and Courtiers txtunt. 

(Takes wt the King's picture.) Come, kingly bauble, 

Thon now mast be employed. 

Even in this image, he bears tbe soft 

And wanton aspect with the which he bid me 

To cater for his Tillanons appetite ~ 

A ud with what Inznry ?— Kvadne's charmB !— 

Evadne that I love ? He would supplant me, and 
for fhat be dies. 

Yes, royal tmsting master, I will turn 

Those glittering eyes, where love doth now in- 
habit, 

To two dark hollow palaces, for death 

To keep his mooldermg state in. 

He dares to bope that I will 
. Smooth tho bed for his lascivious pleasures I 

But I will *»eh his royalty 

The beds I awke are lasting ones, and lie 

In the dark ohambers of eternity 1 

Enter OLIVIA. 

Oh, Olivia, welcome ! 

At length I have means to make Vicentio thine. 

Straight he returns to Naples— the king doth love 

Evadne, 
Whom the lord Vicentio would wed. 
I will poison his ear that she is flattered by the 

king's passion. 
Look here, this picture of himself which 
His majesty now sends Evadne, you must exchange 
For that of him she loves, it will confirm suspicions 

I shall 
Plant within bis breast, and truly make him thine. 

{Giving h*r the King's picture.) 

OUeia. My own heart 
Tells me, His a bad office, 
But this unhappy passion for Vicentio drives me 

on, 
And makes my soul your thralL Thus I have 

crept, 
Obedient to your counsels, meanly crept 
Into Ifivadne's soft, and trusting heart, 
And coiled myself around her. Thus, my lord. 
Have I obtained the page of amorou8 sighs 
That yon enjoined me to secure. I own 
*Twa8 a false deed, but I am gone too far 
To seek retreat, and will obey you still. 

Lud. And I will crown your passion with the 
flower. 
Of Hymen's yellow garland Trust me, Olivia, 
That once dissevered from Evadne's love, 
He win soon be taught to prize your nobler frame, 
And more enkindled beauty. We.l, 'tis known. 
Ere he beheld the sorceress. 
He deemed you fairest of created things, 
And would have proffered love, had not— -i- 

Olivia. I pray yon, 
With gems of flattery do not disturb 
The fount of bitterness within my soul ;— 
For dropp'd tho* ne'er so nicely, they but stir 
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The poisoned waters as they fall I have 84ld 
I will obey yon. 

Lud. With ttiia innocent page 
WiU I light np a flre within Vinoentio, 
But yon must keep it flaming ; I have ta'en 
Apt means to drive him into jealousy, 
By scattering mmonra (which have reached his 

ear> 
Before he comes to Naples, e'en in Florence 
Have I prepared his soft and yielding niind 
To take the seal that I would flx npon it. 
I do expect him within the fleethdg hour. 
For, to my presence he must come to bear 
His embassy's commission, and be sure 
He leaves me with a poison in his heart 
Evadne's lips shall never snck away. 

Olivia Then will I hence, and if 'tis possible 
Tour bidding shall be done. Vicentio 1 

Enter. VICENTIO. 

Vie. Hail to my lord! 

Lud. Welcome, Vicentio I 
I have not clasp'd your hand this many a day! 
Welcome from Florence. In your absence, sir, 
Time seem 3d to have lost bis feathers. 

File. It was kind 
To waste a thought upon me. Fair Olivia, 

{Crosses.) 
Florence hath dimmed mine eyes, or I must else 
Have seen a sunbeam sooner. 
How does your lovely friend? 

Olivia. What friend, my lord r 

Vic. I trust nought evil hath befallen Evadno, 
That you should feign to understand me not, 
How does my beautiful and plighted love ? 

Olivia. How does she, sir ? I pray you, my good 
lord. 
To ask such tender question of the king. 

lExit. 

Vic. {Aside.) What meant she by the king? 

Lud. Yon seem, Vicentio, 
O'ershadowed with reflection— should you 
Not have need some soft, detaining phrase to one 
Who should, at least* be pitied ? 

Ftc. I came here 
To re-deliver to your hands, my lord, 
The high commission of mine embassy. 
That long delayed my marriage. You, I deem 
My creditor, in having used your sway 
In my recall to Naples. 

Lud In return for such small service, 
I hope that you will not forget Ludovioo, 
When in the troop of thronging worshippers. 
At distance you behold his stooping plunio 
Bend in humility. 

Vic. What means my lord? 

Lud. Act not this ignorance— your glorious for- 
tune 
Hath fllled the common month— 
Your image stands already in the mart 
Of pictured ridicule-^ Come, do not wear 
The look of studied wonderment— you know 
Howe'er I stand npon the highest place 
In the king's favour, that yon will full soon 
Supplant the poor Lndovioa 

Vic, I am no (Edipus. 

Lud. You would have me speak in simple phrase ; 
Vicentio, 
You are to be the favourite of the king. 

Vic The favourite of the king I 
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tud, Certes. VIcentio. 
tn our Itftlian coortB, the generous husband 
BeceiTes his monarch's recompensing smile 
That witbalchymio power, con turn the mass 
Of doll opprobrious shame, to oue bright heup 
Of honour and emolument. 
I hid you joy, my lord ; why how is this ? 
Do yon not yet conceive me ? Enow you not 
Too are to wed the mistress of the king '; 
Cdonna's sister— ay, I have said it, sir, 
Now, do you understand me ? 

Vic. VUlain, thouliest! 

Lud. What, are you not to marry her? 

Fie. Thonliest! 
Tho* thou wertten times what thou art alroady, 
Not all the laurels heaped apon ihy head 
Should save thee from the lightning of my wrath ! 

Lud. If it were my will. 
The movement of my hand should beckon death 
To thy presumption. But I have proved too oft 
I bore a fearless heart, to think you dare 
To call me coward ; and I am too wise 
To think I can reyenge an injury 
By giving yon my life. But I compassionate. 
Nay, I have learned to esteem thee for a wrath, 
That speaks th j nobld nature. 
Fare wee well I 

(Crosses.) 

Thy pulse is now too fevered for the cure 
I honestly intended ; yet, before 
I part, here take this satisfying proof 
Of what a woman's made of. 

{Gives him a letter.) 

Vic. It is her character I 
Hast thou shed phosphor on the innocent page, 
That it has turned to lire ? 

Lud. Thon hast thy fate. 

Vie, *Tl8 signed, ''Eyadna'* 

Lud. Yes, it is— farewell! 

Vic. For heaven's sake, hear me. Stay.— Oh, 
pardon me 
For Uie nab. utteranoe of a frantic man ; 
Speak, in meroy speak t 

2^. I will. 
In meroy speak, indeed— In mercy to 
That ferrid generosity of heart 
That I behold within thee. 

Tie. From whom is this ? 

JAtd. From whom? Look there I 

Vie. Evadne! 

Lud. 'Tis written to fhe king, and to my hand. 
For he is proud of it, as if it were 
A banner of high victory, he bore it, 
To evidence his valour. It is grown 
His cup-theme now, and your Evadne's name 
Is lisped with all the insolence on his tongue 
C>f satiated triumph— he exclaims— 
The poor Vioentio ! 

Ffc. The poor Vicentio: 

Lud. What, shall he murder him ? {Aside.) no, 
no^ Colonna. 
The poor Vicentio— and he oftentimes 
Cries, that he pities you I 

Ftc. HepiUesme! 

LwL I own that some time I was infidel 
To all the bombast vaunting of the king. 
But— 

Ffc. 'Tls Evadne. Look you, my lord : 
Thus as I rend tha cursed evidence 
Of that vile woiaMi*a falsehood ; thus I cast 
Ky love ial9 D^iS Vftylfl and as I tread 



Upon the poison 'd fragments of the snake 
That sthigs me into madness, thus, Ludovico» • 
Thus do X trample on her. 

Lud. Have you ne'er heard. 
For 'twas so widely scattered in the voice 
Of common rumour, that the very wind, 
If it blew fair for Florence — 

Vie. I have heard 
Some whispers which I long had flung away 
With an incredulous hatred from my heart; 
But now, this testimony has conjured 
All other circumstances in one vast heap 
Of damned certainty. Farewell, my lord. 

{Crosses.) 

Lud Hear me, Vicentio. 
Vengeance is left you still ; the deadliest, too, 
That a false woman can be made to feel : 
Take her example ; be not satisfied 
With casting her for ever from your heart. 
But to the place that she has forfeited. 
Exalt a lovelier than - but I perceive 
Tou are not in a mood to hear me now- 
Some other time, Vicentio, and, meanwhile, 
Despite your first tempestuous suddenness. 
You will Uiink that I but meant your honour well 
In this proceeding. 

Vk. I believe I owe you 
That sort of desperate gratitude, my lord, 
The dying patient owes the barbarous knife. 
That delves in throes^of mortal agony, 
And tears the rooted cancer from his heart. 

[Hxeunt. 
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Enter EVADNE, looking at a miniature. 

Evadne. 'Tls strange he comes not. Thro* the 
city's gates 
His panting courser passed before the sun 
Had climbed to his meridian, yet he comes not - 
Ah, Vicentio, 

To know thee near me, yet behold thee not, 
Is sadder than to think thee far away ; 
For I had rather that a thousand leagues 
Of mountain ocean should dissever us. 
Than thine own heart. 

Enter OLIVIA. 

Sure, Vicentio, 

If thou didst know with what a pining gaze 

I feed mine eyes upon thine Image here, 

Thou wouldst not now leave thine Evadne's love 

To this same cold Idolatry. Olivia ? 

OHviek I have stolen unperceived upon your 
hours 
Of lonely meditation, and surprised 
Your sort soliloquies. Nay, do not blush. 

Evadne. You mock me, fair Olivia ; I confess 
That musing on my cold Vicentio's absence, 
I quarrelled with the blameless ivory. 

Olivia. He was compelled as soon as he arrived. 
To wait upon the great Ludovico. 

Taies Vicentio's picture.) 

What a sweetness plays 

On those half-opened lips I He gazed on you 

When those bright eyes were painted. 
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JSvadtie. Ton bftra gol 
A heart to frae of oftr«, thftt yoa em mock 
Your penBive friend with each light merrlmeni 
Bathftrk; I hear » step, 

(Croutt.) 

Olivia. (Aiidt.) Now f ortnne aid me 
In her precipitation. 

Evadne. It is himself:— -vrell I know 
My lord Vleentio hastens to mine eyes I 
The piotare ; pr'ythee give it back to me« 

OlMa. It is In Tain 
To stmggle with yon, then \ with what a grasp 
Yon rend it from my hand, as if it were 
Vicentio that I had stolen away. 

(Oivti her (h$ki$tg*s picture, fphieh $he ha$ 
euMituted, and which Evadne plaeet in her 
bosom.) 

Itrinmx»h! (Aiide.) I most leave yon, 
Nor interrupt the meeting of yoor hesrts 
By my ofBoions presence. tSsrii. 

Evadne. Swiftly he passes ihrovgh (fteeoloimadel 
Oh, Vicentio, 

Thy coming hears me joy as bright as e*er 
Beat through the heart of woman. 

Enter VIOBNTIO. 

Are you then come at last?— do I once more 
Behold my b08om*8 lord, whose tender sight 
Is necessary for my happiness 
As light for day ! 

Vie. Unde:) I>is8embling woman? 

Evadne. How is this, my lord ? Yon look altered. 

Vk, But you do not look altered— would yon 
did! 
Let me peruse the face where loveliness 
Stays, like the light after the sun is set. 
Sphered in the stOlneis of those heaten-Une eyes, 
The soul sits beautiful; the high white front, 
Smooth as the brow of Pallas, seems a temple 
Sacred to holy thinking t and those lips 
Wear the sweet smile of sleeping Infancy, 
They are so innocent Oh, Evadne, 
Thou art not altered'^would thou wert! 

Evadnt. Vicentio I You are not well, Vioentia 

Vie. In sooth, I am not There is iti. my breast 
A wound that mocks all cure— no salte, nor loio- 

dyna 
Nor medicinal herb, can e'er allay 
The festering of that agonizing wound 
You have driven into my heart ! 

Evadne. I? 

Vie. Why did you ever tell me that yon loved 
me? 
Why was 1 not in mercy spumed away, 
Scorned, like Ludovico? For unto him 
You dealt in honour, and despised his love. 
But me you soothed and flattered— sighed and 

blushed— 
And smiled and wept for yon oan weep ; (even 

now) 
To stab me with a falsehood yet miknown 
In falsest woman's perfidy ? 

Evadne. Vicentio, 
Why am I thus accused? What h«ve I done ? 

Vie. What I— are you grown already an adept 
In cold dissimulation ? Have you stopped 
All access from your heart into your face f 
Do you not blush ? 

Evadne. I do, indeed, for you. 

KiV;. ThekingI 



Evadne. The king? 

Vie. Gome, come, conf<lstt fti <m^ 4tid HHf H 
high 
Upon your towering forehead— e#ell y oht por(^ 
Away with this unseemly bftiihful<ies«— 
Confront the talking of the busy world-^ 
Tell them yon are vbA mistress of the klti|(^ 
Tell them yon are Colonna's sister, too ; 
But hark you, madam, do not sajp 
Yon are vicentio's wife. 

Evadne. Injurious man! 

Vic The very whids from the four parts (»f htefen 
Blew it throughout the city. 

Evadne, And if "-" gftl ft 
Cried, tmmpet-tongued, that I wa« (Uao to yoa« 
You should not have believed it 
Who dares to stain a womaii*i aon^^. 
Does her a wrong as deadly as tfio brand 
He fears npon himself. Go, go, Yiceniio ; 
Yon are not what I deemed yoA ! Mistress 1 Fie 1 
Go, go, Vicentio I Let me not b<$hoId 
The man who has reviled me wiin a ^ou^i 
Dishonouring aa that toe I iCrottek.) Oh, InbeenUo, 
Do I deserve this of jrou 1 T^i^J:) 

FtelflhadwroAgMher— 

Evadne. I will not stoop 
To vindicate myself— dare to tuspeci me i 
My lord, I am to guess that yon came here 
To speak yonr aonVs revolt and to demanA 
Your plighted vows again? Ifforthlii 
You tarry here, I freuy give you bacAc 
Yonr late repented faith. FareWcU for ever. 

Vie. Evadne I 

Evadne. Well, my lord? 

Vie. Evadne, stay! 

Evadne. Vicentio! 

{With a loot qfr^proa^inff rmiutraim.) 

Vie. Let me look in thy fAoe. ' 
Oh, 'tis impossible. I wae hignoeked 
And cheated by that villain. Nothing false 
Sure ever looked like thee— and yet^ wOk fhoi 
But swear— 

Evadne. What should I swear? ^ 

Vie. That yon did not 
Betray me to the king. 

Evadne. Never? 

Vic. Nor e'er 
Didst write in love to him? 

Evadne. Oh, never, never! 
Some villain hath abused ttiy eredaldtn amv 
I must hence betimes 

To chase these Mots of sorrow ttoA i^y fae#s 
For if Colonna should behold me weep- 
So tenderly doee he love me~that I f Ar 
His hot tempestuous nature. Why, Vi6exrtloi 
Sv> you still wrong with a wtldered eye 
That sheds suspicion ? 

Vie. I now remember 
Another circumstance Ludovico 
Did tell me as I came. (Aside.) I do not $ee 
My picture on her bosom. 

Evadne. Well? 

Vic When I departed hence, about your neck 
I hung my pictured Ilkenesa 

Evadne, Vicentio, I have piDow0d yonr deaf 
image on a heart 
You should not have distrusted. 
Here it is. 

(Oivee him the King'ipicttire/ivtk ktt fioJ^m.} 
And noW| my lord, suspect me if ^on caik 
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Vie, (Statiing.) A borrid phantom, more ae- 
cursea tiian e*er 
Tet crosMd the ileep of trteuzy, stares at me I 
Speak, speali: at once! 
Or— let it bUst thee, too ! 

(Shorn her the picture.) 

EtadM. Sure soma dark spell-^ 
Some fearful witchery. I am straok to ashes. 
TlanotVicentioI 

Vk, It is the Eiiif 4 

Evadne. Ho, no— it eannot bet 
Give not tby eenses oredenoe^ Oh, 
I am confoonded* maddened— lost! 
*Tis Bfft reality th^t stares upon me-» 
Oh, hide it from my«ight 

Tie. Chance has Detrayed thee, 
And saves my perilled honour. Here, fhoa all 

fraad— 
Thon mass of painted perjury— thon woman t 
I have done with thee, and pray to heaven 
I ne'er may see thee more. But hold, 
Becall that wish agate. The time will eome 

hen I would look on thee ! then, Evadne, then, 

hen the world's soom is on thee, let me see 
The*, old in youth, and bending 'neath the load 
Of sorrow, ncrt of time— then let me see tbee^ 
And mayst thou, as I pass, lift up thy head 
But once from the sad earth, and then 
Look down again for oyer I 

iBxiU 

Enter COLOMNA in time io tee VicwHo. go <^ff, 

EvadM, (AijSrat noi peraehitig thtU he it gone, and 
recovering fl-om her ttupe/acfion, I will swear I 
Give it back to me— oh, I am innocent I 

(/She rtuhet up to Colomna^ mittakinghim/or 
a mommtfor Vicentio.) 

By heaven, I am innocent! 

Cok Who dares to doubt it— 
Who knows thee of that noble family 
That cowardice in man, or wantQnnesa 
In woman never tarnished ? 

Evadne. (Atide.) He is gone I 

CoL But how is this, Evadne ? In your f aoo 
I read a wildered air in place. 
Of that placidity that ua'd to shine 
For ever on thy holy countenance. 
One of love's summer clouds 
Hath floated o'er you. tbo' 'twere better far 
That it had left no ram drops. What bashappened t 

Evadne. There's nothing has befallen, only*** 

Col. What— only ? 

Evadne. Pardon me, I must begone I 

C^l. Evadne, stay: let me behold yon f«U* 
Why do yon stand at distance ? Nearer still, 
Evadne— 

Evadne. WeU? 

Cok Vicentio— 

Evadne. {Attuming an affected lighinett of manner*) 
Why, Oolonna, 
Think you that I am without my sex's ikrt^ 
And did not practise all the tortorings 
That make a woman's triumph ? 

Col. 'Twas not well. 
I hoped tbee raised aboTO all artifice 
That makes thy sex bat infancy matured. 
I was at first inclined to follow him, 
And ask what this might mea|L 

Evetdne. Then he had i^ld W 
Th4t I had played the tyrant. Had ypu seeii ' 



How like the peevish lap-dog he appeared, 
Just beaten with a fan. Ha, ha, Colonna! 
You will find us all alike. Ha, ha I (,Mde.) My 

heart 
Will break! 

IBurtit into teart. 

Col. Farewell! 

Evadne, What would you do? 

Col. Let all the world 
Hold me a slave, and hoard upon my head 
Its gathered infamy-~-be all who bear 
Golonna's name scorn^bligbted-rmay disgrace 
Ghiaw off all honour from my fikmily, 
If I permit an injury to thee 
To 'scape Oolonna's vengeance! 

Evachie, Hold, my brother; I will not leftve thy 
sight 

Cf>t. Then follow me. 
And if thou art abandoned, after all 
Viuentio's plighted faith, thoi) phalt beheld— 
By heavens, an emperor shoiild not do tbee wrong 
Or if he did, though I had a thousand lives. 
I'd give them all to avenge tbea I'll inqotre 
Into this business; and if I find 
Thou hast lost a lover, I wiU give him proof 
I've my right arm, and thou wy brother still. 

lE^eeunt. 



AOTIL 
BOFNEl-^A Street in Naplet. OUvicCthowe. 

Enter LFDOVIOO and VIOENTIO. 

Lvd. There is Olivia's house. 
Fte. Thou hast resolved me. 
I thank thee for thy counsel, and at oaee. 



iOroue*, 



iBxii 



Speed to its dreadful perf ormance^ 

J^nferaSEBYANTl 

'Bides the Lady Olivia in her home? 
Sefvanlt. She does, my lord. 



Vic. Thou sayest, Ludovico, 
*Tis necessary for my ffcme ? 

Lud. No less. 
]^ marrying Olivia, you disperse 
The noises that abroad did sully yoo. 
Of having given consent to play the closk 
To the king's dalliance. 

Tic. Oh, speak of it 
No more, Ludovico. Farewell, my friend, 
I will obey your ooxmsels. 

[Exit into OUvid't honee, 

Lud Fare you well, 
My passionate^ obsequious instrument. 
Whom now 1 scorn so much— I scarcely let thee 
Beaoh to the dignity of beinf hated. 

Enter Hkt EINa* ditguittd. 

King. My faithful BervaBt-«iy Ludoiviool 

Lud. My prince ! 

King. Shall she be mine, Ludovioo ? 

Lud. My liege, 
I marvel not at the impatient throb 
iH restless expectation in your heart 
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And know that not in Tain I toil 

To waft you to her bosom, for Vicentio 

Benounces her for erer, and— but moved 

/ my wise counsels ; hath already prayed 

he fair OUyia's hand. 

King. How didst tfaon accomplish this? 

Lud. I turned to use 
The passion of Olivia. While Evadne traced 

^ letter to Vicentio, suddenly 
le news of his expected coming reached 
Her, and, in the rush of joy, 
Unfinished on the tabla did she leave 
The page of amorous wishes, which the care 
Of unperceived Olivia, haply seized. 
And bore unto mv hand, v icentio's name 
Was drowned in hurried vocatives of love. 
As thus " My lord, my life, my soul," the which 
I made advantage of, and did persuade him 
*Twas written to your highness— and with lights 
Caught from the very torch of truest love, 
I fired the furies* brands— 

King. My faithful friend! 

Lud. Then with your picture did Olivia work 
Sni^ioion into frenzy ; when he came 
From your Evadne's house, I threw myself, 
As if 1^ fortune, in his path ; I urged 
His heated passions to my purposes. 
And bade him ask Olivia's hand, to prove 
How much he scomol her falsehood. Even now 
He makes his suit, for there Olivia dwells, 
And as you came he entered. 

King. But wherein 
Will this promote the crowning of my love? 

Lud. I said Colonna's self should be the first 
To lead you to her arms. 

King. Thou didst, Ludovico, 
The which performed, I'll give thee half my realm. 

Lud. (Aside.) You sfaaU give all ! 

King. Accomplish this, my friend ; 
Than art as the rich circle of my royalty. 
Farewell, Ludovico, I shall expect 
Some speedy tidings from thee— fare thee well! 
To-night, Ludovico. 

{Exit. 

Lud. To-night you perish ! 
Oolonna's dagger shall let out your blood, 
And lance your wanton and high«Bweliing vetais. 
Evadne here! 

Enter EVADNE. 

Evadne. {With $&me agifation.) My Lord Ludo- 
vico— 

Lud. The beautiful Evadne I 
What would the brightest maid of Italy 
Of her poor servant ? 

Evadne. Sir, may I entreat 
Yoar knowledge where Count Vicentio 
*Bide8 at this moment? I have been informed 
Ho 'companied you here. 

Lud If you desired to learn where now he 'bides, 
Xoaa inform yon. 

Evadne, Where, Ludovioo? 

Lud. Yonder, Evadne, in Olivia's house. 

Evadne. Olivia's house ? What would he there f 

Lud. You know 
VicentlD and Olivlaare to-day«« 

Evadne. My lord. 

Lud. Are to be a&iried— 

Evadne. Married? 
Vicentio and Olivia to be married ? 

Lud I am Bo^y that it moves youtbUA— Evadqe *, 



Had I been used as that ingrate, be sure 

I ne'er had provoked like him. I would not thus 

Have flung thee like a poppy from my heart — 

A drowsy, sleep-provoking flower. Evadne, 

I had not thus deserted you ! lExit. 

Evadne. Vicentio! 
Olivio and Vicentio to be married ? 
I heard it—yes, I am sure I did— Vicentio! 
Olivia to be married I— and Evadne, 
WhoM heart was made of adoration— 
Vicentio in her house? there— underneath - 
That woman's roof; behhid.the door that looka 
To shut me out from hope. I wOl myself— 

(Advanomg, tfien cheeking hereelO 
I dare not do it; but he could not 
Use me thus— no, be could not, ha! (JSeet hitn.) 

Enter VICENTIO ^Vvm Ohvia's house, 

Vic. Evadne here? 

Evadne. Would I had been born blind, 
Not to behold the fatal evidence 
or my abandonment! 

Vic. (Adrances.) Does she oome 
To bate me with reproaches; or does she dare 
To think that she can angle me again 
To the vile pool wherein she meant to catch me? 
I'll pass her with the bitterness of scorn. 
Nor seem to know her present to my sight 

{Crosus.) 
Now I am at least revenged. (Going.) 

Evadne. My lord, I pray you -entreat— Vicentio I 

Vic Who calls upon Vicentio? Was it you ? 
What would you with him, for I bear the name ? 

Evadne. Sir, I 

Vic. Go ou. (AsUk.) ril taunt her to the quick. 

Evadne. lily lord, I— 

Vic 1 pray you, speak. I cannot guess 
By such wild broken phrase, what you would have 
Of one who knows you not? 

Evadne. Not know me? 

Vic. No! 
Let me look in your face. There is, indeed. 
Some faint resemblance to a countenance 
Once much familiar to Vioentio's eyes— 
But 'tis a shadowy one. She that I speak ot 
Was full of virtues, as the milky way. 
Upon a frozen night, is thick with stars. 
She was as pure as an untasted fountain; 
Fresh as an April blossom ; kind as loye^ 
And good as infants giving charity! 
Such was Evadne. Fare you well^ 

Evadne. Nylord, 
Is't true what I've heard? 

Vic. What have yon heard? 

Evadne. Speak ? are you to be married ? Let m9 
hear it- 
Thank heav'n I've strength to hear it! 

Vic. I scarce guess 
What interest you find in one that tteems 
Himself a stranger to you, 

Evadne. Sir^— - 

Vic Bntif 
You are indeed solicitous to learn 
Aught that imports me, learn thati, to-dacT. 
Uave asked the fair Olivia's hand, In xdac^ of 
one*— > 

Evadne, You have bedewed with tears. 
So, then, Vloentlo, fame did not wrong you. 
Yon are to be martjj^ ? 

Vifi, To one withiFwhOBe heart as pnre a firQ 
Aa in the shrine of Veata long haa burtied. 



EVADNEi OB, 

Kot the coarse flame of a corraptQd heart, 
Te every worship dedicate aUke-» 
A false, perfldions seeming. . 

Bvadai, Spare your accusations. I am come— 

Vie. Doubtless, to vindjcate yourself. 

Evadne. Oh, no.I 
An aogel now would vainly plead my cause 
Wifhitx Vicent!o*8 heart— therefore, my lord, 
I have no Intent to interrupt the rite 
That makes that lady yours; but I am come 
Thus breathless as you see me— would ^o heav'n 
I could be tearless too I 
Hear all the vengeance I Intend, ril tell you. 
Uay you be happy with that happier maid 
That never could have loved you more than I do, 
Bat may deserve you better ! May your days, 
Uke a long stormless summer, glide away. 
And peace and trust be with you ! 
And When at last yon close your gentle lives, • 
Blameless as they #ere blessed, may you fall 
Into the grave as softly as the leaves 
Of two sweet roses on an axitumn eve, 
Bendath the soft sighs of the western wind; 
For myself, (Sobbing.) I wilLbut pray 
The maker of the lonely beds of peace 
To open one of his deep hollow ones, 
Where misery goes to sleep, and let me in; 
If ever you chance to pass beside my grave, 
I am sure yon*ll not refuse a litUe edgb, 
And if with my friend, (I still will call her so) 
My friend, Olivia, chide you, pr*ythee tell her 
Not to be jealous of me in my grave. 

Vi:. The picture I In your bosom, near your heart. 
There on the very swellings of your breast 
The very shrine of chastity, you raised 
A foul and cursed idol ! 

Bvadne. Tou did not give me time -no, not a 
moment 
To think what viUany was wrought, to make me- 
lt is too late, yon are Olivia's ; 
Ton have renounced me— 

Vk. Co me, confess, confess. 

Evadnt what should I confess? Bal tbat you, 
liiat heaven, 
That all the world seem to conspire against me ; 
Oh, Vlcentio» pr'ythee avoid Colonna's sight I 

Vie. Evadne? 
You do not think to frighten me with his name? 

Evadnt» Ylcentio, do not take away from me 
All that rve left to love in all the world! 
Avoid Colonna's sight to day. I will find 
Some way to reconcile him to my fate— 
m lay the blame upon my hapless headl^-^ 
Only to-day, Vicentio. ' 

Enter COLONNA. 

Col. Ha! My Bister! 
Where is thy dignity ? Were is the pride 
Meet for Colonna's sister ?— hence ! My lord-— i 

Fie What would you, sir? 

Col. Your life:— you are briefly answered. 
Look here, sir. To this lady you preferred 
Your despicable love ! . Long did you woo, 
And when at last bv constant adoration, 
Her sigh revealed that you were heard, you gained 
Her brother's cold assent Well then— no more— 
For I've no patience to repeat by clause 
The wrong that thou hast done her. It has reached 
Oolonna's ear that you have abandoned her— 
It rings thro' Naples, my good lord— now, mark 

me, 
I am her brotherl 



THE STATUE. 



Vt%\ 



. Vtc. Well? 

Evadne. (In centre.) Forbear! forbear! 
I have no injury you should resent 
In such a fearful fashion. I, my brother, 
I am sure I never uttered a complaint. 
Heaved with one sigh, nor shed a single tear. 
Look at me, good Colonnal now, Colonna, 
Can you discern a sorrow in my face ? 
I do not weep-^ do not->look upon me 
While I can smile, Colonna. 

{BurHt into tears.) 
Oh, my brother I— 

Col. You weep, Evadne, but I'll mix your tears 
With a false villain's blood. If you have loft 
A sense of aught that's noble in you still 

Vic. My lord, you do mistake, if you have hop? 
Yicentlo's name was e'er designed to bo 
The cloak of such vile purpose. 

Col. Is't true, my lord, you have abandoned her ? 

Ftc; Is't true, my lord, 
That to the king? 

Col. The king ? 

Vie. And could you think 
That I am to be made an instrument 
For such a foul advancement ? Do yon think 
That I would turn my name into a cloak ? 

Evadne. Colonna, my dear brother. Oh, Vicentio! 
For heaven's sake, I do implore you here— 

Col Sir, you said something, if I heard aright. 
Touching the king ; explain yourself. 

Vie. IwiU! 
I will not wed his mistress 1 

Evadne. (With reproach.) Ob, Vicentio I 

Col Whom mean you, sir ? 

Vie. Look there I 

Col Evadne, ha ? 

Vic. Evadne! 

Col (Croues to centre, and etrikethimwith his glovi.) 
Here's my answer, follow me. 
Beyond the city's gates, I shall expect you. 

lExit, 

Evadne. (/Clinging to Vicentio, tohofuu his sword drawn 

and kneeing to him.) You shall not stir ! 

Vic If from his heart I poured 
A sea of blood, it would not now content ma 
Insolent villain! Dost thou stay me back ? 
Away, unloose me I 

Evadne* Olivitk hear me ; listen to my cry; 
It is thy husband's life that now I plead for ; 
Save, oh. save him ! 

Vk. Then must I fling thee from me. Now I 
am free. 
And swift as lightning on the whirlwind's wings, 
I rush to my revenge ! 

{Exit. 

Evadne. (Who has fallen upon herl knees in her 
struggle with YlOl&liTlO.) Oh, my poor 
heart 1 
Choke not, thou struggling spirit in my breast 
Gear me, Olivia. Olivia, hear me t 

Enter OLIVIA, /r^m her house, 

Olivia. Is*t Evadne calls 
Like one that with a frantic energy 
In fire cries out for life ? 
Evadne. I cry for life — 
Vicentio's life— Colonna's life— Oh, my friend! 
Colonna, maddei^ed at my miseries, 
And I oonfess that I am miserable. 
Hath vowed a horrid vengeance, and even now 
He struck Vicentio I 



Olivia. H«aTMit 

B9adM. I pr*^ee^ look not 
MifldonbtiDgiy apon me. 
HMt thoa not Wmgi to Mve him f 

OlMa. Then &rt aTenged, Evadnel to hlttitlt 
I dare not own it, bnt to thee reveal 
The TneneBs I have practiaed. 

JSeadne. Speak I 

Oliv.a. In the wild tremor of thy Joy, 
I Mlzed adTantage of Yicentio's coming. 
And placed within thine nnraspecting hand— 

Evadne. The portrait of the king ; 
That horrid image that appeared to iUI 
My bosom with perdition. 
*Twa8 you, my friend OltTiat 

OUvia. Bnt I -I myself, 
Will to the king, and bid him send his power 
To interpose between them ; thon, Etadne, 
Wilt speak my gnilt 

Evadne. Oh, my Vicentio 1 
I fly to save and comfort yon* 



SCENE IL-2!^Aiy,an<f Vi€w cfjfaptes, 

EnUr COLONNA and YIOENTIO, wOh thdr 
twotxb drawn. 

Cot. Yonder, my lord, beside the cypress 

Fast by the church-yard, there's a plaoe^ me- 

thinks, 
Where we may 'scape the eye of obserratlon. 
Vie. I follow, sir; the neighbourhood of the 
grave 
Will suit our purpose well, for you or I 
Must take its measure ere the sun be set 

iExmU, 

Enter LITDOVICX), at they (fo off, 

Lud. Ha, there they go! the furies with their 
whips 
Of hissing serpents, lash you to your fata. 
My dull and passionate iool\ yon fall at last 
Into the pit I have dug for you: the grave. 
You grasp the murdering hilt, while I, in thought, 
Already clench the glorious staft of empire. 
I hate you bothl One of you has denounced me ; 
The other, robbed me Of a woman's love. 
They have already entered the grove 
Of funeral cypress. Now they are lost 
Amid the crowded trunks ; and yet a momttt 
And they will be about Itl Now, Vicentio, 
Thy fate la sealed. Colonna'sarm— 
Ha 1 Who comes here i 
Evadne 1 Yes, my eyes deceive me not 
*Twa8 happiest chance that led me to the field. 
'She must be interrupted. Let me think I 
I have it— 

Enier EVADNE. 

Bradtte. Ha, Ludovlcol Oh, speak! ^ 
My lord, my lord— my brother, and Vicentio— 

Lud. .1 know it all ; and I shall thank th« fato 
That made Ludovico the messenger 
Of such blest tidings to Evadne's ear. 
're secure— 
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Evadne. Seenret 
My brother and Vle«ntlo leennt 

iMd, By providential clreumst^CQ, befOlr^ 
Their purpose tras accomplished, both were adiMd* 
And all their furious pastioni ire M nushed 
As the still waters of yon peaceful bay. .. 

Evadne. Where, how. aad When Ww UUfet WkAl 
blessed hand 
Speak, my lord. 

LwL 'Twasll 

Evadne. Yon, Lndovfoof 

£Md. The samel 
Hearing OUvia's marriage with VvaBbO^ 
I saw the dreadful issus, and I flew 
With the strong arm of power to intercept them. 

Evadne. On my knees. 
And at yonr feet I thank yon. 

tKne^eA 

Lud. Beantlfal Evadne I 
lioveliest beneath the skie% where everything 
Orows lovely as themselves. Nay, do not bend 
Yonr eyei^ and hide beneath these fleecy cloofds 
Stars beaming as the evening one, nor turn 
That cheek away, tha^Uke a cold rose»,eeemt 
Besprankt with snow I Kor strive to win from nle 
Those hands, whioh he who formed the lily, formed 
With Imitative whiteness-I will presume. 
For your dear sight hath made a madman qt me. 
To press my rapture here. 

(Eisiee her hand.} 

Evadne. My lord— but no, I will not chide— 
I go to seek my brother. 

Lud. And Vicentio 1 
Yon would fly me thus. 
To rush at once into my rival's arms. 
Nay, do not start: he well deserves thenamek 
I know him by no other. 

Evadne. Sir, I hope 
Yon will not revive a subject that has long 
Between ns been f orgottea 

Lud. What, foigottent 
I did not think to hear It SaidyonfoigfittenI 
Nay, do not think yon leave me ; in remm 
For such small service as I have done to-day, 
I beg yonr audience ; tell me what's forgotten f 
I would hear it from yout lips. 

Evadne. 1 did not mean- 
Forgive, and let me go ? 

ityottuj 

Lud. What, what forgotten? 
Yonr heartlessness to ul the maddening power 
Of the tumultuous passions in my heart t 
What, what forgotten? All the injuries 
You have cast upon my head : the sfings of Are 
You have driven into my sohl— my agonies. 
My tears, my supplications, and the groans 
Of my indignant spirit I I oan hold 
My eurbed soul no more— it rushes ont ! 
¥^hat, what forgotten?— me— Lndovioo? 

Evadne, Ijudovioo. 
What may this sudden ftiry mean? 
Did you not say yon saved Vlcenttp? 

Lud. I will permit yon shortiy tO 0mt}race him— 
I will not long detain yon from his arms— 
Bnt yon will find him grown as cold a lover 
As moonlight statues— his fond arms will hant 
In loosened idleness about your form— 
And from those lips vhere yon were wont 

t'imbibe 
The flerr respiration of the heart, 
You will tottoh the coldnen of the onsmmed now. 
Without its purity. 
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If yon oan wftke bii IxMtii to love agalB, 
I'll liold fon for a sorceress— no, Eyadoe, 
Toa ne'er shall be Vicentio's~but mine I 

Ev€tdM. Yours! 

Lud. Biine ! I have said it, and bef on to-atght 
1*11 Terify the prophesy. Hal 

{Seeing Cohnna.) 
By heayena, it is himself I 
All is acoomplished— and upon my front 
Hethinks I clasp the round of royalty! 
Already do I clasp thee in mine arms ! 
Evadne! There, look there, Oolonna comet, 
And on that weapon flaming from afar 
He bears Uie yengeance of Ludovioo. 

{Exit. 

Enter OOIjONNA, mih his twordbloocfy, 

CoU Eyadaeherel 

Evadne. My brother! 

Col Call me so, 
For I haye proved myaalf to be thy brotl^er. 
liookhereu 

Jgvatfn^ There's blood upon it^ 

CoL And there shoold be. 

^nkIm. Thon hast— 

doL 1 have revenged thee I 

JBvadnt, ViUaini^on hast slaia Vioentiof 

CoL I have revenge4 thee~ 
For any wrong done to my single peU, 
I shonld, perbape, repent me of the deed; 
Bat, for a wrong to taee— Why dost thon look 
Up to the heavens with soeh a bewildered gase ? 

Evadni. To corse thee, n^^self, and all the world? 
Oh, thou hast «lain Vicentio I thon hast slain him 
Who was as dear as life unto my frantio Ijeart, 
IHoaiitiol My lov4I My sofU, my joy, my love t 
Vicentio! Vicenttol 

(Pros$es.) 

Col Thy passionate grief 
Doth toaoh me more than it beseems mine honour. 

Evadne. Oolonna, kill me! 

CoL Fr'ythee, Evadne, 
Let me eonduct thy grief to secresy— 
I mast from hence prepare my speedy flight, 
For now my head is forfeit to the law. 

Enter SPALATBO, with OJker and OuardL 

BpaL Behold him here. Sir, I am sorry for 
The dnty which mine office hath prescribed ! 
Yon are my prisoner. 

CoL Sir, there is need 
Of little words to excuse yon. I was talking 
Of speeding me from Naples, as you came, 
Btat 1 scarce grieve you iatormpt my flight 
Here it my sword. 

&adL You are doomed id death. 

JSvadne. To death ? 

8paL The king himself, 
Hearing yonr combat with Vicentia 
Hath sworn, that who survived, shall by the axe^ 

CoL You speak before a woman. I was well 
Acquaintod with my fate before you spoko it. 

Evadne. Death! must you die, Colouna? 
Oh, no— no— no! not die, sir. 

(Crouee.) 

Col. My sweet sister! 
I pray you, gentlemen, one momont more«> 
This lady Is my sister, and indeed 
My only kin In alt the world. 
And I most die for her sake ! My ew eet sister; 



Evadne. No, my brother— not die, not die ! 

CoL Evadne, sweet Evadne ! Let me hear 

{Evadne becomes graduaUy in$en*0>le.) 
Thy voice before I go— I pr'ythee speak! 
That even in death you may remember me 
Of its fiweet sounds, Evadne— the hat fainted! 
Sir, I have a prayer to yon. 

SpcO. It shall be granted. 

CoL My palace is hard byt'iet some of these 
Gtood guartnans of the law attend me thither. 
Evadne, for thy sake, I am almost loth 
To leave a world, the which, when I am gone^ 
Thou wilt find, I fear, a solitary one ! 

iSxitf bearing Evadne, and followed byJSpdla- 
iro and Quarde.) 



SCENE IIL— il Prison. 

Enter LX7D0VIC0. meeting SPALATBO. 

Lud. Where it Colonna ? Not yet arrived ? 
SpaL Guarded he bore 
Hit titter to hit palace, from the which 
He will be soon led here. 

Lttd. Spalatro, at I passed, a ramour eame, 
Colonna's sword had but half done the work, 
And that Vicentio was not stabbed to death— 
If he still Uves— but tUl I am sore of lt» 
No need to speak my resolution, 
Thou art hie friend. 

8pak Such Tm indeed accounted, 
But, save yourself, none doth deserve the name. 
Lud, Then hie thee hanee^ Spalatro» to inform 
me. 
If yet Vicentio breathes— (iS[patofro crosses.^ tad 

afterwardt, 
ru make tome trial of thy loye to me. 

[Exit £(pakttro. 
Enter COLONNA, Officer, and Ovarde. 

Ck>L Cendnot me to my dungeon ! I have parted 
From all that bound my bosom to the world— » ^ 
Lodovico! 

Lud. The tame. 

CoL Come yon, my loid* 
To swill with drunken tUrst, the poor revenge 
That makes a little mind's ignoble joy? 

Lud. Qoardt, I ditoharge Oolonna from yonr care ; 
He it no more your prisoner— Hence! 

iEseunt Officer and Guards, 
My lord, 
Soch is the vengeance of Lodovico ! 

CoL What it a man doomed to the stroke of 
death 
To understand by this? 

Lud. That I am his friend 
Who called me traitor! 

CoL Such I call yon stUL 

Lud. Well, then, I am a traitor, but Itstent 
Your father wat a tutor of the king. 
And loyalty it your Inheiltanee— 
I am not blind to toch exalted virtoe. 
And I resolved to win Oolonna's heart, 
As hearts like hit are woni Unto the king; 
Soon at Vioentio'sfato had reached mine ear, 
I hastened and implored yonr life. 

CoL My life! 
Well, sir, my life? (Withindifereswe,) 

Lud, Upon my knees I fell, 
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Nor can I speak the joy that In suy heart— 
Leaped, when I heard him say that thon ehonld^st 
live. 

Col. I am loth to owe you gratitude, my lord, 
But, for my sister^s sake, whom I would not 
Leave unprotected on the earth, I thank you I 

Liid. You have no canse.to thank me ; for, Co- 
lonna. 
He did pronounce your death, e'en as he said 
He gave you life. 

Col. I understand yon not 

Lud. Yoar honour's death, Colonna, which I 
hold 
The fountain of vitality. 

Col Qo on! 
1 Boaroe did hear what did concern my life, 
But aught that touches honour-*— 

Lud. Oh, Colonna, 
I ahnoBt dread to tell thee! 

Col. Pr'ythee speak ! 
You put me on the rack ! 

Lud. Wilt thou promise me,— 
I will not ask thee to be cahn, Colonna, 
Wilt promise me, that thon wilt not be mad ? 

Coil. Whate'er it be I will contain myself. 
Yon said 'twas somethbig that concem'd mine 

honour, 
The honour of my house ; he Jid not dare 
To say my blood should by a foul attaint 
Be in my veins corrupted ; from their height 
The mouldering banners of my family, 
Flung to the earth ; the scutcheons of my fame 
Trod by dishonour's foot, and my great race 
Struck from tho list of nobles? 

Lud. No, Colonna, 
Struck from the list of men ! ^e dared to ask 
As a condition for the life, (my tongue 
Doth falter as I speak it, and my heart 
Oan scarcely beave) by Heavens, he dared to ask, 
That^ to his f onl and Impious clasp, thon shonldst 
Yield up thy Bister. 

Col. Hal 

Col. The king doth set a price 
Upontby life, and 'tis thy sister's honour. 

Cd. My sister I 

Lud. Ay, thy sister, Evadne! 

Col. By yon heaven, 
Tho' he were born with immortality, 
I will find some way (o kill him ! 
My sister I 

Lud. Do not waste in idle wrath 

Col My fathers, do you hear it in the tomb ? 
Do not your moulderinf|^ remnants of the earth 
Feel horrid animation fh the grave, 
And strive to burst the ponderous sepulchre. 
And throw it off ?— My sister, oh, yon heavens; 
Was this reserved for me V For me,— the son 
Of that great man that tutored him in arms, 
And loved him as myself?—! know you wonder 
That tears are drooping from my flaming eye-lid ; 
But 'tis the streaming of a burning heart, 
And these are drops of fire— my sister I 

Lud. Now— 
Do you call me traitor? Do you think 
Twas such a crime from off thy country's heart 
To flmg this incubus of royalty ?— 
Am I a traitor? Is't a sin, my lord, 
To think a dagger were of use in Naples ? 

Ca. Thou shaU not touch a solitary hair 
Upon the villain's head 1— his life is mine ; 
His heart Ib grown my property, Lndovico, 
NoM kMiVi Vn \»X myself 1 I wUl, this moment, 



Amid the assembled coort, in face of day. 
Bosh on the monster, and without a sword 
Tear him to pieces I 

{Ooing.) 

lAtd. Nay, Colonna, 
Within his court he might perchance escape you ; 
But, if you do incline to do a deed 
Antiquity would envy, with the means 
He hath furnished yon himself! He means, Co- 
lonna, 
Tn yonr own house that yon should hold to nigh* 
A glorious revelry, to celebrate 
Your sovereign's sacred presence ; and so soon 
As all the guests are parted, yon yourself 
Should lead your sister to hlxn. 

Col. That I should 
Convert the palace of mine anoestors 
Into a place of brothelry— myself ; 
Tell me no more, I pr*yUiee, If thon wonld'st 
I should be fit for death I — 

Lud. In honour be 
A Boman, an Italian in revenge. 
Waste not in Idle and tempestnous sound 
Thy great resolve. The king intends to hear 
The honour of his presence to yonr house,— 
Nay, hold] I'll tell him yon consent— he straigfat 
Will fall into the snare, and then, Colonna, ' 
Make offering of his blood to thy revenge T 

Col. I thank thee for thy warning — 'tis well 
thought on— 
I'll make my vengeance certain, and commend 
Thy wisdom'in the counselling. 

Lud. Then, hie thee hence! 
And make fit preparation for the banquet. 
I'll straight return and tell him yoa're all joy 
In the honour of his coming. 

Col The rlgorons muscles of my clenched hand 
Already feel impatience for the blow 
That strikes the crowned monster to the heart! 

[Exevut. 



ACT IIL . 



SCENE.-.^ vast hall in Colonna's Palace, JUleduith 
statues. The moon streams m through the Gothic 
mindows, and appears to Jail upon Hie statues. A. 
chamber door at the back. 

Enter LUDOVICO and the KINO. 

Lud. This is the way, my liege. Colonna bade 
mo 
Conduct you to your chamber, while he went 
To seek the fair Evadne. ^nd conduct 
Her to your highness' anns. 

King. Lndovico, thou hast proved thyself, to- 
day 
The genius of my happier destiny : 
Thee must I thank, for 'twas thy rarer wit 
Did guide me on to heaven. 

Lud. (Aside.) I'll send you there. 

King. When first I heard Vicentlo fell beneath 
The hot Oolonna's s^ord, I do confess 
It smote me sore ; but now 'tis told abroad 
That he hath passed all peril. 

Lud. I am glad 
His death doth not conduct you to yonr joya 
Vicentio bears a slight unarming wotmd 
That sheds his hlood, but perils not his lif9 ; 
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But let him pass ; let not a thought of him 
Flit roond the coach of love. 

Kinff. Qood night, my friend; 
And, pr'ythee, bid Colonoa swiftlj lead her 
To the expecting transports of my heart 

Lu4. I will bid him speed her coyness. 

King. Hie thee, Ludovico, 
For every moment seems an age. 

[Ejcit into chamber, 

Lud. An age! 
For you, nor minute, hour, nor day, nor year, 
Nor age shall shortly be. 
'Tie now the dead of night That sounds to me 
Iiike an apt word; for nature doth to me 
Show, like a giant corse; his mighty world, 
Its wide and highly-vaulted sepulchre, 
And yonder moon a tomb-lamn, When the kiug 
Liee dead to boot, all things will then appear 
In a more fnll proportion. Ha ! he comoH ! 
My dull and nnoonsdoas instrument— Colonnal 

Enter COLO^TNA, with a dagger. 

Welcome, my friend, for such I dare to call 

yon. 
The king's already to his bed retired, 
Where death will be his paFamour. 

CoJ. I have heard 
Vicentlo was not wounded unto death. 
Would this were sooner known. 

Lud. Why, my good lord? 

CoL Becauee the king would not have offered 
me 
Such an indignity, nor should I now 
Tread into murder. 

Lud. Murder I I had hoped 
Ton would not on the threshold of the deed 
Stay tottering thus. One would deem 
It was a deed of sin, and not of honour, 
That yon had undertaken. 

Col By yon heaven, 
I cannot stab him like a slate that's hired 
To be a blood-ehedder 1 I cannot elench 
Thia hand, aoooitomed to a soldier's sword, 
Around this treacherous hilt, and, with the other. 
Squeeze the choked spirit from the gasping throat, 
Then kneel upon hie boeom, and press out 
The last faint sigh of life 1 Down, damned steel ! 
Fit instrument for cowards! {Throws down the 

dagger*) I will play 
A warrior*8 part, and arm him for the flght ! 
Qive me thy sword, that I may put my defence 
Into the tyrant's hand, and nobly kill him ! 
Come forth ! 

(Going ) 

Lud. Hold, madman, hold! What wouldst thou 
do? 

Col. Bravely encounter him, not take his life 
Like a mercenary stabber. 

Lud. Hast thou thought 
That he may be the victor, too ? 

Col My death 
Will not he thought inglorious. 

Lttd. There's some praise 
In falling by the band of royalty 1 
But when you are laid within your sepulchre, 
And rot most honourably, then I fear mo) 
A lesser shame will not befall your house * 
For all the graven marbles on your tomb. 
Your sisters- 
Cot Hal 

Lud. Your sister will not And, 



When you are dead, a bulwark in your grave. 
Where will she find a guardian arm? Thtoe arm 
Will be the food of the consuming worm ; 
While in the hot embraces of the king— 

Col. I did not think on that 

Lud. But I perhaps mistake you all this uhfle 
You had better thought upon the dignity 
He means your house. 

Col You do not dare— 

Lud. I dare to tell you this: 
Who can forgive such injni^ as thine, 
Hath half consented to it Mow is it 
The glorious resolve hath cooled within ttite? 
Hath anything befallen that should have blown 
On tiie red iron of thy heated wrath. 
And steeped thee hack to me^ness? Was the 

touch 
or his warm amorous hand, wherein he pafcned 
Her struggling fingers, ioe upon vonr ragef 
When he did tread upon her yielding foot 
Beneath the cloth of gold— 

(702. If I had seen it, 
He had not lived an instant 

Lud. When yon turned. 
He flung his arms around, and on her chedc 
He pressed his ravenous lips. 'Sdeath, sir, con- 
sider; 
Yon pray the King of Naples to yonr roof; 
You bail his coming in a feast that kings 
Could scarce exceed the glory ; it is blown 
Thro' all the city that he sleeps to-night 
Within yonr sister's bed ; and, it is said. 
That you yourself have smeothed the pillow 
down. 

Col. Where is he ? Let me see him who pre- 
sumes 
To think the blasphemy. 

Lud. Behold him here ! 

slr->yeB, I— I Ludovico, dare think 

^ith every man in Naples, if the king 
Should leave your roof with life, that he has 

tasted 
The fruit he came to pluck. 

Col. No more— no more I 
He perishes, Ludovico! 

Lud. That's weUl 
I am glad to see you pull into yonr heart 

{Takes ilu dagger.) 

Its brave resolve again; and if there be 
Aught wanting to confirm thee, think, Colon&a, 
Tbink that you give yonr country liberty, 
While you revenge yourself ! Oo, my Golonna : 
Yonder's the fatal chamber; plunge the steel 

{Gives the dagger.) 
Into his inmost heart, and let the blood 
Flow laively. 

Col I'll call to thee whe^ it is done. 

Lud. Hark thee! he'll cry for life; and well I 
know 
The pleading for existence may have power 
Upon thy noble nature ; then, Colonna, 
Drown every shriek with chaste Evadne's name. 
And stab him as thou criest it ! lExit. 

{CoUmaa advances towards the chamber door.) 

Col I will do it— yes, I wiH do it! 

Evadne. {Without.) Hold! 

Col. {Starting.) It was only 
My thought informed the air with voice ar' 

me— 
Why should I feel as if I walked in guilt, 
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And trod to 0001010x1 murder f He shall die ! 
Come, tben, enraging thoogH ^^ ^7 loreast, 
And tarn it into iron ! 

JBvadne. (WUhout.) Hold! 

Cd. It shot 
Witb keen reality into mine ear. 
A ii^re, in the shadow of the moon. 
Moves slowly on my sight 
What art thou? 

EVADNE advaneesfrom hOdnd tM $kaue$. 

JBvadiu. My brother! 

Ool How, my sister! 
Oame yon across my purpose f 

Evadae. From my chamber I did behold yoa 
£i dreadful ooaverse with Lndovioa 
And, I as soon had seen thee 
Commune with the great foe of all mankind. 
What wouldst thou do ? Murder ? 

Col. Murder t 

Bvadne. What else, Coloana, 
Couldstthou have learned from LudOTico? 

Col. In yonder chamber lies the king : I go 
To stab him to the heart 

Evadae. *Tis nobly dene I 
I will not call him Ung, bat guest 
Bemember you have called him here; remember, 
Tou have pledged him in your father's golden cup ; 
Have bioken bread with him. The man, Oo- 
lonna— — 

CoL Who dares to set a price upon my lifei 
What think'st thou *twas ? 

Bvadne. I think there's nought too dear 
To buy Oolonna's life. 

OoL 'Twas a vast price 
He asked me then ; you were to pay it, too ; 
It was my Evadne's honour. 

Evadne. Ha! 

Col. Now, if thou wilt, abide thee here, Bvadne, 
Where thou mayest hear his groan. {Going in.) 

Evadne. Forbear, Colonna I 
Let not this hand be blotted o'er with blood. 

Col. Evadne! 

Evadne. Well? 

Col. The king expects me to 
Conduct yon to his chamber. Shall I do so ? 

Evadne. I pr'yfhee be not angry with me, 
But bid him oome to me. 

Col. What ! bid him come to thee ? 

Evadne. And leave me with him here. 
I implore it of thee. 

Col. Tes, I will try her. 
I know not what she means, but, hitherto, 
I deemed her virtuous. 

Evadne. Send him to me. 

Col. There's a wild purpose in her solemn eye. 
I wornot if 'tis sin, but Iwill make 
A terrible experiment (Atide.) What, ho ! 
My liege, I bear fulfllment of my promise i 
Colonna bears Evadne to your arms 1 

Enter the KING^om the chamber. 

King. Colonna, my host friend, how shall I thank 
thee? 
J not only give thee life. 
But place thee near myself ; henceforth fhou wilt 

bear 
A nobler title in thy family, 
And to thy great posterity we'll send 
A granted dukedom. 
^ol Sir, you honour me. 
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My presence is no longer needed here, iJk*ide.y 

A word's consent despatches tbem 1 

iConcealt Mmse^ behind the piUarx,} 

KiM. My fair Evadne, lay aside thy sad 
And drooping aspect In this hour of ioy. 
Stoop not thy head, that like a paH rose bends 
Upon its yielding stalk. 
I'll place thee high in honoor. 

Evadne. Honour, sir? 

King Yes; I'll exalt thee into dignity % 
Adorn thy name with titles. 
Come, my Evadne, what a form Is here ? 
The imaginers of beauty did of old 
O'er three rich forms of sculptured excellence 
Scatter the graces; but the hand 
Of mightier nature hath in thee combined . 
All varied charms together. 

Evadne. You were speaJdx^ of BCt^ture, air. 
Here, my lord, 

{Pointing to the eUUttu.) 
Is matter for your transports ! 

King. Fair Evadne, 
Do you not mean to mook me f 

Evadne. Nay. it is my wish 
That you should look upon those reterend forma. 
That keep the likeness of mine ancestry. 
Behold! 

CCMng to a tMuA 
The glorious founder of my family! 
It is the great Bodolpho ! Charlemagne 
Did fix that sun upon his shield, to be 
His glory's blazoned emblem. 
With what austere and dignified regard 
He lifts the type of purity, and seems 
Indignantly to ask, if aught that springs 
From blood of his, shall dare to BuUy it . 
With a vapour of the morning! 

King. It is well; 
His frown has been attempered in the lapso 
Of generations to thy lovely smile. ' 

Evadne. Another of mine ancestors, my liege— 
(F&Mitiff to a itatuf.) 
Ouelfo, the murderer I 

King. The murderer! 
I knew not that your f«mQy was stained 
With the reproach of blood. 

Evadne, we are not wont 
To blush, tho* we may sorrow for his sis | 
If sin indeed it be. His eastle walls 
Were circled by l&e siege of SaraceBs : 
Be had an only daughter whom he prised 
More than you do your diadem: bat #hen 
He saw the fury of the infidels 
Burst through his shattered gates, and on his 

chUd 
Dishonour's hand was lifted, with one blow 
He struck her to the heart and, with the other. 
He stretched himself beside her. 

King. Fair Evadne, 
I must no more indulge you, else I f«ar 
You would scorn me for my pati^ice; pr'ythee, 

love. 
No more of this wild phantasy ! 

Evadne. My liege, 
But one remains, and when you have looked upon 

it, 
And thus complied with my request^ yon will find 

me 
Submissive to your own. Look here, my lord ; 
Know you this statue ? 

{Pointing (0 a elatue.) 

iTiwy. It is your father! ' 
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Evadne. (^HwlKw^ in(9 t*Hliation.) Ay! 'tis in- 
deed my father--'tiA my {;ood, 
Exalted* generoug, and god-like father ! 
17b08e memory, though he had left bis child 
A naked, hoaBeless roamer through tlie world, 
Were an inheritance a princess might 
Be proud ol for a dower I Who was my father ? 
{With a proud and conscious interrogatory.) 

King. One, whom I confess 
Of high and many virtues^ 

Evadne. Is that all? 
I will help your memory, and tell you, first, 
Ihat the late King of Nwles looked among 
Ihe noblest in his realm for that good man, 
To whom he might entrust your opening youth, 
And found him worthiest. His whole life 
"Was given to your uses, and his death ; 
Hft ! do you starts my lord ? On Milan's plain 
He fought beside you, and when he beheld 
A sword thrust at your bosom, rushed between { it 

pierced him! 
H« fell down at your feet I He perished to preserve 

you! 
Bieathless image, 

(Rushes to the statue.) 

A!tho* no heart doth beat within thy breast, 
Ko blood is in those veins, let me enclasp theel 
Now, sir, I am ready. 

Come take me from this neck t>f senseless stone; 
Come and unloese me from my father's arms! 
Gome, if yon dare, and in his daughter's shame 
Bevard him for the last drops of the blood 
Shed for his prince's life. 

King. Thou hast wrought 
A miracle upon thy prince's heart. 
And lifted up a vestal lamp to show 
My soul its own deformity— my guilt ! 

Evadne. (disengaging Jurselj from the staive) Hal 
have you a soul ? have you yet left 
One relic of a man? 

Heart I do not burst in ecstacy too soon ; 
By brother! myColonna! bear me— hear I 
In all the wildering triumph of my soul 
I call upon thee i 

(Turning^ she pereeiues Colonna, advancing 
firom among the statues.j 

rbere he is, my brother, 

(M. (In centre.) Let me behold thee. 
Let me compress thee here. Oh, my dear sister, 
A thousand times mine own. I glory in thee ; 
More than in all the heroes of my name. 
I overheard your converse, and methought 
It was a blessed spirit that had ta'en 
Thy heavenly form to show the wondering world 
How beautiful was virtue. Sir— 

{To the King.) 

Evadne. Colonna, there is your king. 

Col. Thou hast made him so again ; 
Thy virtue hath re-crowned him ; and I kneel 
His faithful subject here. 

King. Arise, Colonna. 
Yon take the attitude that more befits 
The man who would have wronged yon, but whose 

heart 
'Was by a seraph call'd again to heaven. 
Forgive me. 

Col. Yes, with all my soul I do ! 
And I will give you proof how suddenly 
Ton are grown my prince again. Do not eoqnire 
What I intend, but let me lead yon here 



THE STATUE tm 

Behind these statuds. 

(Placing ths king behind the tlatue.) 
Betire, my best Efadne. 

iSxH Evadne 
Ho, Ludovico ! 
What, ho, there ! Here he comes I 

Enter LUDOVICO. 

Ludovico, 

I have done the deed. 

Lud. He is dead? 

Col. Thro' his heart, 
E'eo as thou badest me, did I drive the steel $ 
And, as he cried for life, Evadne's name 
Drowned his last shriek ' 

Lud Sol 

Col. Why do yon 
Stand thus rapt ? Why does your bosom heate 
In such wild tumult ? Why is it y6B place 
Your hand upon yonr brow ? What hath possessed 



you? 
(With 



lAtd. {With a strong laugh 0/ irony.) Fool! 

col How is this? 

Lud. So, thou hast slain the king? 

Col. I did but follow your advice, my lord. 

Lud Therefore I oaM ye— fool ! From the king*e 
head 
Thou hast ta'en the crown, to place it on mine 

own! 
Therefore I tonoh'd my brow, for I did think 
That i>alpably, I felt the diadem 
Wreathing itb golden round about my brow. 
But, by yon heaven, scarce do I feel more joy 
In climbing up to empire, than I do 
In knowing tbee my dupe 1 

Col. I know, my lord. 
You bade me kill the king. 

Lud. And since thou hast slain him, 
Enow more :— 'twas I that first within his hear 
Lighted impurity; 'twas I, Colonna— 
Hear it : 'twas I that did persuade the king 
To ask thy sister's honour as the price 
Of thine accorded life ! 

Col. You? 

Lud Wonldst hear more? 
To-morrow sees me king! I have already 
Prepared three thousand of my followers 
To call me to the throne ; and. wheo I am there, 
I'll try thee for the murdering of the khig. 

And then What ho, there • guards!— then, a j 

good lord. 
When the good trenchant axe hath struck away 

That dull and passionate head of thine Whal^ 

ho! 

Eater Officer and eight Guards. . 

ril take the fair Evadne to mine arms. 

And thus On yonder traitor seize I 

With sacrilegious hand he hath ta'en away 
The consecrated life of m&jesty 
And*— 

The KING comes forward. 

What do I behold ? Is not my sense 
Mocked with this horrid vision 
That hath started up 
To make an idiot of me ? Is it not 
The vapour of the senses that has framed 
The only spectacle that ever yet 
Appalled Ludovico? 
King. Behold thy king I 
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Lud. HeliTea! I am betrayed : bat let me not 
Kay traitor to myself {—befriend me still, 
Ttaon gnaMing genlns of Ladovico ! 
My liefe, my royal master, do I see yoa 
Bafe from the plots of yon accursed traitor ? 
And, throwing thus myself around your knees, 
Do I clasp reality? * 

King. Traitor, arise! 
Nor dare pollute my garments with a touch I 
I know thee for n villain ! Seize him, guards I 

Lud. (Drawing his sword.) By this right arm, they 
dare not— this right arm 
That to the battle oft hath led them on ; 
Whose power to kill they know, bat would sot 

feel I 
I am betrayed— but who will dare to leap 
Into the pit wherein the lion's caught, 
And hug with him for death?— not one of tbis 
Vile herd of trembling wretchesl {To tht King.) 
Thou art meet alone to encouziter me ; 
And thns in the wild bravery of despair, 
I rash into thy life! 

(Colonna intercept and iUtbs him. Ludovieo 
falls.) 
Oolonna, thou hast conquered ! Oh, that I could, 
Like an expiring dragon, spit upon yon I 
That I could— thus I fling the drops of life 
In showers of poison on you— may it fall, 
Uke Cemtaur blood, and fester you to madness 1 

Ok, that I could 

\St grasps his suord, and in an effort to Hit 
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Enter EV ADNE, and trosus to OOLONK A. 
Evadne. Oh, my brother! 
King, Thou hast a second time preserr'd thy 
prince! 
Fair Evadne, we will repair onr injnries to thee. 
And wait in all the pomp of royalty 
Upon the sacred day that gives thy hand 
To thy beloved Vlceotio ! 

Enter VICENTIO. 

Vic. Where is she— my Evadne? Oh, I have 
heard all! 
OUvia hath confessed how she hath wronged thee 
At thy feet I throw myself, and sue for pardon. 

Evadne, Evadne grants it with a throbbing heart 

Col. So does Colonna with a welcome hand. 

Vie. My liege 

King. Thy liege ! who blushing for the past, 
Thns joins thy hand to one who, for the future, 
Will ever throw aronnd thee the halo of true hap' 
piness. 

CW. And the nuptials 
Shall at the pedestal be solemnized 
Of onr groat father! 

Evadne. And ever, as in this blest moment, ma; 
His guardian spirit, with celestial love, 
Sproad its bright wings to shelter as from ill; 
With nature's tenderest feelings looking down 
Benignant on the f ortanee of bis child. 

[Bxeust. 
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THE MERCHANT OF BRUGES. 

A PLAY IN FIVE ACTS.—ALTERED FROM BEAUMONT ANT) FLETCHER. 
BY DOUGLAS KINNAIRD. 




C/aM*#— "She is most goodly."— ilc« Iy, fcent 5, 



|ersoiui lleiinsenteb. 



GOSWIN, OR Fj.ORSZ. 

Okbbard, or Claube. 

WOLPORT. 
HCBBBT. 

ACTL 

SCENE L— rA« outside of the gate of Brugee. Pub- 
Nc-1iou$€ on one side, wi(h the sign of the " Right 
heir/' f 

HIOGIN, FRIG, FEBRET, and other Beggart dis- 
covered as having been drinking at a toMe. 

QLBE AND CHORUS. 

Well, brothers, our merry old king is dead; 
What matters f weUl soon have another instead: 



Hbmbkirke. 

VANDnNKK. 


Clowk. 


f tiAILOfi. 


Prio. 


JAGCtTV. 


MSRCHANTS. 


Snap. 


BBIlTItA. 


filOORM. 


Fbrbet. 





He toould not have cried 

Badffouorldied 
Than mourn him no longer, but merrily sing, 
Rest, rest to the bones ofourmenyold king. 

Drain the can, broihei'; 

Fill up another ; 
Drink till our eyes with tears shcdl swell;' 

Tsars of brandy alone ; 

And the monarch thtWs gone 
ShaUbewept inthe Uqvor he lov'd so wAl. 

Big. Well said, my masten, peace be to 
ragsl 
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HiawMftffoldandiilTemicii; he, tynnt-Iike, 
Did nevOT fbroe away 70«r hena umI baoon 
"WhttD ye bad T«iiti[r*dfor*t 

Prig. Andinretarn, 
We^Te lent him ObristiaBlmrial; In sood eooth, 
TbaVs more than follows on yoar eoldier'B end. 

Ftr. The ohance was bis. 

Big. Ay, marry, waat Bat mark, 
The chance that laid him low did make him king, 
And yet may crown na, too. 

Prig. So't be in right 
Of oar old castom and eleotlon—law. 

Hig. Trae, Prig; 'tis fit we do observe the law& 
Here ia the table doth exact from all 
A strict obedience, or espalsion. First, 
Be perfect in yoar cnitehes and your f eign'd harts, 
Then yoor torn pasaporta; with the learned waya 
To stammer and be domb, and blind and lame. 

Prig. Ay, and shed tears to move compassion. 

Ftr. Are not the halting paces all set down? 

Big, All in the learned luigaage. Brother^— • 

Prig. Peace! 

{fioort cail/hfm behind.) 
To yoor poatarea. 

JSttttr three crfnir Boort, with j>tpet. 

1 Boar. What, hot mine host with the big belly t 
beer! 
Stark EngUah beer! Well met^ my meny soalii 
What ! your trade thrives, methinka, sinae Wolfoii^ 

teigns 
0*er proatrate Flanders, in despite of Brnges ! 
Your stale doth grow in nambera; marry, why? 
He now thrives best who hath the least to lose. 
Big. Bless you, mastera, we aoffer with the 

times. 
3 Bi^. Come, landlord, beer. 

JEnier ZancUordfrom the Aozue, with beer. 

MtOkd. Here'a o'ihe right aort 
1 Boor. Then here's to the right heir— the kil 
earl Florez. 
Where ia old Olanae ? 

He givea reapect and coantenance to beggary; 
An* ye make him yoar king, I*d call myself hia sub- 
ject 
Big. What, old aolemnity, oar grey-beard 
bishop ? eh I 
, Prig. See, here he comeal 

Enter CLAUSE. 

1 Boor. Good morrow, worthy Clanae: 
How farea it willi ye, man? 

Clauie. Not better than the timea 
CMve token of: Imt for old Brugea here, 
Whoae oharitable aona still feed our wants, 
We had long fled thia bleeding land. 
Where tyrants do make beggars of ye all. 

1 Boar. There thon aaj'at wellt Onr noblea are 

Onr dtiea roin'd, and the great wealth of Flandera 
Ganter'd in Brugea. 6he alone defenda 
Her righta and liberty 'gainat Wolf ort'a power. 
Here'a to her burgomaster, old Vondanke. 

(Beggars and Boor* drirUt to Vlmdtinke.) 
Clatue. I will be with yonatraigfat; bntflrat muat 
hence 
Awh&e into the tow& Wid'nilieetaiion. 

iExU. 



Big. Let's forward then. Our doxies do reposo 
UnA^r yon trees. Qo some, and call them hither. 
AiA then tjvdge gaily hoihe to Beggar's Bush. 

GLEE. 

Men. Come, doxies, come. ITucheerfiddag 
It bright, and winds are hush. 

Enter Women. 

Women. Then take thy staff, and troU the lag. 
And trudge to Beggar's Bush. 
Our welcome home, a blithe one, too, 

Th« thrush's song shall be ; 

And tiever dwdl a merrier crew 

Beneath the greenwood tree. 

lExettni. 



SOSKE lL'^Pns£nce<haniber of the Eario/ Flan- 
ders. 

EM0I* HUBERT dUarmed ^tnd ffmrde<% met by 
WOLFOfit <m3frate. 

Wolf. What, Hubeii stealing from me? Who 
disarm'd hiii ? 
*Twaa more than I ccttimanded ; take nwr sword 
I am best guarded wftti it in yoor handi 
r ve seen you use it npbly. 

Bub. And will torn it 
On my own bosom, ere it eAuftll fee drawn 
Unworthily or mdeU^. 

ITo//. Would you leave ltt% • . 
Without a farewell, Hubert f ro » fH^O^ 
Unwearied in his sibdy to adva^le jn^tt? 
Who ever yet arrivSd to amf fgnntd, 
Beward, or trnat f roni me, bttt hp $|lb{tMMihdB 
Were by yoar fair reports of IM pfmtHi? 
If ay, what is more, I've madeiii^lr your aervant 
In making you the master of these aecreta, 
Whioh not the rack of eenaeieilSd could draw from 

me: 
Nor I, when I ask'd mercy, truat my pray'ra with. 
Yet, after these assurances of love. 
These ties and bonda of frieDdship^ to forsake me I 
ForsaRe me as an enemy I Come, yon most 
Give me a reason. 

Bub. Sir, and ao I will, 
If I may do*t in private ; and yon hear it. 

ITeyi All leave the room. 

lExeunt Guards, Jtc 
Yon have yow win } now apeak, 
And oae the liberty (^ oar first ftiendahipi 

Bub. Filendahip I When you proved traitor firs^ 
thatvanlah'd; 
Nor do I owe yon any thought bat hate. 
I know my flight hath lorf^ted my head. 
And so I make you first to understand 
What a etrange monJBter you have m iule yeoraelf ; 
I welcome It 

Wolf. To me this ia atrange language. 

Bub. To yoa ! Why, what are yon ? 

WC^f. Your prince and master. 
The earl of Flandera. 

Bub. By a proper title ! 
Bals'd to it by conning, cinmmvention, force, 
Blood, Slid proscriptions. 

ITo/^. Afid inan &ts wlad<^ 
Had 1 not reason,— when the protector, Gerrard, 



THB HBBOHANT OF BBUGES ; 08^ BEOGAB'S BUSH. 



1238 



Who nnderhAnd had by his miniBters 
Detracted my great actions, madA my faith 
And loyalty suspected ? in which f aiUng, 
He songht my life by practice. 

Mvb, With whatforehead 
Do yon speak this fo me t Who, as I ksow't, 
Mast and wiU say, 'tis false. 

Wolf. Ha ! my guard tbere. 

Sv^ Ton bade me speak, and promised you 
would hear, 
Which I BOW say you shall : not a sound more ; 
For I, ^at am contemner of mine own. 
Am master of your life} than here's a sword 
Between you and aU aids : although you blind 
The credulous beast^ the multitude, you 
Pass not thes9 ontruUwi on me. 

Wolf, Howl untruths? 

^^' A9% *9^ it is faTOwaUe language; 
They'd been in a mean man lies and f 09I onea. 
Were not those rumours, 
Of being caU'd mit^ your trial, spread 
By your own followers ? who, being a^bom'd. 
Came forth and took their oaths they had been 

bird 
By Qerraid to your murder.; this onoe heard 
And easily beliey'd, your well-taught Alaves 
Snatch'd hastily their arms, and barbarously kfll'd 
Such as were servants, or thought frieiids, to Ger- 

arwrd. 
Vowing the like to him. 

Wolf, Will you yet end? 

Hub, But he with his son Florez (the true heir 
By right unto this couptry from his mother), 
Forsook thff city, and by secret ways, 
Ab jou give out, and we would gladly have'^ 
Beoap'd their fury ; Uiough 'tis more than fear'd 
They fell among the rest- Your cruelties since 
80 far transcend your former bloody ills, 
As if, compar'd, they only would appear 
Essays of mischief--do not stop your ears. 
More are behind yet 

Wo^, Bepeatthem not 

Smb, A prince in nothing but your princely lusts 
And boundless rapines. 

Wolf, Hold, I beseech you ; 
Thou art to me in this agreater tyrant 
Than e'er I was to any, 

JSTiift. I end thns 
The general grief. I{o w to my private wrong : 
The loss of Qerrard's daughter, Jacniin, 
The hop'd for partner of my lawful bed. 
Tons eraatv hath fHghted from mhie arms. 
Think yon tnat I had reason now to leave you ? 
My life is irksome; here securely take it, 
> nd do me bat this fruit of all your friendship^ 
That I may die by yoiL and not your hangxaan. 

Wol/. Oh 1 Hubert, inese your words and reasons 
haTO 
As well drawn drops of bk)od from my griev'd 

heart, 
As from mine cjyes these tears ! Can you but think 
Where Gerrard is, or your lost love, or Florez, 
Whom in his infancy—— 

£M^ Xoa stole; and since 
H%ve kepI conceal'd, the better to maintain 
The o^nnpfiUpn of his seat 

Wolf. Byheav'nl 
I stole him not, nor know I where he is, 
Nor if he Uvea ; soqn after my return 
From Brabant whither 1 was sent to treat 
About a future match w»h our young earl, 
Ha was at thftt time missing, and romahis 



Unheazd of to this hour ; if you can find him, 
I will resign the earldom. 

Sub, Sir. do not abuse 
My aptness to beUeve. 

Wo{f. Suspect not you 
A faith that^B built upon so true a sorrow. 
Make your own terms, ask for them all conditions 
My power can grant or your suspicion prompt 
Hemskirke, the partner of my secret'st councils. 
Shall journey with you to this wish'd discovery. 
I have of late received intelligence, 
That some of Gerrard's friends are *bout Bruges 
To be found ; which I did then hiterpret 
The cause of that town's standing out against me. 
But now am glad, it may direct your purpose 
P{ giving th^m their safety, and me peace. 

ff^TBti countant to yenr proml6^ and yon have 

Wo^. Disirust me not : and prosp'rous be yoor 
search. 

iExit Rubert, 
Let me but have them ont/C within my grasp, 
Thehr blood ahftU write the warrant Cjf my peace. 



SCENE HL—^ Street or S^uctrt m Brugee, 
Enter three Merchants, 

1 Mir. 'Tis much that you deliver of this Goe- 
win. ' . 

3 Mer. He beare himself with 9noh a oeofldenco 
As if he were the master of the sea^ 
And not a wind upon the sailor's compass 
But from one point or other were h^e laetor, 
To bring him In the best commodities 
Merchants e'er ventor'd for. . 

9 Mer. Tie strange) 

3 Mer. Yet does be stUl eontinae a good man 1 
To doubthim would bA held an inluryi 
Or rather, malice, wiOi the beat that iraffio ; 
Yet this in him deserves the least of wonder, 
Compar'd with other hie peeoUar fashiona: 
Is there a viigin of good fWne wants dower, 
He is a father to her : or soldier 
That hi his connti^'e aervice, from the war 
Hath broqght home only soars and want, his 

house 
Beaetves him, and relieves him with that care 
As if what he poesess'd had been laid np 
For such good uses, and he steward on't. 

1 Mer, I would not wish a better man to deal 
with. 

3ifer. Ne'er doubt it; he's your man. See, here 
he comes I 

ErUer GOS WIN, ipeaJUng to a Strptmt 

Oct. From England, said ye ? Bid him be wel- 
come to my house. 

iExit Servatit. 

3 Mer. Save yon, master GoBwtnl 

Oo*. Good day to ail I 

1 Mer, We^bring you the refusal of more com* 
modities. 

Goi. Are you the owner of the ship that last 
night put into the l^efb^mr ? 



1 Mer. Both of the ship and hMUng. 
G^^s. WhaVs the freight? 
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3 Mtr. Bloh cloth of gold, brought from OambftL 
(Tot. Some two hoan nenoa HI come aboard. 

1 iltr. The gamier shall speak yoa welcome. 
<7<M. PUnotfaiL 

3 Mtt. Good morrow. \Exii teith 1 Mer, 

IMtr. Ha^e yoa bethooght ye further, sir, 

On what I am to part with ? 
Got, I take it at your own rate, your wine of Oy« 
praa, 

Bat for the rest, I cannot save In them. 

2 M«r. Make me offer of something near the 

price 
That may assure me, yoa can deal for thorn. 

Go$. Andiflcoald, 
I would not do't with too much loss, 
ajfer. 'lis a rieh lading; yoa know thej are to 

cheap. 
Oct. Tat which I were yonr chapman, but I am 
Already out of cash. (Chnng.) 

2 Mtr. I'll glTe you day. {Followimg him.) 
Oos. Why, look yoa, there is now In prisoa 

And at your soitk a pirate ; and past hope 
To live a week, if you shonldprosecate 
What you can prove against him : set him free^ 
And yoa shall nave yoor money to a stiver, 
And earlypajrment 

3 Mer. This is above wonder ! 

A merchant of your rank, that have at sea 

So many bottoms in the danger of 

These water thieves, ahould be a means to save 

'em, 
And stay the band of Justice that is ready 
To fall on them. 

Oo*. Yoa mistake me, 
If you think I woald cherish in this captain 
The wrong he did to you, or any man. 
But I was lately with him, being assnr'd 
A braver fellow never put from shore. 
I read his letters granted from this state. 
Since want of what he ooold not live withoot 
Compell'd him to the pirate aot he did, 
I pity his misfortunes; and to work you 
To some compassion of them, I come np 
To your own price. S«ve him, the goods are 

mine; 
If not, seek elsewhere; I'll not deal for them. 

3 Mer. Well, sir, for your love, I will once bo led 
To change my purpose. 

Oat. For your own profit rather. 

3 Mer, Pit presently make means for his dis- 
charge. 

(BxU. 

Oos. Heaven grant my ships a safe retora before 
The day of this great payment, as they are 
Expected hourly in port ; ray credit yet 
Stands good with all the world. 

Enter GEBBABD. 

Otr. Bless my good master I 
The prayers of yonr poor beadsman ever shall 
Be sent np for yon. 

Ooi. God 0' mercy, Olause 1 
There's something to pat thee in mind hereafter 
To think of me. 

Oer. May he that gave it you, 
Beward you for it with increase, good master ! 

Oo$. I thrive for thy prayers. 

Oer. I hope so ; 
For tliat I have fednpon your bounties, 
And by the flre of your blessed charity warm'd 
me: 



And yet, good master, pardon that I am bold 
To make one suit more to yoi). 

Ooi. Whatis'tf say on. 

Oer. 'Tis not for money. 
Nor clothes, good master ; bat your good word for 
me. 

Oat, That thou shalt have, Clause; for I think 
thee honest. 

Oer. To-morrow, then, dear master taJke the 
trouble 
Of walking early unto Beggar's Bash; 
And, as you see me, among others, brethren 
In my affliction, when yea are demanded 
Which yoa like best amongst us, point oat me, 
And then pass by, as if yon knew me not 

Oat. Bat what will that advantage thee ? 

Oer. Oh, mndh, lirl 
'Twill give me the pre-emtawnoe of the rea^ 
Make me a king among 'em. 
At yonr better leisure, 
I will inform yon farther of the Ifood 
It may do to ma 

009. Troth! thoomak'st a wonder: 
Have you a Ung and commonwealth among yon? 

Oer. We have; and there are states are govem'd 



Oot. Ambition among beggars I 

Oer. Many great ones 
Do part with naif their states to have the place, 
To cringe and beg in the first file, nuster. 
Shall I be so bound unto yonr furtherance 
In my petition ? 

Oat. That thou shalt not miss of. 
Nor any worldly care make me forget ii 
I Will be early there. {ExU. 

Oer. Heaven guard my master I as it sarely will, 
To rest the bloody sword from Wolfort's grasp. 
And save himself the land he's bom to rnle. 
My friends, ere long, shall see their long-lost 

prince; 
And Flanders, to the latest ages shew, 
A merchant's still the tyrant's deadliest fooi 

iExU. 



AOTIL 
SCENE L 

HIOGIN, FEBBET, PBIG, JACITLIN, CLAUSE, 
SNAP, GINEES, and other Beggart discovered. 

Hig. Come, princes of the ragged regiment ; 
Ton o'the blood; what title e'er you bear, 
I speak to all that stand in fair election 
For the proud diadem of king of beggars. 
Higgen, your orator, doth beseech you 
All to stand f ortli, and put yourselves in rank. 
That the first single comer may at view 
Make a free choice. 

Prig. First put a sentinel 

Hig. Thanks to my lord. The word's Fombomfaia. 

Fer. WeU ; pray, my masters aU, thai Ferret be 
chosen: 
Y'are like to have a merciful mild prince of me. 

trig. A very tyrant, I ; an arrant ^raat. 
If e'er I come to reign ; therefore, look \o\ 
Except yon do provide me mum enough, 
And beer to booze with. I must have my capom^ 
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And ducklings in the season, and fat chickens, 
Or straight I seize on all yoar privilege, 
Call in yonr crutches, wooden legs, false arms, 
All shall be escheated; and then, some one cold 

night 
111 watch you, what old bam you go to roost in, 
And there I'll smother yon all i'th' musty hay. 
Big. Whew ! This is tyrant-like, indeed. 

Enter SNAP, prteeding HUBERT and HEM- 
SKIBEE, in cloaks. 

Snap. Fnmbumbis! 

frig. To your postures. Arm. 

Hub. Tender's the town, I see it 

ffig. Bless your good worships. 

Fer. One small piece of money. 

Oinies. Amongst us all, poor wretches 1 

Prig. Blind and lame I 

ffig. Pitiful worships! 

iSnap. One little stiver. « 

Prig. Here be seven of na. 

Big. Seven, good masters. Oh, remember seyen ! 
Seven blessings 'gainst seven deadly sins. 

Prig. And seven eleepera 

Bems. There's, amongst you all. 

Per. Heaven reward you I 

Big. The prince of Bfty bless thee I 

Bub. Do I see right ? or is't my fancy ? 
Sure, 'tis her face. Come hither, pretty maid. 

Jac. What would you ? Can you keep a secret ? 
You look as though you could. I'll tell you. Hush . 



SONa.-JACULIN. 

In ev'rytpoodland, dale, and bower. 

The fragrant roses blossom fair; 
But Where's the youth shall euU each flower^ 

To braid a garktndfor mg hair t 
Oh! he is far, far away. 

And he knows not where I stray ; 
And shguid he e'er return 

To his love, Pll answer nay. 
My love in fight shall meet his doom, 

Or for some fairer maiden sigh ; 
And with the rose*s withering bloom. 
My hopeless, hopeless heart shall die. 

Bub. Her voice, tbo, says the same ; but, for my 
head, 
I would not that her manners were so cha^g^d. 
Hear me, thou honest fellow ; what's this maiden. 
That lives amongst you here ? 

Snap. Ae, ao, ao ! 

Bub. Uow. Nothing but signs. This is strange ! 
I would fain have it her— but not her thus. 

Big. He is deaf and dumb. {Stutters.) 

Bub. 'Slid! they did all speak plain enough e'en 
now. 
Dost thou know this same maid ? 

Prig. She was bom at the barn, yonder. 

iauctters.) 
By Beggar's bush. Her name is— 

Big So was her mother's, too. 

(Beggars retire.) 

Bub. I must be better informed than by this way. 
Here was another face, too, that I marked, 
Or the old man's ; I will come here again. 
Protect us, our disguise now: pr'ythee, Hemskirke, 
If we be taken, how dost thou imagine 
This town will use us, that hivth 90 long Stood 
Ont against Wolfovt? 



Upon their walls a sunning, to make crow's meat 
If I were not assur'd o'the burgomaster, 
And had a pretty excuse to see a niece there, 
I should scarce venture. 

Bub. Gome, 'tis now too late 
To look back at the ports :>good luck, and enter. 
[Exit with Bern*. 

Big, A peery dog, I warrant him. 

Oinkes. {To Clause.'^ What could bis qaestloo 
mean? 

Clause. I know not ; yet *twas time to fly ; he 
grew 
Too close in his inquiries 'bout my daughter. 

Big. Hang them, for disturbing our 
Noble ceremonies. Shall we renew them ? 

Prig. Incontinently, noble bsother. 

Enter QOSWIN. 

Big. Ob, here a judge comes. 

{Oryof'aiudger) 

Oos. What ails you, sirs? What means this out- 
cry? 

Big. Master, 
A sort of poor souls met, heav'n's tools, good 

master. 
Have had some little variance amongst ourselves 
Who should behonestest of us, and which lives 
Uprightest in his calling : now, 'cause we thought 
We ne'er should 'gree upon *t ourselves, because 
Indeed, 'tis hard to say, we all resolv'd to put it 
To him that should come next, and that's yonr 

mastership : 
Which does yonr worship think is he ? Sweet mas- 
tar. 
Look on us all, and tell us : we are seven of us. 
Like to the seven wise masters, or the-planets. 

Gos. I should judge thie, the man witb^ the grey 
beard; 

(Pointing k> Clause.) 
And if he be not, I would he were ! 
There's something, too, amongst you. 
To keep you all honest 

iExit. 

Clause. Heav'n go with you ! 

Snap. What is't? 

Prig. A crown of gold. 

Fer. For our new king--good look! 

Prig. Sing Clause! 1 bid, Go^ MVe the first 
kingOIanse! 
After this golden token of a crown, 
Where's Wggeu, with his gratulating speech 
In all our names? 

Fer. Here he is, pumphig for't 

Oinkes. H' has coughed the second time ; 'tis but 
once more. 
And than it comes. 

Big. Thou art chosen, venerable GUkose, 
Our king and 8ov'reign;.monarob 0' th'manndcrs ; 
And who is he that did not wish thee tinoaen. 
Now thou art chosen ? Ask 'em ; aU will say so ; 
Nay, swear't 'lis swom so every day ; 
The times do give it sanction. When t* othf.r day 
We sat lamenting o^r onr boried pr inc«, 
Of famous memory, (rest go with his ra«8,I) 
I then presag'd thou shortly wouldat be king. 
And now thou art so. Bv that beard, kbig Clause, 
Thou wert found out, and mark'd for sovereignty. 
Oh, happy prince and beard ! long may it grow, 
And thick, and fair, that who liTe nndvr H 
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May live M Mif* M vnA«r Beggar's Bub. 
Of wUoh this to the thlng^tSit bat the t^pe. 

Frig, On, good Hlggea! 

Hig, No imposittoDB, fazes, grlaTftuees, 
lie lurking in this beard: but under him 
Each man shall eat his own stern oggs and baoon 
In his own shade: he will have no purveyors 
For pigs, or poultry— 

Claute. That we most have, my learned orator; 
It is ov will; and every man to keep 
In his own path and circuit 

Big» Do yon hear? 
Yon mnst hereafter mannd in yon own pads, 
He says. 

dawM. Besides, to give good words. 

Hig, Do yon mark? 
To ent Men whids, that Is the second law. 

Ctatwe. And keep afoot the humble and the ooni* 
mon 
Phrase of begging, lest men discover as. 
We love not heaps of laws, where few will serve. 

AV* Oh, gradona prince I Save, save the good 
Ung Clause ! 

Big, A sojig to crown him. 



GLEE AND CHOBU& 

C<V^ wr capt and earu away, 

fhu u beggars* heyday \ 

At the crowning Q(f our king^ 

»Y# fffl «9€r damct and tin§. 

H *h$ world look oui and tM, 

Where so happy prince oi he, 

Whirt the uatioiu live to fi^et 

And so merry asdotoet 

fiei$peaet,orb^ittHm, 

Sere at Hberty lee are. 

And etijoy our eoH and rest; 

To the field toe are not pressed; 

Jfor mli any go to law 

With tht begffor/or a straw : 

All whieh Mfypiam he brags. 

Be doth owt unto his rags. iSxetaU. 



SCENE U,^A Room in VdndmleU hou$e, 

VAMDUNEB, HtTBBBT, TTBlffRirming 
omfMAEaABBT. 



Valid. Cftptain, yoa*re welcome ; so is Uiis your 
friend, 
Most safely welcome; though oar town stand out 
Against your master, you shall find good quar- 
ters. 
Tbo .tmUi i». ve love not him— Margaret^ some 

Wihe. 
Let's talk a Utile treiison, if we can 
Talk treas<)p 'gainst the traitors ; by your leave, 
We, herein Bruges, think he does usurp: 
And, therefore, lam ])old— — 

[JEMI Margaret, and returns wUh wine. 

Bub. Sir, your, baldness 
HmAv becfl«hes your tongne, but not ow ears, 
While we are his aarvanta. 

FanA Good, let's drink, then ; 
That will become oa aa 



Here's to yon with a heart, my capfeaia*s frland. 
With a good heart; and if this make us speak 
Bold words anon, *tis all under the rose. 
Forgotten ; drown all memory when we drink. 

Bub. 'Tis freely spoken; noble burgomaster, 
ni do yon right 

Bems. Nay, sir, mynheer Yandunke 
Is a true statesman. 

Vand. Fill my captain's cup ; oh, that your cat- 
throat, 
Master Wolf ort, had been an honest man 1 

Bub. Sir? 

Vand. Under the rose— 

Benu. Here's to you ; 
And how does my xdeo^? 
Ahnost a woman^ I think; she was my errand. 

Vand. Ay, a kind nncle you are «« All him his 
glass- 
That in seven years could not find lelsore— 

Bems. No, *tis not so much. 

Vand. Ill bate yon n«'er an hour on'L 
It was before Brabander 'gan his ^v, 
For moonshine, fttie vrater there, his dangh^ 
That ne'er was lost, yet you could xiot fl^d time 
To see a kinswoman ; but she is worth the see^ig; 

sir. 
Now yon are oome: yon ask if she were a woman? 
She is a woman, sh>-bring her forth, Margaret; 
And a line womiaiL and has auitorsT 

Bems. Howl What suitors are they? 

Vand. Bachelors; young burghers; 
And one a gallant, the prince of merchants 
We call him here in Bruges. 

Bems, How! a merchant? 
I thought, Yaad'unke,>ou had understood me bet- 
ter. 
And my niece, too, so tmsted to yon by xne^ 
Than to admit of snoh in name of suitors. 

Vand Such I he is snoh a sueh, as were she 



rd give him thhr^ (hoossnd orowns with her. 
Bems. Sir, you may deal for yonrown wares, but 
know 
That the same things, sir, fit not yon and me. 

Vand. Why, give's some whM^ then, that wiU fit 

Here's to you still, my eaptahi's friend; but still 
I sav, would Wolf ort were an hoqest mani 
tTndertheroselspeakit But tld& mehshaht 
Is a brave boy ; he Uyes so, inti^towli tiere» 
We know not what to think of hJhi. 
Your master is a traitor for aO tbi{^ 
Under the rose, here's to you, and ubutm 
The earldom from a better man. 

Bub. Ay, marry, sir, where is this mSA? 

Vand. Nay, soft! an' I could tell yon, 
*Ti8 ten to one I would not Here's my hand— 
I love not Wolfort- sit you still with that 
See, here my captain comes, and his fine niece, 
And there's my merohant-view him well 
Enter HEMSKIBEE, GEBTBUDE, and GOS WIN. 

Benu. You must 
Not only know me for your uncle now. 
But obey me: you, to cast yourself 
Away npon a merchant? fie upontl one 
That makes his trade with oaths and perjuries. 

Gos. If it be me yon speak of, as your eye 
Seems to direct I wish yon would spSjBk to me, sir. 

Bems. Sir, I do say she is no UercliuidlaQ. 
Will that Bomcejoa? "«*•"»*««»' 
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Gc$. Mwp h M M l ta e, good sir, 
Though yon he ktuoHMi to her, taktt no leave 



To ase me with contempt I ever thought 
Yoor nieee ahore aU price. 

Hems. And do so still ; 
Dost hear 7 her rate's at more than yon are Worth. 

Go9. Yoa do not know what is a gentletaian'B 
w«irth; 
Nor canyon Talne him. 

Bvb, weUflaid^merchaaii 

Vand, Nay, let him aloa^ 

Hemi. Agentlenuml 
"What, o* the weolpaek, or Jthe ftogar-chest, 
Or list of TelTot ? Which ik\ pound or yard, 
Vou vend your gentry by ? 

JTtfft. Oht HemsUrki^ flel 

Vand. Ck>mei,donotmind 'em$ drink i he is no 
Wolfort^ 
Captain, I adviae yon. 

Hems. U 'twere the blood 
Of Charlemagne, as't may for anght I know, 
Be some good botcher's issne here in Bmges. 

Ooa Hewl 

Hem$, Nay, I'm not certain on't $ of this I am : 
If you once bay and sell, your gentry's gone. 

00$. Hakha^ha! 

Semi. You're aagnri though yon laagh. 

Got. Now do I smOe in pity and contempt 
Of your poor argument: do not you, the lords 
Of land, if you be any, sell the grassy 
The com, the straw, the milk, the cheese? 

VbouL Andbnttort 
Bemember butter, do not leave out butter. 

Oos. The beefs and mnttona that j6w grounds 
are stor'd with, 
Beside the woods ? Your empty honour f etoVd 
From flie heralds A, B, O, and said o'er 
With your court faces once an hour, shall ne'er 
ICake me mistake myself. Do not your lawyers 
Bell all their practice, as your priests their prayers f 
What is not bought and sold? 

ffenu. You now grow bold, sir. 

Oos. I have been bred 
Still with my honest freedom, and must nse li 

Meau. Upon your equaJs, then. 

0^. Sir, he that will 
Provoke me flrs^ doth make himself my equal 

Hems. No more. 

0OS. Yen, sir; this little— 
Tshall be aside : then after as you please. 
Ton apnear the unclei, sir, to her I love 
More than mina eyeai and I have heard yonr 

scorn 
With so much scoffing, and with so much shame, 
As eaeh striv'd which is greater: but believe me^ 
I snck'd not in this patlense witk my milk ; 
Oast no despites on my profession 
For the civility sad tameness of it 
A good man bears a contumely worse 
Than he would do an injury. 
I would approach your kinswoman 
With all respect due to yourself and her. 

Menu, Away, companion! handling hert 

{Pulls him from htr.) 

009. Nay, I do love no blows, sir. 

iTktjfJtght; h$get$ ffemtkirike's upord, and 
ikrout U away.) 

£«&. flold,8irl 

Oert. Help, my Goswinl 

Vmd. Let *em alone ; my life for cmtk 



Ooo. Nay, eome^ 
If iFOnhavt»wflL 

Sub. None to offend you, sir. 

Oos. He that hadi tliahk falittMlf ! Not haml her? 
yftt.iir. 
And clasp her, and embctM her, and bear her 
Through a whole race of usteles, arm'd : ' 
And all their nephews, tboakh Hbej Blood a wood 
Of pikes, and wall of cannon. Kiss me^ Gertrude; 
Quake not hnt Iciss me. 

Vamd. WeU said. 
My merchant royal ; fear no uncles ; hang *em, 
Hung up all uncles I " 

Oos. In this circle^ love. 
Thou art as safe as in a tower of ttrass ; 
Let such as do wrong fear. 

Vand. Ay, that's good. 
Let Wolfort look to that 

Oos. Sir, here she stands, 
Yonr niece and my belov'd ; one of these titles 
She must apply to ; if unto the last 
Not all the anger can be sent unto her. 
In frown or voice, or other art shall force her, 
Had Hercules a hand tn't Come, my joy, 
Say, thou art mlne^ aloud, Iove-«nd profess it 

Vand. Do. and I drink to it 

Ooi. Pr'ythee, say so, love. 

Oert, 'Twould take away the honour from my 
blushee. 
Do not you play fh6 tyrant, sweet ; they speak it 

Bems. I thank you, niece. 

Oos. Sir, thank her for your Uf e, 
And fetch your sword within. {Exit with Oert. 

Hub. A brave, clear spirit : 
Hemskirke, you were to blame. A civil habit 
Oft covers a good m^ ; aod>yon may meet 
In person of a mereliant with a soul 
Ab resolute and free, kta always worthy 
As else in any iUe of mankind. Pray you, 
What meant yon so to slight him i 

Hems, 'T^ done now ; 
Ask me no more ont ; 

I was to Mame. and I must sufTAr. {Aside.) But yet 
V\\ be revengU r^^ 

JSr«&. ru to the woods 
To find our mnch-wrong'd, banish'd nobles. 
And traae the lonely haunt where my lost love, 
My Jaoulin, lamenta her alter*d fortunes. 
There I may chance to learn 
Somewhat to help my In^^iriee farther. 
How now, brave burgditeiterr 

Vand. I love not Wolfort, aiid feiy name ft Tan- 
doBkCL 

Hvh, Come, go sleep within. 

Vand. Earl Florez £9 right lielri ahd thi$ same 
Wolfort— 
Under the rose I speak It— 

Aifr. Yeryhard^. 

Vand. Usurps; and is a rank traitor oa ever 
breath'd, 
And all that do uphold him. Let me got 
Do you nphold hmn ? 

Hub. Na 

Vand. Then hold np me. [ExtuM. 

AOTHL 

SOBNB L-ii Wood, 

Enter 90SW1N. 

Oos. No wind blowi fair yet! no ritarn of mo- 
nies, 
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L«tten, nor anything to hold my hopes np! 
Why, then, 'tis destin'd that I fall! Fall mlsetw 

ably! 
My eradift, I wm built on, einklng with me. 
The raging north wind blows still stubbornly, 
And <m his botsfrons raek rides my sad rain. 
To-morrow With the enn-eet, sets my credit: 
To pcleon now l Well, yet there's this hope left 

• mOb 
1 may sink fairly under this day's yenture ; 
And so to-morrow's cross' d, and all its carses. 
This Is the place his challenge call'd me to ; 
Now let me fall before my foe i'ih' field, 
And not at bar before my creditors. 
He has kept his word. 

Enter HEMSKIBEE. 

Now, sir, yoar sword's tongne only, 
Loud as you dare ; all other language-^ 

Hems. Well, sir, 
Yon shall not be long troubled : draw ! 

Goi, 'Tis done, sir; and now have at ye. 

Sems. Now! 

After Boon, who attack Goetcin. 

Got. Beiray'd to vlllainsl Slayes, yon shall buy 
me dearly. 

Enter GEBBABD and Beggars. 

Oer. Now upon *em brayely^ boys I 
Down with the gentlemen. 

Boors. Hold, hold ! 

Ger. Down with 'em into the wood, and swinge 
'eml 
Conjure 'em soundly, boys! swinge 'em to jelly I 

{Beggars heat off Eemfikirke and Boors 
Blessings upon my master I thou art not hort? 

0OS. That hear^ which sent thee to my aid, 
Still nerv'd my arm. 

Ger. And led my wandering steps. 
To where conceal'd I heard yon coward kna?e 
Tntor his ruffian band to thy undoing. 

Gos* I thank ye, Clause. Pr'ythee, now leave 

For, by my troth, I have nothing left to give thea 

Ger. Indeed, I do not ask, sir; only it grieves 
me, 
To see you look so sad. Now goodness keep you 
From troubles in your mind I 

Goe. If I were troubled, 
What could thy comfort do? Pr'ythee, Clause, 
leave me. 

Oer. WhyareyajMd? 

Oos. Most true, I am so; 
And such a sadness I have got will sink me 1 
What would the knowledge do thee good, so mise- 
rable 
Thou canst not help thyself 1 canst thou work 
miraeles? 

Ger. You do not know, sir, what I can da 
Tell meyoor cause of grief ; I must not leave ye. 

Got. How? 

Ger. By what ye hold most precious, by heav'n's 
goodness, 
As your fair birth may prosper, good sir, tell me ; 
My mind believes yet something's in my power 
May ease yon of this trouble. 

Gos. I will tell thee; 
For a hundred thousand crowns, upon my credit 
Taken up of merchants to supply my traffic 



To-morrow, Clause— to-morrow, whloh mustcome^ 
In prison thou shalt find mei, poor and broken. 

Ger. I cannot blame your grief, sir. 

Gos. Now, what say'st thon? 

Ger. I say, you should not shrink; for he that 
gave ye. 
Can give yon more. Are ye, good master, ty'd 
Within the compass of a day ? 

Gos. Even to-morrow. 
But why do I stand mocking of my misery? 
Is't not enough that floods and friends forsake me ? 

Ger. Have ye no friends left? 
None that have felt your bounty worth the duty ? 

Oos. Friendship, thon know'st it not 

Oer. It is a dnfy; and as a duty, from those men 
have felt ye. 
Should be retum'd a^n; therefore, I'll do it 
Distrust not, but pidl up your noble spirit ; 
For if the fortunes of ten thousand people 
Can save ye, rest assor'd. You have forgot, sir. 
The good you did ; that was the pow'r yon gave 

me. 
You shall now know the king of beggars' treasure; 
And let the winds blow as they list, the sea roar, 
Yet here in safety yon shall find your harbour. 
Distrust me not, for if I Uve, Til fit ye. 

Gos. How fain I would believe thee. 

Ger. If I fail, master, believe no man hereafter. 

Gos. I will try thee; but He knows, that knows 
alL 

Ger. Enow me to-morrow : 
And if I know not how to cure ye, kill me! 
So pass in peace, my best, my worthiest master. 

iExiL 

Gos. Still blow'st thon there ? and from aH otber 
parts 
Do all my agents sleep, that nothing comes ? 
There's a conspiracy of friends and servants. 
If not of elements, to ha' me break. 
What should I think, unless the seas aoA sands 
Had swallow'd up, or fire deTonr'd my ships, 
I must ha' had some retnms. 

Enter first Merchant. 

1 iier. Save you, sir ? 

Gos. Save you! 

1 Mer. No news yet o' your ships ? 

Gos. Not any yet, sir. 

1 Mer. 'Tis strange I 

iExit. 
Gos. *Tis true, sir. What a voice was here now ! 
This was one passing bell ; a thousand ravens 
Sung hi that man now, to presage my ruin. 

Enter second Merchant. 

2 Mer. Goswin, good day! these winds are very 

constant 
Gos. They are so, sir— to hurt 

3 iTcr. Ha* you had no letters 

Lately from Snglafid, nor from Denmark ? 
Gos. Neither. 

2 Mer. This wind brings them. Nor no news 
over lands 
Through Spain from the Strait^ ? 
Gos. Not any. 
2 Mer, 1 am sorry, sir. 

[Exit 
Gos. They talk me down; and, as 'tis said of 
vultures, 
That scent afield fought, and do emell the car- 

casses 
By many hundred miles : so do tt^dse, my wreck«» 
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At greater distancea. Then, heaven, thy will 
Gome on, and be I For baae, deoeftf ol fortune 
Shall neyer say, she's cut my throat in fear : 
I am not broken yet; nor shoold I fall, 
Methhikt, with less than that; that raine all. 

iBxit. 



SCENE IL— Another part of the Wood. 



Entsr HUBERT, <u a Huntsman. 

Hub. Thus haye I storn away disguised from 
Hemskirke, 
To try these people : for my heart yet tells me 
Some of these beggars are the men I look for. 
Appearing like myself, they have no reason 
(Though my intent be fair,) but still to avoid me, 
This is the wood they make their hidden home, 
A fit place for concealment ; where, till fortune 
Crown me with that I seek, Til live amongst 'em. 
They come : I'll conch awhile, and mark my time. 

lExit. 

JSnter HIGGEN, PBIG, PEBBET, GINKES, and 

the rest tnth tM Boors in custody. 

Hig. Come, bring him out, for here we sit in jus- 
tice; 
Each man take a cudgel, a good cudgel : 
And now attend our sentence. That you areroguee. 
And mischievous, base rascal8~tbere's the point 

now— 
I take it, is conf eas'd. 

Prig. Deny it, if ye dare, knavea 

Boors. We are rogues, sir. 

Hig. To amplify the matter, then ; rogues you are 
And cudgell'd ye shall be^ ere we leave ye. 

Boors, xes, sir. 

Hig. Why did ye this? 
Were yon drunk when ye did it ? 

Boors. Yes, indeed, we wer& 

Prig. You shall be beaten sober. 

Hig. Was it for want ye undertook it? 

Boors, Yes, sir. 

Hig. Ye shall be swing'd abundantly. 
flaa not the gentleman (pray, maik this pointy 
Brother Prig,) reliev'd you often ? 

Boors. 'Tie most true, sir. 

Hig. And as ye are true rascals, 
Tell me but this : have ye not been drunk and often 
At his charge ? 

Boors. Often, often. 

Hig. There's the point, then : 
They have oast themselves, brother Prig. 
Proceed yon now ; I am somewhat weary. 

Prig, Oaa you do these things. 
Yon moat abominable scnrvy rascals, 
Yon tnrxrip-eating rogues ? 

J9oeft. we*re truly sorry. 

Png. To the proof, yon knaves ; to the proof, and 
presently 
GKve na a sign yon feel oompunction. 
Every^ man up with his onidgel, and on his neigb- 

bonr 
Bestow such armBtQI we shall say soificieot. 

Hig, Yon know yonr doom : 
One, two, three, and about it. 

{Boors heat each other off.) 

Prig, That fellow in tli^ 1]la9 has trvie compuqo- 
tion. ' 



1M9 



Enter GEBBARD. 

Oer. Call in the gentleman : 
His cause I'll bear myself. 

Enter HEMSKIBKE, handcuffed. 

Prig. With all due reverence 
We do resign, sir. 

Oer, Go fetch that paper was found upon h<«n 
But, softl who have we here ? 

iSxit Ferra 
Enter HUBERT. 

Hub. Good ev'n, my honest friends! 

Oer. Good ev'n, good fellow 1 

Hub. May a poor huntsman, withra merry.heart, 
A voice shall make the forest ring about him. 
Get leave to live amongst ve? True as steel, boys; 
That knows all chases, andcao watch all hours, 
Force ye the crafty reynard, climb the quick- sets, 
And rouse the lof^ stag; and with my bell-horn 
Bing him a knell, that.all the Woods shall moom 

him, 
Till in his funeral tears he fall before me. 

Ger. Well spoke, my brave fellow. 

Hub. (Aside.) What mak'st thee here ? 
Hemskirke, thou art not right, I fear. 

Re-enter FEUBET, with a paper. 

Fer. Here is the paper. 

Ger. Give it to me. You are sent here, airrah, 
To discover certain gentlemen : a spy knave I 
And if you find 'em, if not by penoasion. 
To bring *em back— by poison to despatoh *em ! 
Hub. By poison! ha! 

(Aside.) 
Ger. Here is another— Hubert What is that 

Hubert, sir? 
Hub. 7ou may perceive there— 
Ger. Here thou art commanded, when that Hubert 
Has done his beat and worthiest service this way, 
To cut his Uiroat; for here he's set down dMtger- 
ous. 
Htib. This is most impious I 

(Aside.) 
Oer. Is not this true ? 
Hems. Yes. What are you the better ? 
Ger. You shall perceive, sir, ere you j^et your 
freedom ; 
Keep him still bound : and, friend, we trite thee 

tons. 
Into our company. Thou dar'st be true unto us ? 
Hig. Ay, and obedient, too ? 
Hub. As you had bred me. 
Ger. Then take our hand; thou'rt now a servant 
tons. 
Welcome him alL 

Hig, Stand off, stand off, FU do't ; 
We bid you welcome three ways; first, for your 

person. 
Which ia a promising persoh ; next for your quality. 
Whioh ia a deoent and gentle quality; 
Last, for the frequent means yon have to feed us ; 
Yon oan steal, 'tis presnm'd ? 
Hub, Yes, venison ; an* it yon want— <— 
Hig, *Tis well you understand that, for yon 
Shall practise it dally : you oan drink, too ? 
Hub, Soundly. 
H(g» And ya dart know a woman from a WMihe^ 

cook; 
Hub, Iflhandtoher. 
Ger» A9 efurnt it of thy faith wd roaolutloo, 



UIO TUB lOROHAHT OF pBITGBS 

WUt thoo undertake to keep UUe raecal prieoner ? 
One who beeely contriVd to nndermiae 
A noble Mfe. deer to the Btote and US. ^^ ^ , 
BtA, Bin, I have kept wild dogs, and beasts for 



And made 'em tame, too. Give into my cnstody 
This roaring rascal, I shall hamper him. 
Oh I he smells rank o'th* rascal 

Oer. Take him to thee ; bntif he — 

HMh, X^et me be even hang'd for him. 
Come, sir. TU tie yon to the leash. 

StHUt Away rastell 

S^. Be not so stabbom: I shall swinge ye 
soondly, 



hn Ts play tricks with me. 



CNT. D<», now away t 
Bnt ever have an eye, sir, to yoor prisoner. 
BM. He mnsl blbid both mine eyes, .if he get 
from me. iExetmi. 



And OMnol I M WiU aifeci yonr sorrows 

As ygwr delliMt 9on lore ne other woman f 

Gm. No, I pi»tesfc 

Oert. You bftw n» ships lost Uiely ? 

<7m. None that I kaaw of . , , ^ 

Oert. I hope you have spilled no blood whose In- 
nocence 
May lay this on your conscience^ 

Cfo9. Clear, by heaven 1 

Oert. Why should yoo be tbns, then t 

Go$. Good Gertrade, ask not, 
Even by the love yoa bear me. 

Gert. lamobedleat 

Gos. Go in, my fair; I will not be long from ye— 

gor long, 1 fear me, with thee. At my reftara 
ispose me as yoa please. 

6'(r(.*The good gods guide ye 1 {SxiL 

Goi, Now for myself, which is the leaut I hope 
for, 
A|id when that fails, for man's worst fortone, pity. 



SCENE III— il Room in GtrtrutU'* hoiM. 

EnUr GOSWIN aad GSBTBUDB. 

Gert, Indeed, yon're welcome; I have heard 
your 'scape. 
And, therefore, give her leave that only loves you. 
To bid you welcome: what is't makes yon sad ? 
"Why do you look so wild? Is't I offend you ? 
Beshiew my heart, not willingly. 
Gcs, No, Gertrude. , , ,_ , , .^ 

G0i. Is't the delay of 4 that you long have look'd 
for, 
A happy marriage? 
tfof. No news yet^ 
Gert. Do yoa hear, sir? 
Goi, Have I llv'd ,^ ^ 

In all the happbiess that fortune could seat me ? 
In all men's fair opinions ? 
fiKirt. I>o yon love me ? 
Go$, And can the devil. 
In one ten days— that devil ohanoe, devour me? 
Otrt. You do not love me. 
Go$. No star prosperoas ! all at a swoop ! 
Gert. Qoswin, you will not look upon me. 
fiifli. Can men's prayers, 
Shot up to heaven with such a seal as mine are, 
Fall baek like W mists, and never prosper?; 
Gyves I must wear, and cold must be my comf ert. 
Darkness, and want of meat— alas I she weeps, too, 
"Which is the top of all my sorrow—Gertrude !| 
Gert. No, no, you will know me. 
Get, The time grows on still. 
And like a tumbling wave, I see my ruin 
Come rolling over me. 
Gert, Tell me but how I have deserv'd your 

sUgbting? 
GoK For a hundred thousand crowns! 
GerU Farewell 1 
Oo». Of which I have scarce ten— oh I how It 

starts me I 
Gert. And may the next yofi love, hearing my 

ruin— — • 
(7of. I had forgot myself— oh \ my best Gertrude! 
Crown of my Joys and comforte. 

Gtrt. Sweet, what ails ye ? 
I thoQghit yoQ had been vexed with me. 

Gm. Wy mind, wench. 
My mind o'erflow'd with sorrow, sunk my mwnory. 
Gert, Am I nof worthy of the knowledge of it? 



ACT rv. 

SCENE L— il Street in Bntgee. 
Enter GOSWIN, emd two MerchanU. 



len- 



<?ML Why, gentlemen, 'tis bat a week more ; 
treat you 

But seven riiort days ; I am not mnnhig from yoo. 
Nor, if you ^ve me pattenoe, Is it possible 
All my adventures faiL You've ships abroad 
Endure the beating both of wind and weather, 
I'm sure 'twould vex your hearts to be protested ; 
Ye're all fair merohants. 

1 Mer. And must have fair play. 
There is no living here else ; for my part, 
I would ghully stay; but my wants tell me, 
I must wrong others in't 

Go*. No mercy in ye? 

3 Mer. *Tis foolish to depend on others' merey. 
Keep yourself right, sir; you ham yet liv'd here 
In lord-like prodigality, \af^ sod open ; 
Now ye find what 'tis. 

1 Mer. Before your poverty, 
We were of no marie, of no endeavanr. 

3 Mer. You stood alone; and soaroe a saU at 

Butloaden with your goods. Now I hope, sir, 
We shall have sea-room, 

Om. Is my misery 
Become my scorn, too ? Have you no mercy. 
No part of men left? Are all my bonnes 
To you, and te the town, tum'4 my repros^hes ? 

3 Mer. Well, get your monies ready; 'tis bat two 
hours; 
We shall protest ye else, and suddenly. 

Gos. But two days^ 

3 Mer. Not an hour. Ye know tiie hazard. 

fExeuat Menk^utf*, 

Got. How soon my light's put outl Hard-heaxted 
Bruges! 
Within thy walls may never honest merehanfe 
Venture his fortunes more! 

Enter GEBRARD. 

Ger. Good fortune, master ! 

Oos. Thou mistak'st me, Clause { 
I am not worth tby blessing. 

Ger. Still a sad man! 
I No belief, gentle master ? 
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Bring it in. then; 

And now beliere y«iir beadsman. 

008. Is this certain 2 
Or dost thoa work upon my troubled Benses f 

Ger, 'lis gold; 'tis there, a hundred tiioasand 
crowns; 
. And good, sweet master, now be merry. Fay 'em! 
Fay the poor, pelting knaves, that know no good» 

ness, 
And cheer your heart up. 

Oct. But good Olause, tell me, 
How cam'st thou by this mighty sum]? If wrongfully, 
I must not take it of thee ; 'twill undo me ! 

Oer, Fearnot; you hare it by as honest means 
As though your father gave it 

00$. What great security! • 

Oer. Away with that, sir; 
Were ye not more than all the men in Bruges, 
And all the money, in my thoughts? 

eo$. Bot» Clause, 
I may die presently. 

Oer. Then this dies with you. 
Fay when you can, good master ; 111 no parchments, 
Only this oharity* I entreat yon, 
Leaye me this ring. 

Oog. Alas I it is too poor, Clause. 

Oer. *Tis all I ask ; and this withal, that when 
I ^all deliyer't back, you shall grant me, 
Freely, one poor petition. 

Oct. There, I confirm it 

(Gives the ring.) 
And may my faith forsake me when I shun it 1 



Oer. Away! take up the money, 
And follow that yoxmg gentleman. lExevnt. 



iSCEHE IL— ^ Wood. 
Enter JAOULIN. 

Jae. I Burebr cannot eir. What borrowed dress 
Can hide my Hnbert from me ? How i wish, 
Tet fear to be resolr'd. He went this wi^y. 
Shall I adventure ? Oh I this dread suspense. 
Bow it does load my heart! 

Eitter HUBERT. 

Sub. Fve lock'd my yonth up close enough from 
gadding. 
In an old tree, and set watch over him. 
My schemes are almost ripe— Ha, Jaculln I 
If through her means, I can but make discoveiy. 
Come hither, pretty maid. 

Joe. No, no; you'll kiss die. 

ffoft. Bo I will. iKitses her.) 

What'syour father's name ? 

JM. He's gone to heaven ! 

ffnb. It is notOerrard, sweet? 

Joe. ril stay no longer. 
2^ mother's an old woman, and my brother. 
Was drown'd at sea. (Going, 

Bub. Stay 1 do not fly me thus. 

Joe. (Aside.) Oh ! how my heart melts within me. 

.ffwA. (Aside.) 'Tis certain she 1 Pray, let me see 
your hand, sweet 

-Joe. No, na 

Sub. (Aside.) Sure, I should know that rkigl 

V«e. (Aside.) 'Tis certain he. I had forgot my 
ring. too. 
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Sub. Do you know tiie, Chuck ? 

Jac No, indeed; I never saw ye : 
I must be married to*morrow, to a capper. 

Sub. {Aside.) Hew fain she WdcOd^cottc^I her- 
self, yet cannot 
My pretty wanderer, will you love me. 
And leave that man? I'll wait you through the vale, 
And make you dainty nosegays. 

Jac. And where put them ? 

Sub. Here, in thy bosom, sweet 

Jac Can you love, then ? 

SOlTG.^-JAOULIN. 
Tho' he is far awag, 

And overland and sea; 
Se'll come tome htgfpfda^, 

And prove his truth to me. 
And when my Ime't retamtitiK 

Jf y secret known too well, 
Thro' aU mif bluAes burning 

BhaU want no tongue to telk 

&tb. Ont word more. 
Did you ever know a maid ealled Jaenlin ? 

Joe , Oh ! I'm discover'd 1 

Sub. 'Tie she 1 J^wTmoertahi 
^e^ all here. Turn, turn thee» lovely 



Thy Hubert speaks to thee. 

1 I am forbid 1 Why thus disguls'd ? 



Jac Alas!' ^ 

Sub. For justice and for the^ level 
Meet me anon, I'U tell thee all my purpose. 

Jac And may I trust thee, Habert? 

Sub. As thine own soul. 

Jac But yet you must not know me^ This, and 
be constant ever. - fExit. 

Sub. Oh, blessed oertabity 1 
Now for my other project 
To turn the cunning toils were laid for me 
To Hemskirke's ruin, and the tyrant's foIL 

iExeunt. 

SCSNB lU 

Enter VANDUNKB^ jmowed b9 a Servant. 

Van. With officers of justice, said ye ? and 
Inquir'd for Gtoswin? Bid 'em come in. 

iExU Btrv. 
Now will I play upon this envious crew* 
That fain would run a royal vessel down. 
They're here as bidden to a feas^ before their 

hour: 
111 whet and disappoint their hungry appetites. 
Enter the/imr Merchants. 
S Mer^ Good day, most worthy burgomaster, 
Our visit was to the rich merchant, doswin. 
Vand. I'm sorry for't I fear his strong neoessi* 
ties 
Will bring him empty-handed. 
You must be merciful 

1 Mar. Oh, but he'll come ; 

He's rich, or from his 'ventures should be sa 

2 Mer. I only wish 

His forwardness to embrace aU bargains. 
Sink him not in the end. 

1 Mer. (To Vand.) Have better hopes ; 
For my part, I am confident 

Vand.({(Asidcj Here's a set of smiUng moniil 
friends! 

3 Mer. His noble mind and ready hand contettd 
Which can add most to hia free courtesies. 

rand. AfTable wolves I (4tide.l 
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3 M€r. It WAS %\ bis bidding 
I did free from prison a se* robber, 
Who yet may lire to pay him with his niin, 
What think yon of that deed, burgomaster ? 

FofidL What think! as of a deed of noble pity : 
And if that act did plunge bim into ruin, 
Yon may now share its glory, by relieving him ; 
And holding off your bonds. 

2M«r. I love and honour him. 
But must not break my neck to heal his finger. 

3 Mtr. For my part, though his bounty has no 

eyes, 
Yet my necessities compel me to some foresight. 

Vani, Hare ye not often profited by this man, 
And rereird at his cost ? 

2 Mer. Sir, we confess 

Vand, Do, that y're all base knaves and hypo- 
crites, 
See, here he comes to challenge a return 
Of kindness from ye. 

1 Her, When our bonds be paid. 
JBMir GOSWIN, miK men carrying bags ofmotuy. 

Ooi. Now, sirs, your bonds. Set down those 
bags of gold. 
Your pardon, that yon wait 

9 J/sr. {Atidt,) He deals in witchcraft ! 

1 iftr. Nay, sir, if it would do you courtesy— 

€hi. None at all, sir. {The Merchants bow.) 

flcmd, There's bending now of backs, 
And jutting out of hips. {Aside.) 

Ooi. Take it, 'tis yours. 
There's your ten thousand, sir. Give in my bills. 
Your sixteen—— 

8 Mer. Pray, be pleas'd to make further use. 

Oot. No. 

Vand. That's plump 1 You're answer'd I hope? 

4 Mer. What I have, sir, 

You may command. Pray, let me be your servant 
Ooi. Pnt on your hats. I care not for your cour- 



They're most untimely done, and no truth in 'em. 
Vand. They're all lies, I'll vouch for 'em ev'ry 

one. 
9 Mer. I have a freight of pepper. 
Vand. Bot your pepper. 
Goi. Shall I trust you again? There's yonr ten 

thousand. 
4 Mer. Or, if you want fine sugar, 'tis but send* 

ing. 
Oos, No, 1 can send to Barbary ; those geople, 
That never yet knew faith, have nobler freedoms, 
How now?— 

Enter a Sailor. 

Why, health to the noble merchant I 
The Susan is returned. 
• 00$. Well ? 

SaU. Well, and rich, sir; 
And now put in. 

Vand. Do you mark that? 

Cfos. Heav'n, thou bast heard my prayers. 
What news o'th' fly-boat ? 

Sail. If tbis wind hold tiU midnight, 
She will be here, and wealthy. 'Scap'd fairly. 

Vand. D'ye hear that, too, knaves. 

€f9e. How, pr'ythee, sailor? 

4Sfa«7. Thus, sir. She had fought 
Seven hours tog«ther, with six Turkish galleys. 
And she fought bravely ; but, at last, was boarded, 
And overlaid with strength; when, presently 
Come bearing up i'the wind, Captain Vannoke, 



That valiant gentleman you redeem'd from priso 
He knew the boat set in, and fought it bravely, 
Beat all the galleys off, sunk three ; redeem'd ber. 
And as a service to ye, sent her home, sir. 

Gos. An honest, noble Captain, and a thankful! 

Vand. And this is he ye would have hang'd. 
Ye land pirates. 

Gos. There's for thy news. Go, drink the mer- 
chant's health, sailor. 

Sail. Thank yonr bounty; and I'll do it to a doit. 

Vand. Ay, drink till ye drown yourself. 
Or you're no Englishman. {Exit Sailor. 

Oos. This year, I hope, my friends, I shall 'scape 
prison. 
For all yonr cares to catch me. 

Vand Come, sir, leave these pitiful knaves ; 
You must along with me : 
Yonder is one who weeps and sobs. 

Oos. Alas ! how does she ? 

VasuL She will be better soon, I bope. 

Gos. Why soon, sir? 

Vand. Why, when you have ber in your arms. 
This night 
My boy, she is thy wife : 
ru cheer thee np with sack. 
And when thou'rt joyous, fling thee to thy mis- 
tress. 

Oos. With all my heart I take her. 
Yoa are paid, I hope ? 

9 Mer. Ton may please, sir. 
To think of your poor servants in displeasure. 
Whose all they have— goods, moneys, are at your 
service. 

Oos. I thank you; 
And when I've need of you, I shall forge t yon. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV.^A Wood. 
Enter HUBEBT and HEMSEIBEE. 

Hub. You the earl's servant ? 

Hems. I swear I am near as his own thoughts to 
him. 
Able to do thee service. Belease me, 
I'll make thee ranger over all the game. 

Httb. This may provoke me yet to prove a 
knave toa 

Hems. 'Tis to prove honest; 'tis to do good sei> 
vice 
For him thou'rt sworn to, huntsman; for thy 
prince. 

Htib Then thou shalt see, sir. I will do a service 
That shall deserve, indeed. 
*Tis not your setting free, for that's mere nothing; 
But such a service, if the earl be noble, 
He shall for ever love me. 

Hems. What is't, huntsman ? 

Hub. Do you know any of these people live here f 

Hems, No. 

Hub. You are a fool, then. Here be those, to 
have 'em, 
I know the earl so well, would make bim caper. 

Hems. Any of the old iord.s that rebell'd ? 

Hub. Peace! 
AIL I know 'em all, and can betray 'om 

Henu. But wilt thou do this service ? 

Hub. More than that, too. . 

Here's the right heir. 

Hems. What Florez? Oh, honest, 
Honest huntsman ! 

Hub. Now. how to get them. 
There s the matter. 
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Memt. By force. 

Hmb. Ay, that mtut do'l 
And, with the peraon of the earl himself^ 
Authority and might mast come on *em, 
Or elee in yain. And thne I would have yon do't 
To-morrow night be here, the hoar be twelve : 
Now for a gniae to draw ye on these persons, 
The woods being thick, and hard to mt, myself 
With some beside, will wait you by the great oak. 

Hems. Keep bnt thy faiih, and snch a shower of 
wealth* 

JBvb. I warrant ye. iOss nothing that I tell ye. 
Away, away! for here come those will hold ye. 

lExit ffemskirte. 

Bnttr GEBBABD, HIGGEN, PBIG, OINEES, 
SNAP, FSBBET, and other t. 

Oer. Now, what's the news in town ? 

Ginits. No news bnt joy, sir. 
Ev'ry man wooing of the noble merchant, 
"Who sends his hearty commendations to ye. 

Fer. Yes; there's this news. This night he's to 
be married. 

Cfer. This night! He mnst not marry now. 

Bub. Oood sir, 

§f yonr leare; one word in private with ye. 
ay, do not start; I know ye. 
Hniwrt speaks to ye, and you must be Gerrard, 
The time invites 70u to It 

Oer. Challeng'dthns, 
I throw aside disguise and trust your honour. 
Sir, I am Qerrardf; say, how stand our hopes ? 

Hub, Fair, if yon now pursue 'em. Hemskirke, 
I've 
Let go, and these my causes I'll tell ye 
Privately, and how I have wrought on him, 
Gnll'd hjm, and sent him home as a decoy. 
To bring Lord Wolfort hither, with his guards, 
To seize (so he'll expect) the banish'd lords ; . 
But, BO my plan succeed, his very guards 
Shall serve to crush the tyranny they rais'd, 
And, at my voice, shall hail their lawful prince. 
Tilll can prove me honest to my friends, 
Look on, and strictly follow these directions. 

anapTyhuX, does he marry Vandunke's pretty 
daoghter? 

J»rig. Oh, the jpuddings the piping hot mincepieB ! 

Hig. For the leg of a goose, now would I venture 
a limb: 
I love a fat goose, as I love allegiance ; 
And plague upon the boors, too well they know't; 
And, therefore, starve their poultry. 

Prig. Brother Higgen, 
What think yon of a wassail? 

ffig. Worthily ; 
And then I'll make a speech in praise of mer- 
chants. 

Frig. And I'll so roar out songs and glees ! 

Oer. Tie passing well, I both believe and joy in't, 
And will be ready. Hear me all: keep in 
Till fhis^ your huntsman, call ye forth ; then do 
His bidding faithfully. I mnst awhile 
Forsake ye. On mine anger, no man stir hence. 

Frig. Not to the wedding, sir? 

C/er. Not any whither. 

Hig. The wedding must be seen, sir. We want 
meat, toa 
We're horribly out cf meat. 

Frig. Shall it be spoken, 
Fat oapons shak'd their tails at's in defiance? 
Shall pigs, sir, that the parson's self would envy, 
And dainty dttcka» 



Oer. Not a word more. Obey me 1 TExit' 

Hig. , Why, then, come doleful death, this is flati 
tyranny 1 
And by this hand^ 
Hub. What? 

Hig. I'll go to sleep upon*t 
Hub. No sleep to-night for any that have hearts 
To hunt with me the savage, bloody boar, 
That wastes the land. I have a scheme, my hearts, 
Shall, by one night of watching; win a feast. 
Whereat a royal host shall bldyou welcome 

lExeunt^ crying, •• Long live our huntsman, 
Hubert r 

SCENE v.— ^fi entrance Halt in Bruges. 

Enter GOSWIN, with a paper in his hand. 

Oos. Such earnest bidding; nay, more like com- ' 
mand. 
To meet him here, on th' forfeit of my word. 
In this the moment of my nuptial hour! 
What this man is I know not, nor for what cause 
Ue twioe has thrust himself into my dangers. 
But, sore, heav*n'8 hand is int By strange in- 



Nature has taught me to behold his want, 
Not as a stranger's. 

iSfK<r GEBBABD. 

My honest) my best friend, I have been careful 
To see thy moneys— 

Clause. Sir, that brought not me. 
Do you know this ring s>gain ? 

Oos. Thou hadst it of me. 

Clause. And do you well remember yet the boon 
you gave me 
Upon the return of this ? 

Oos, Yes: and I grant it. 
Be it what it wilL Ask what thou canst, I'U do it, 
Within my power. 

Clause. You are not married yet? 

Oos. No. 

Clause. 'Faith, I shaU ask you that, that will dis- 
turb ye. 

Oos. Do; 
And if I faint and flinch in't— 

Clauu. Well said, master ; 
And yet it grieves me, too, and yet it must be. 

Oos. Pr'ythee, distrust me not. 

Clause. Yon must not marry. 
That's part of the power you gave me. 

Oos. Not marry. Clause ? 

Clauu. Not if you keep your promise. 
And give me power to ask. 

Oos. Pr'ythee, thhik better. 
I will obey, by heaven ! 

Clauee. I have thought the best, sir. 

Oos. Give me thy reason. Dost thou fear her 
honesty? 

Clause. Chaste as the ice, for anything I know, 
sir. 

Oos. Must not marry? 
Shall I break now, when my poor heart is pawn'd ? 
When all the preparation— 

Clause. Now, or never. 

Oos. Come, 'tis not that thou wonldst: thou dost 
but fright me. 

Clause. You may break, sir; 
But never more in my thoughts appear honest 

Oos. Didst ever see her? 

Clause. Na 
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Ooi. Sbe is roch » wonder 
Ftor baanty and fair Tlrtne, Borope baa »Qt 
Why hact thou made me happy to undo me? 
But look npen her, then if thy heart relent not, 
ril quit her preaentiy. Who walta there ? 
Bid my fair love come hither. ^ ^ _^ 
Pr'ythee, be mereitul ; take a man's heart, 
And look npon her truly : take a friend 8 heftft, 
And feel what misery must follow this. 
Clowe. Take you a noble heart, and keep your 
promiee. 
I forsook aU I had to make yon happy. 

JfnftrGEBTEUDE. 
Oan that thing oaird a woman stay your virtue f 
Ooi. Look, there die is. Now deal with me as 
thouwOt 
Didst eter see a fairer? 
OerL What ails my lot«? 
Oot, Didst thou ever, 
By the fsir Ught of heavM, behold a sweeter ? 

OerL Snrv, h'M some strabge design in hand, 
He starts so. 
Cteuie. fShe Is most goodly. « ,;i,^» 

€f9i. Is she a thing, then, to be lost thus Ugntiy 7 
Her mind is ten times sweeter, ten times nobler,— 
And but to hear her speJuk— a paradise. 
And such a love she bears to me,— a chaste love,— 
And ready now to bless me; fixe priest, too, 

ready 
To say the holy words, shall make us happy. 
This is a eruelty beyond man's study; 
TwUl be her death to do*t 
Clauu. Let her die, then. 
Oos. 'TwUlkill me, too; 'twill murder me. By 
heav'n. Clause, 
rUgive thee half I have. Come, thou shalt save 
me. 
Ciauu. Then you must ^o with me; I cah stay 
no longer. 
If you be true and noble, in the dark walk 
Of aged elms, that opens to the plain, 
Toull meet me in this hour. 
Ocs. Hard heart, 111 follow thee. 

ISxitOlofm, 
Pray ye, go in. I have a weights business 
Concerns my life and state, {make no inquiry,) 
This present hour bef aU'n me. My cloak, there. 
Oifi. Is this your ceremony? why is this stop, 

sir? 
^0*. We must part, 
Gertrude, we mustl 

Oert, Mustl what voice enjoins? 
What power commands ? 
00$, We shall meet again. 
Gtrt, Who is yon man, that rules so absolute 
0*er Goswin's will ? 
Oos, Ask me no more. I can but tell thee ibis, 
sweet, 
I'm ever thine. FarewelL [ExU Gert, 

Iknownotwhy, 

But to obey this man, to me seems now 
As payment of some great religious debt 
Nature stands bound for. iExit. 

ACT V. 

SCENE L— Fbo(it. 

Enter GEBTBCDE <vn(f a d'otm. 

Cer. Leftd, if we're right; thou said'st thou 
kuew'st tho way, 



homeward 1 
Qert. Wrought from me by a beggar 1 attbetime 
That most should tie him 1 'Ub some o0er lovo 
That hath a more command on his affections, 
And he that fetch'd him, a disguised agiehfi, 
Not what he personated. Darkness fthnjjid 
And cover love's too curious search In md ; 
For yet, suspicion, I would not name thee. 
Clotim. Mistress, it grows somewhat pretty And 

dark. 
Cfert. What then? 

Clown. Nay, nothing. Do not think I am afraid, 
Although, perhaps, you are. 
Gert. I am not Forward! 
Clown. Sure, but you are. Give me your hand- 
fear nothing. 
What a fright one on's are In, you or I? 
Oert. What ails the fellow? 
Clown. Haik, hark ! I beseech yotu 
Do you hear nothing? 
Oert. Na 

Clown. Listl This wood is full of wolves, 
Of hogs, and such carnivorous vermin. 
Hark 1 'tis the howling of a wolf 1 
Oert. Of the wind, coward! 
Cloum. Help me to say my pray'ra. ^6*s got me 
now! . 

I cannot speak! Do I speak, mliitfG867 Tell ma 
Oert. A precious guide I've got. 

(One BdUoes.) 
Clown. It thunders now. Yda hear that, mia- 

trees? 
Oert. 1 hear one halloa! ^ , . 

CUfwn. 'Tie thunder, thunder! See, a flash o( 
lightning! 
Are you not blasted, mistress ? 
*T has played the barber ^ith me ; 1 have tost 
Hy beard— I am shaven, mistress. 

Oert, Pr'ythee, hold thy peace. 
Both love and jealousy have madid moj^ld. 
Where my fate leads me, I must go. Hold off! 

rExU 
Chun. The Lord go with you, then, for I ^ill no^ 
Enter WOLFOBT, HEMSKIEKE, ami Soldiers, 
Hms. It was the feUow.-sure, he ^at shoold 
guide— 
The huntsman that did halloa. Who goel there? 
Clown. Mistress, I am taken. 
mms. Ah, mistress! Now look foHK. 
Wolf. What are you, sirrah ? 
Clown. Truly, all is left 
Of a poor boor by day, nothing \!y night 
rm none that will stand out, great sir. 
YOU might have sp^r'd your guns and drum ; 
Yon may subdue me with a walking-stick, 
E'en when you please, and hold me with a pacK- 
thread. 
Hinu. What woman was't yon call'd to ? 
Clown. I? None,8h*. 

Wolf. None! Did you not name a mistress? 
Clown. Yes; but she's 
No woman yet; she should have seiin ttils nigh^ 
But that a beggar stole away her brfdegrobm. 
Enter Soldiers with GEBTBUDE. 
Heme, 'Tisshe! 

Oert. Hal I am miserably lost 1 
ffems. This was a noble entrance to your I0^ 
tune ; 
That being thus upon the point of marriage, 
i Upon her venture here, you should surprise her 
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Wolf. I begin, H^mskirke, to believe my fate 
Works to my end. 

ffenu. Yes, sir; SJid this adds trust 
Unto our gttide, wlio did assure me Floret 
LiT'd In some merchant's shape, as (>errard did 
In the old beggar's. (Shout heard.) That's he 
again ! 

Wolf. Good 1 Go we forth to meet hhn. 

Htmt. Here's the oak, my lord. Come, madam, 
you must along with us. 

lExtutU. 
Enter HUBERT, BIGGEN, PBIG, FEBBST, 
SNAP, and GINKES, like boon. 

Suh. I Uk6 your habits weU. They're safe 1 "^and 
close! 

ffiff. But what's the action we are for now, eh ? 
.'Bobbing the ripper of hia fish? 

lYiff. Or taking a poulterer prisoner? 

Miff, Wi^out ransom? 

Snap. Or cutting off a convoy of butter f 

Prig. Oh ! I could drive a regiment 
Of geese afore me, auch a night as this, 
Ten leagues with my hat and utaff, and not a hiss 
Heard, or a wing of my troop diaor^er'd. 

Sig, Is it afefeching off a book ol clothes ? 
We are horribly out of linen. 

Sub. No such matter. 

Mig. Let me alone for any farmer's dog: 
If you've a mind to the cheese-loft, 'tis but thus. 
And he's a silenc'd mastiff during pleaanre^ 

JTttft. Would it please you to be silent? 

Hig. Hum! 
X^-enUr WOLFOBT, HEHSKIBKE, and Soldiers. 

Wolf. Who's there? 
*-,^tb. A friend, the huntsman. 

Man*. Tis he, himself. 

Hub. I have kept touch, sir. Which Is ihe earl 
of these? 

Herm. This, my lord, 's the friend 
Hath undertook the service. 

ffvb. And I have don't 
I know to pitch my toils, drive In my game ; 
ForFlorea, and his father 
Oerrard, and Jactdin, x«ung Florea' sister, 
Pll have 'email. 

Wo^. We will double 
Whatever Hemskirke now hath promis'd thee. 

J7«& And I'll deserve it treble. What hone ha* 
you? 

Wol/. A handled. 

Sub. That's well. Beady to take *em on sor- 
prise? 

Wolf. Yes. 

Henu. Divide, then, 
Tour force into five squadrons ; for there are 
8o many outlets ^ of all which passages 
We must possess ourselves to round 'em in. 
And that they may be more secure, I'll use 
My wonted whoops and hallooB» as I were 
A hunting for 'em ; which will make them rest 
Careless of any noise, and.be a direction 
To other guides, how we approach 'em still. 

Wo^. *TiB order'd well, and relisheth the sol- 
dier. 
Make the division, huntsman. Yon are my 

charge. 
My fair one. I'lllook to yoa 

Cloum. No one shall need to look to me, 
ril look unto myself. 



[Exeunt. 



{Exit. 



Sub. Now, comrades, is the promli*d hour at 
hand! 
Here, where the roads do meet, lie conoeal'd; 
And, at ttie bugle's sog^d, raah fotth to aid 
Lord Hubert, who then rmgA the knell 
Of Wpirort's power, a&d hails found Flora* 
prince. 

lEAHt with Guards. 
iMer GEBBABD md FLOBBZ. 

Flo. *Tis passing strange 1 

Oer. When we fled from Wolfort, 
I sent yon into England, there plac'd yon 
With a brave Flanders merduuit, cau'd rich Qos- 

win, 
Who, dying, left his name and wealth unto yon» 
As his reputed son. But though I 
Should, as a subject, study you, my prince^ 
Twill not discredit you to call me father. 

Flo. Acknowledge you my father I Sir, I do ; 
And may impiety, couspirlnig with 
My other sins, shikme, and sudden^, 
When I forget to pay yon a son's duty. 

(Kmels,) 

Oer. I pray yon, rise; 
And may those powers that see and love this in 

you 
Beward you for it Taught by your example. 
Having receiv'd the rights due to a father, 
I tender yon th* allegiance Of a subjectk 
Which, as my prince, accept of. 

Flo. Kneel to me I 
May mountains first fall down beneath fhelr val- 
leys. 
And fire no more mount upwards, wh^B I suffer 
An act in nature so prepoi^t^rous. 
I am your son, sir; prouder to be so, 
Than I shall ever of those specious titles 
Left to me by my mother. 

Ger. I do believe it— 
By this time, sir, I hope yon want no reasons 
Why £ broke off your marriage ; 
For now, as Florez, and a prince, remember 
The fair maid whom you chose to be youf bride. 
Being so far beneath you, even your love 
Must grant she's not your equal 

f7o. in descent, 
Or borrow'd glories from deAdanoesfors ; 
But for her beauty, ohastfty, and vtf tned^ 
A monarch might receive from heiv not give, 
Though she were his crown's purchase. 

Enter HUBEBT, HEM8KTBKF.. WOLFOBT, 
BEBTH A, and Lords, with torehes. 

Hub Sir, here be two of 'em, 
The father and the son. 

Oer. Who's this? Wolfort? 

Wolf, Impostor! ay, to charge thee with tfiy 
treason. 
In this disguise, that hath so long conoeal'd you, 
I must find Gerrard. 

And in this merchant's habit, one call'd Flore^ 
Who would be earL 

Flo. And is, wert thou a ttibject 

Bertha. Goswin tum'd prince ! 
Oh! I am poorerby this greatness 
Than all my former jealousies or misfortunes! 

Flo. Gertrude! 

Wo{f. Stay, sir; hold, on your life! 

Bertha. His life! oh! first take mine; 
And since I cannot hope to wed him now. 
Let me but fall a oart of his glad ransom. 
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Flo. So proud ft fiend m Wolfort ! 

Wolf. For so lost ft thing fts Florez I 

Flo. And tliAt be so. 
Bftther thftn she ehonld stoop ftgatn to theet 
There ie no defttb, bat*B sweeter thftn ftU life, 
IVhen Worfort ie to give it Oh ! my Gertrude I 

WoV' There ie no Gtortrade, nor no Hemskirke's 
nieoe. 
Nor Vftndnnke'B dftngbter; this ie Berthft, Ber- 

thft, 
Heireee of Brftbent, she that oaue^d the war. 

Btrnt. Whom I did steal to do great Wolfort 
serrlce. 

Ho. Insolent villain! 

Enter JACULIN. 

Wolf. Who is this, huntsman? 

Hub. More, more, sir. This is Juculin, sister to 

Florez. 
G«t. How they trlomph in their treachery I 
Woif' Why, here's braye game! this was sport 
royal! 
Hontsman, your horn: flist wind me Florez* 

fall. 
Next Gerrard'a, then his daughter, Jaculin's. 
We'll bans 'em, Hemsldrke, on these trees. 
H«m. Not here, my lord; 'twill spoil your 

triumph. 
Svib. A public scaffold will shew better sport. 
Fkrtt. Wretch ; thou art not content tbon hast 
betray'd us, 
But mock'st us, too ? 
Qtr. False Hubert! thlsismcnBtrons! 
Wolf. Hubert! 
HemB. ^ho, this? 

Ger. Yes, this is Hubert ; false and perjur'd Hu- 
bert! 
I hope he has help'd himself unto a tree. 
Wcif. The first, the first of any; and most glad 
I have you, sir. 
I let you go before, but for a train : 
Is't you have done this service ? 
Hvb. Asyour poor huntsman, sir. But now as 
Hubert 
The wolfs afoot, let slip. 

{Sounds his horn.) 

£ntor VANDUNE£,'J/0reftafit<, HIGGEN, PRIG, 
FERRET, SNAP, and Soldiers, who seize on Wol- 
fort and Hemskirte, 

Wolf. Betrayed! 
Sub. No; but well catcb'd; and I the hunts- 
man. 
T€Md. How do you, Wolfort? Rascal! good 
knave, Wolfort! 
I speak it now without tho rose: and Hems- 

kirke, 
Rogue Hemskirke! you that have no niece: this 

lady 
Was stol'n by you, and ta'en by you, and now 
Resiipied by me to the right owucr here. 
Take her, my prince. 

Flo. Can this be possible? 
Welcome, my love! my sweat, my beauteous 
love! 
^ OerU And shall we part no more? 

Fanef. I ha* given you her wice ppw l?eep her 
bette? 



And thank lord Hubert that composed the plot. 
And in good Garrard's name sent for Vanduokc^ 
And got me oat with my brave boys, to march 
Like OflBsar when he bred his oommentariea ; 
So I to breed my chronicle, came forth, 
CsBsar Vandunke, and veni^ vidi, vici. 

Big. Captain Prig, sir ! 

Prig. And Colonel Higgen i 

Vand. Pecuse, rogues ! 
Give me my bottle, and set down my drums, 
I'll sit in Judgment on 'em : you stole the lady. 

Wolf. Well, I can -stand, and praise the toil that 
took me. 
And laughing in them diet they were brave 
snares! 

Flo. 'Twere truer valour, if thou durst repent 
The wrongs th' hast done, and live ! 

Wo^. Who! I repent, 
And say I am sorry I Yes; 'tis the fool's Ian- 

But not for Wolfort. 

Vand. Wolfort, thou art a devil 
And speak'st his language. Now, might I faa^e my 

longing! 
Under this row of trees here would I hang thee. 

Florez. No ; let him live, 
Banish'd from our state. That is thy doom. 

Vand. Then, hang this worthy captain here^ this 
Hemskirke, 
For profit of th' example^ 

Florez. No, let him 
Enjoy his shame, too, with his conscious Hfs^ 
To shew how much our innocence contemns 
All practice from the guiltiest to molest ul 
Away with them ! 

iExU Wolfort, gmanhcl, 

Oer. Sir, you must help to join 
A pair of hands, as they have done of hearts, 
And to their loves wish joys. 

Flo. As to mine own-my gracious sisier,— . 
Worthiest brother I 

iEmbracing.) 

Vand. Away with them ! a noble prince ! 
And yet I'd fain some one were hang'd. 

Oer. Sir, here be friends ask to belook'd on, 
too, 
Andthank'd; who though their trade be none o' 

th'best, 
Have yet us'd me with courtesy, and been true 
Subjects unto me, while I was their king. 

Vand. Your grace command them foKow me to 
Bruges, 
They'll tarn the wheel for Crab the ropemaker. 

Flo. Do yon hear, sirs? 

Big. We do ; thanks to your grace. 

Vand. They shall beat hemp, and be wh^p'd 
twice a week. 

Prig. Thank your good lordship. 

Flo. No. I will take the oare on me to find 
Some manly and more profitable course, 
To fit them as a part of the republic 
Be it our oare to prove unto the world 
Our better title o er usurped favour. 
In how much we shall use it for the good 
Ev'n of the meanest siibjectB Ia oar state. 
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Sis Philip -CLAirsyoBVw 

BT. 

ACT L 



Fabhbii AssFOhV. 



•JPossniAoir. 



PfitSB. 

Hiss B^HDlWb. 
3LlbrtEtiin>'r. 






Dame. What news, husbawl? WhM Ill*if§'ai- 










il«A. W^H-aaind, Hreloorti* i*lloaBL fWlal^flttwlli 
dOM thee bring ^|fgD|Ljp9is}^|(f 



^TtfSoiff li!llPlll"?*^WIW!*TPBWfr 



rroiiht'flve"8hillIngB a quarter more^thad onrs 

^ iA«». AU ihe l>9WE>t fOr he. 

Dqme. All I the ^n^bs to shine on purpose 
'Wt'mtt." ' ' ' '*' '"^ ^'" • ' • 

m^ome, come, MiBUS, ittthee has npt the 
grace to thank God for profperous times, arai>aee 

Dame. And I assure thee, Dame anmdy's l^ntter 
W8»<fW«tlid^«Wft»^«l«il9JI»et. ■■•:"' 



lilt 

Ash, Be qnMk, wooljsT $imf9y9 ding dUigliiff 
DuDo Gnindy into ny euni— wlMt wlU Hrn. Qnmdy 
ZA7? ^Vhat will Hn. Qnuidy think? Oaan't 
thM b« qniat, let bar Alon^ and behAve tliyMlf 
pratty? 

Dame. Gertsinly I ean— I'll tdl thee, Tommai, 
what she eaid at church last Sunday. 

Ash, GaoB't thee tcU what parson zaid? Noa! 
Then FU teU thee« A* zaid that envy were as fool a 
^^^ ^ — ,_ « wholesome 



A u«;u JL u sou UICO, A. SBIU lia»» ^T 

weed as grows, and cankers aU wL. 
at be near it->that'B what a' zaid. 

Dame. And do you think I envy Mrs. Onmdy, 

deed? 

' Aaik. Why dan't theeletten her alone then? I 
>! yerliy think when thee goest to t'other world, 
1 e Turst question thee't ax *U1 be, if Mra Ghrnndy's 
ilere? Zoa be quiet, and befatiTe pratty, doo'e. 
Sas thee brought whoam the ''Salisbory NewsL** 

Dame, No, Tnmmus; but I haye brought a rare 
wudget of news with me. First and foremost, I 
M.W such a mort of coaches, senranta, uid wagons, 
all belonging to 8lr Abel Bandy, and all coining to 
the castle; and a handsome young man, drcssod 
all in laoe, puH'd off his hat to me, and said, •* Mrs. 
' Ashileld, do me the bonoar of presenting that letter 
to your husband." So^ there he stood without his 
»hat Oh, Tnmmus, had you seen how Mrs. Qmndy 
looked. 

^i«A. DomMr&Omndy; bequiet,and let Iiead, 
woolye? (Beads.) "My dear Armer," (Takfngof 
hie hatj Thankye, zur; zame to you wi' all my 

heart and soul, •♦ My dear Farmer ^* 

'.. Damt. Farmei^why, thee*re blind, Tmomw-it 
Js, "My dear Feyther •*— Tls from our own dear 
Susan. 

Ash. Odds! dickonsanddalziesl zoo it be, zure 
:enowI "My deer Peyther,you will be surjnrtBed" 
--Zoo I be, he. is' what pret^ writing, beant It? 
alias 8tra{ghi; as nof it were ptoughed,—" sur- 
prised to bear U>at ia a few hours I shall embrace 
you.- Nelly, who wns formerly our aerYaat has for- 
tunately nsaniec! Sfr Abel Handy, Bart" 

Dame. Handy Bart— pugh I Bart stands for Ba- 
ronight, mim. 

Ash. Likoly, likely. Drabbitit, only to tUnk of 
the zwaps and chan^^es of this world ! 

Dame. Our Nuily married to a great baronet 1 I 
wonder. Tummos, what Mrs' Grundy wiU say ? 

AA. Now, woolye be quiet and let I readr-" And 
she has proposed bringing me to see you ; an offer, 
I hop^ as acceptable to my dear f eyflier''— 

Dame. ''And mother"—— 

Ash. Bless her, how prettily she do write " fey- 
ther, Vdan't she? 

/>am«. And "mother." 

Ash. Ees, bat feyther first, though,—" as accept* 
able to my df^r farther and mother, as to their af- 
fectionate daughter, Susan Ashfleld." Now bean't 
that a pratty Letter? 

Dame. And, Tummus, is not she a prattv 
girl? «- * 

As?^ Ees; and as good as she be pratty. Drabbit 
^^ ^ ,?^.J^^\^° happy; and zo warm, for all the 
world like the zun in harvest 

Dame. Oh, Tnmmus, I shall be so pleased to see 
her^ I shan't know whether I stand on my head or 
my heelSL 

Ash. Stand on thy head! vor shame o* thyzel— 
behaTe praity, do. 

# J?*?*;,^*y» ^ meant no harm. Eh, here comes 
mS^JS^*'F^ the gardener, from the castla 
isiess m^ what a hurry the old man be in. 



SPBBD THB PLOUOB. 

Snter KVEBOABEN. 

gfter. Qood. day, honest Thomas. 

A^ ^etoyoQ,OMaBterSv«rgiMas. 

Ever. Have you heard the news? 

Dame. Anything about Mm Grundy ? 

Ash. Dame, be quiet, woolye now ? 
r^HT' «°» 5?* ?• °®^» ia, thai my master. Sir 
Philip Blandford, after haTihg bam aIntMHl for 
twentor yeers, returns tfaia.day to the caatle; and 
that the reason for his coming, is, to marry his only 

<l»Q8l;tertothesonof6irAbelHaBdj,IAfiikthe7 ' 
call him. 

banST* ^■■"* •■ tuppence, that is Nelly's hus- 

^«r. Indeed! Well, Sir Abel and his aon wffl 
he here immediately ; and, farmer, you most attend 
them. 

Ash. Likely, likely. 

Ever. And,mistrsss,oomea]Mlleiidiualiaadat 
the castle. ^1 yon? Ah! twenty hmg years since 
I hare seenShrMl^poorgenJtimS! Bad. hZ 
''^?r"^<™ almost to the grate, I am told. What 
a lad do I remember him«-iill that dteadftf — - 
(Ohe^ig himee^ro But where is Henry? Imust 
aeehim— mnstoaationbim.(ii0iM« diaekanedat 

then. Poor Henry! 

^ivhhe l>e nobody knaws wbo^ tiier« ia nota 
flrl in the parish that is not ready to pnU caps for 
bhn. The Miss Gmnd/s gente^ t/^^ia^ 
themselTcs, would be gtad to snap at him. Jt he 
were our own, we could not love him better. 

^wr. And he deserves to be loved. Why, he's as 
handsome as a peach-tree in bloesom ; and his 
?™ v"^*^J'^i!^™ ^®**» •■ »y favourite carna- 
tion bed. But Thomas, be here to receive Sir Abel 
and his son. 

Aeh. 1 wool. I WOOL Zo, good^^jr. (BMpmg) 



Let ev^ man make his'bow, and b^vepn^! 
^•Missus, do ye shew on Sue's 



that's what I say. , _ ^^ _^„ ^ „„„„ 

letter, woodye? Bo ye letten zee how pntly she 
do write, feyther. 

Ztema But, come, step in, and I'H teU you such a 
story about Mrs. Grundy. Yon must needs be 
weary; and I am sure a mug of harvest beer, 
sweetened wifli a hearty weleome, wffl refresh 
thee. 

IBxeusitinto tkekmm. 

iam>a$a$cross,ladmwUhdmtmtpeuk(v»i. 
itBo senant* enter with the Jnosigh; (Aey 
eovtml Mroay* Matmfta 
Ash. Drabbitit the wold castle 'nil be baidlv Ug 
enow to hold an thic lumber. Who be this? Ado 
zeem a comical zoart of a man. Ota, Abel Handv. 
I suppose. . 

SirA.iWi(hma.) Gentiy, there! mind how you 
go, iioDin. 

{Jicraeh.) 
^er SIB ABEL HANDY. 
Zounds and fury! yon have killed the whole 
country, you dog! for you have broken the patent 
medicine chest that was to keep them alTaUve. 
(C&Wo^.) Bichard,genUy! Takecaie of the grand 
Ardi«nedlsacorks0rews. Blessmyaonl! somadi 

to think of ! Such wonderftd Inventloiis la 

tian,inoonpQotiOQ,a&dineompletfottl , 

Ailer PSTBB. 
WeH, Ptoter, «fe^»<earriag« mmSk tookaf < 



SnOSD THB PJUOUOH. 



K aU t» ntoriM X ttoni^t «8 how, 
Mr, ttutt jrow iafanoid aadstoee would |^ w»j. 

Sir JL OoQlonid iti umI I cleclMre mf wMer- 
proof shoes are oompletely soaked ttnroogb. 

[ExitPderaiffaUi, 
(U^ amd lkma9.y ZMrreii^ snr, Zar- 



Air il. (AkwMMT.) What's fhat? 
DeTfltakfttheftoUowl 



Oh, good day. 

iAHde.) 

Atk, Thaakye^sor; Maie to yoa wi* all mj heart 
andson]. 

Sir A* Fray, friend, conUI yoa oostrive gtntfy to 
iafonB me, where I can find one Farmer AshiMd. 

ilM. Ha, ha, ha! {Lauffkbig tottdty,) Ezcase my 
tiftteriiic a Ut— bat year aidog myael TOr I be so 
inrectoiis silly. (Bowing ond UsughUtg.) Ah! you 
. atare at I beease I be bashed and dannted. 

Sir A, Ton are Teiy baahfid, to be sura. I da- 
clave I'm qaite wearr* 

Atk. llyov'UwalklQlolheeaatle.yoamayrit 
down, I dare say. 

Sir A. May I, indeed! y«B area feUow Of eztra- 
•nUBscydviUty. 

AA. Theie's no denying It^ snr. 



iSiril. No.I*Usit 
T iUk. WhatlcnthefToand? Why, yoaH wring 
jonr onld wUhsrs ■ 

SirA^ On the groond— no, I alwaya eanry my 
■eat with me. {ftprmdtatmaUcomi^^htarJ Here 
111 sit and flSHitaia the aarveyer'a aeeoant of the 



A^ DIelens and daisies I what a gontiemen yoo 
wonid be to show at a Yaih 

Sir A4 Silenoe, fellow, and attend—'* An aeeonnt 
of the castle and domain of Sir Philip Blandford, 
intended to be setHed as a marrisfe portion off his 
daughter, and the son of Sir Abel Handy, by frank 
Tlonrish, sprvqper. bnprimia«-The msmlses 00m- 
mand an exq^dte view of the Isie of Wight" 
Charming! deUj^tfal! I don't see it thoogh. 
jRitfrn^ m liy with my n«w glasB-4By owa in- 
-VOBWIII' {Bm M9k$ Ihrtmgh tk$ gkuit Athittd pttp* 
^ ihrmifiUkt^Hkr auLj Yest there I eaoght a 
Ah ! BOW iBse itplaialy. Ehi no^ I don't sea it- 
do yoa? 

M* Voa»snMdoeiift-»bDftli«tti^n#eepyclaten 
I he eaa see a Ut oat fkomthe top of the chimbley, 
aoa, anyoa'TB a mind to ^rawl np, yon may see nn'. 
too-he^hel 

mr>A. Thank yotf ; but eniiiejrottr titter, (ffsatf*.)' 
•FMi ponds well stocked.** That's a good thing, 
farmer. 

^«A. likely, likely— hot I doant thhik the Tlshea 
do thrite mocA in &eas ponds. 

SirA» Nol why? 

AtfL Why. the ponds are always dry 1' the ziun> 
mar; and I pe toidd that beant wholesome Tor the 
little Tishes. 

Sir A. Not very. I belleTe. Well saic^ snrreyor. 
•* A cool snnsmeMioasa" 

A»k, Ees, snr, qoite cool^-by reason the roof b* 
lombledtaL 

Sir A. Better and better. ** The whole oaptbla 
of the greatest improyement** Come, that seema 
tn% however. I shall have plenty to do, thsTs 
OB* comfort 1*11 have soeh oontrlyanoea. m 
have a canal ran fhrongh my kitchen. (Atitk.') I 
nrast give this rnstio some idea of my oonbaiiaeneeL 
Ton must know, Vkrmer, yon have the hononr of 
eonversisg wiih a mas who hat oMalBed pate&hi 



for tweeian^ feooCh-plek% ud tl»der-bozes«4o a 
philosopher who has now in head two iBvealloaa 
which wUl render him immortal— the one is, con- 
verting saw-dnst into deal boards; and the other 
is, a plan of cleaning rooms by a steam engine. 
And, Farmer, I mean to give prises for indnstiy; 
I'll have a ploughing match. 

Ath, WifiyoOfSnr? 

Sir A, Tee, for I consider a healthy yoong man 
between the handles of a plough, as one of tbe 
noblest illustrations of the prosperity of Britain. 

Ath. Faith and troth! there be some tightiah 
hands in theas parts, I promise ye. 

Sir A. And, Farmer, it shall precede the hyme- 
neal festivities— 

AA. Nan! 

Sir A. moekheadl the ploughing match shall 
take nlace as soon aa Sir Philip Blandford and his 
daughter arrive. 
. iUA. Ob, Ulcely, likely. 

JOHN. 



Jehn. Sir Abel, my Blaster will be here Imms^ 
diatdy. 

Sir A, Indeed! and when is Bob? 

John Why, sir, the aattvr« were ringing a peal in 
honour of oar arrival, when my Blaster, finding 
they knew nothing of the matter, went np to th^ 
steeple to instruct them. Will yon allow me to 
take this chair in for yon ? 

iBt talsr M« eewip ehairt and exUs at gain. 

Sir A, WoBderf oi! Hy JBoh, you must know, is 
an astoaishiBg fellewl— yon have heard of the 
^dsiiroMc Oneht^Ot aaeybe? Bob's of the same 
kidney 1 I contrive, he executes— Sir Abel invenit^ 
Bob feoit. He can do everything— averytl^lng! 

Atk, All the hetter vor heu - I asy, asur, as be can 
torn his hand to eversrthing, prayi in what way mad 
he earn hie livelihood! 

iS^ il. Earn his Uvettbood ? 
, Atk, JBes, 9r-4iow do he gain h(s bread. 

Sir A, Bread! Oh, he can't earn his bread. Bleat 
yon! he'sageBhis. 

Ask, Oeniqal Drabhit it. I have got a horsa o* 
fliic name, but dom *nn, he'll never work— never. 

Sir A, Sgadl htfaeoBietrmy boy Bob!— 9b 1 no 
—it is not! Bd 

Enitr BOB HA|rOT*w«X a P9$tbM'9 cap and wfti>, 
foWowed SfrrOSTSOT, wftft a rornid kat and earn. 

Sob. i 
Sir A. 

ilo6. (»i, I was teachhig this feUow to drive. No- 
thing is so horrible as people pretending to do what 
they are unequid ta Give me my hat. That's the 
way to use a whip. 

{CUvettheJ^uOiophiMa^andwh^.) 

/^0i(&. Sir, you know yoa have broke the horses' 
knees all to pieces. 

JMw Hash, there's a gBbiea. 

(Apart BaUTottka^.) 

Sir A. XroAO^iadJ Yoo see. Bob can do every, 
thing. But^ sh*, when yoa knew I had arrived 
from Oermany, why did yon not pay your duty to 
me in IiondoB? 

Bob. Sin t heard yon were bnt f onr days maiw 
ried, ahd 1 would not interrupt your honeymoon 
. S/^ 21. Four daytl oh. yon aught have ooma. 
^ • (Sigkwg^ 



my old dad, It that yoa? 

' ^ ; the only doubt it If that ba 



ftSB^^mlGnL 



«1e hi9tK, tmsqpAiittofttea Hy fMlikvaaMrtoUlM,— 
• fall'lilown Wbnom of iMitaMk 

iGKr i(. T«il 

B0». How doM tt aanrtrr 

M^ il. So, BOf 

A>& Anythomaf 

Aril. A few ( 

A^.'I mnst be Ititrodaoea— W)i«re !• sbet 

Sir A. ^ot witiiia thirty mUet: "Tor 1 4<ft>*MMar 
her. 

•ift«Jk<Ha.lM.1iftt 

^06. Wboisthfttt 

Mr ^ Ob, a pretty b«1iaT«a,'tHeefffay frki^ of 
1Din& 

AmH. Zurvxtf.pxT^no oBenpe I dqbppe. Oonld 
BQC beTtr iltt6MQg ft hUt tti NfOST- IVIien sh0 wur, 
ttiTTMStwr l.i«»aii€« tWIKMi prttttewA'bor/ 



that's vomrtaliL 

ilo6. Oh I TO then my hollO«N^ed mamma^ra* the 
■errant of this titterii«.g«|^toman— leay.father,! 
perhaps she b^ not loet the " tightish prattle ** be: 

nj^oiiMor. 

Sir A. My dear boy, come here. Prattle! I vay, • 
did yon eTerlfye nextduoi'tda pewteiNff^ 7— that's! 
all— yoQ imdetstand me : did yon «rrer bear a doaenj 
8te-engiaee fall gallop?— weM you ever st Btf-i 
lingflgate in the - - 

Bc». Ha^hal 

Sir A. Nay, don't laQgb,«1IOIi. 

^.Jttdead,air,jr(mMiin)(0fiiUAI|IM^wl7- '^^^ 
storm, I dare say, soon blows over. j 

Sir A. Sooni Yea know what a tmde ■wind is,} 
l9on't yon, Bob? wby«he IMnks ntf mote of tbe 
latter end of her speeob, tlMB sbe doe«of -thelattdr; 
ondofherMfe 1 

Bdb. Ha, ha? I 

Sir A. But I wo&*t be fenghod «i— HI knook any 
nan down that laagiat- flbb,ir yon ean aiif an^^, 
thing pleasant, I'll trouble ybn; ;1f<no«i dowllat my 
wife can't— bold yonr l0Dir«& I 

Bob. I'll show VottwhAi'I can to^TU upBoiejyoal 
irith tMs nattVe. ' j 

Sip A. Do .do— gqlz him— at ttfm. Sob. 1 

Bob. I say, farBa#,'3r<)ti pn'ti «et «r Jolly MDovsi 
bore, tnt yonf •• - t 

Ath. Bes, mr; ^mHOf 10IIr**«Koept&og Wh9n:we 
be otherwise, and then we beant. ' f^ >..'.> 

A4f. Xfa,mtt «^ HiipMHp MF ««M«lltFe| 
cui bowl a bit, or thereabgnts. 

Bob. And cudgelrtoo,*! •nnposoit 

'«r^. AthiriC'Bob. ' • - | 

4sh. Ees, zur, we sometimes break qox^ ^nqHier'a 
lieadB by way ofbeing ai^fMl^e, and UtelOBe 0* 
Ihai 

Bob. Undenrtasd tia Ao gMiOit 



. . iPu^itiffhim^<»f^9ff9(*^ofcudgeniiiff.) 

Bob. Whatrblt iotliis way, ehf I 

iMakeo a mm Ali^iUd¥ihiUkl»pm¥kt,i. 

AOl V^zur, wci do hit thlo way. | 

(Bilo»6b4Mmflyj\ 

Bob. Zoandsandfaiyt < 

iffr0o$m) 
Sir A. Why, Bob, he has biroke, 
'BbbrYtB \ ¥e Tather ttt me- " 
«ir vrf.He dM, indeed, Qob. 
»>B. Haagfalnrt ^^Hie fc»tli,'Itoi ontW pfao- 



^^Aih. Seta .mtSt naiaM^aMr e d*ll;^^»4k iMHyta 
y,jwl' aii inj ^ b i f Kaadadat. 



"^ 



VOf xto, tilaitk'yoa-^asniar, ^Ast's yonr 

Anftking 

Bob' No, no— AsbJIeldl ahonld be be the father of 



AMh.M.y 

to say against my name ? 



my pretty Sosan^Pray have yon a daughter? 

iUA. Mml half 'l i at^thtagtaMyaffiBtiaiAT 

Bob. No, no; I think ber a charming cvwtaTe. 

AM. I)oya,'talth«wMiiMh«.ooiM.«ufl ba^daitdly 
kiiiA«*^'boweT«r. Do *yMMne^ xwwa tfMghtfil 
ike wro not ag w ei b ia 

Bib. Oh, •keif «dvem«ty -ngMeaUe to jps, I ae- 



iyon. 

AOl Ifwr,ttbeoaitftpMtlr4]i9««>to>«ateBO«ioo 
^ftne. (14)10 hfipe; «ar, ^btfakidt ywr hkadwill 
break noa sqaares. 8he be 4DailttgilkNni & then 
liafl»«t^<lcdfi Mff niftdiliUyMiMdMroar ^onse, 
zur. ' 

-.aift.'The d«Hl «hB4»t: tHlMf»«wkward. 

Ath. I do hope you'll be kind to 8m wheaaiha 4o 
come, woolye, ant^ 



.&)6. Too may depend on-K. 
iB» d:<l mri sa: 



wish to find Miss Blandford^-aMMttliL 
Atl».m^wm. fledftwftwi^-ylOMfc »to walk this 

way. and til walk befotoyoa. 
^itA. Mtmi ikaMirtMM ^m. naltikshs ftug ^r<rf» 

ar<»r. Well, OoMld, my trastyfeUow, Is Sir Phillip 
arrived? ' _^^ _^^'^_^ 

fi^efd/dL KO^ iff; .but hOM)^ einil0tod. 
Jfer. Tdll,me lH>w4oeii1lie <MlM4ookr 
'Gerald. Sadly decayed, sfi*. ^' 

IAtt I hope, GertOd. yon wpre not (Hwiwafl. * 
G^ML Ifear Otherwise, sir ;>onthfAirfft of fhe 
-domain I enoonntefed a stHMiiuNllh mt'iqnr; -l^t 
1 tlaMed4nto lhitt<tliidket, aoaiS'i^tMAdWi. 

HWilrT ^jMittW ia a shssMi^ 
'OkHratafT lAMk 

ilor. Have yon gahi6d any intelUgeooe? 



^ ii#(ioM|ttk«t MaiAiea as wsa 

fak» JChelntontcemSdydM^tkttsiMiihM-. 
Hush ! conceal yourself ; we are obaenedMMv 

iOnb«rf«irQsU 
ITattw. (4 AMNietfto) Hold L aa ft^^nd, jqif» wprd ! 
Cl^^RdKAi mn ana ttti&ni.) 
eaped me. **Th« Inftot died 1 
f^onj of 4oubt is4pBn]^porta|>^ 

^n««r EVEBGB&fiN ^kwtt^MM. 
i^«f. BoDry, wett-m^tt 



• t9» 



^^ry^^ye^yqn^eej^ Atavqgers ? 



, Nol 

ffenry. Two.bu* now hate 
spoke of a lost child. **- 

.think t wurthe o^oct ^ ^, 

f orwar^bat they avoidw hie. 

JSper. jTo, no! Itcotfld nof "" 
on earth toopws bnt myself, 

Senry. llTho, Shr'PJ 






_J5r«irir, True, my good^ld friend;. jO*:|^'fl»; ^^SKi^.i'^LJ^ f*»*^.** * «^» 

piltow, cross i5fSTi?^i^4SSJ'S& *E^ 

flndbim— i&«A*n^ 

» iirj 
bat's BoH. 
^^^.. . e fltttimlflAB^or iB.ho 

CwrmmBiiicmtfiL {Eits bint teiUthU 
Q*tiii^r9Mt dbg, dott'tyoa MBlfiw Stand- 



ble to the blessin^i fii |»«|(k 



a^dliiiertr. 



^jo> »% ddB, ft ^trentlft pitjfiw broMtlto i 



^f^r. Come, come; no more of this. 

v^'SiM^ii^y'fatJM^ frS^4f 
the team. 

tore; yet a ray^of joy 8lia^JS«M| Ur U||gi44 eyl: 
Iministered 1>y a faChera 
(t 



tet«te4.i»pti|ej >• ^.3 » T«<ii^.«««»-«. 

Mta A^^r . :SS;/i<^^t^^£r^^ 



r.trfi wtflliin was admJ 




1^ dro^t 



become the MMi <«mid©fi.(g!r a,|| 

with me to the «M«le^4h« M tb 

Jgw r.Ay e, boy ; for when Sir VhXXtp arxt^c^ yod 



ZTpiwy. Not se^.iriw* 

the castle. 
ffenrp. Well, T 

bnti^ignedand 
MljMlftl^ field wi 



tiU and eommenees toorh 




i^a^t. 



stick.) 

ford? 

' JJW' fmm'tmr.t^ SbmOaHhiDm .nniicky: 

Ma am, your most obedient servaBBk fffr^nntfTf 

io hide th€ ufork.) Ciuse th^ cosh^. 

.... &ftrou)iUintoeottaffe.y 

Dame. Ohth^'V$mnp6/l^'aayti}6ei 
t. ^oj, jamah,, m Wftj^j^MiV » ^Uioufljina;j»d8 
another time. (IHtfTte rvtfwr td Iki' cotOiot:} Yovl 

mirablyhandfioinenjjrhfiai^ . : 

ait A. rtnSt'ifce;'lf(i*f' ^'**'^ 

wfljD? ■.■./,;'•■ 

Mm ^. Oh; ti>f.^x,i co^tf ntn sb Mon tew^tire 
It9 J4^^,A(M>« »«>*^ * <ti*Dge? }tiBt^?3ir«ei ftom 
ermany. 

£o&. The ve^jr WiiUIKitha^iaost fashionable In- 
troduotion »M«iWfi! Jfqt it reqvh^s iio,t>afe< d^ 
1l|^ii|bt&e pt^fl^s of fash- 
now tbB#a^ of thdSrorldft^ fdrevefy one 
a»^ir 0,wn yiuf ^ and followinipthe f askion 
1* f rem the refl> of 



lonTrorl 



your acquiliiitani 
MiuB. Bvit 



dislnilg^flsh* 

fashion are 

Bob. Yes; but that MriLBp.c|?ctremeIy:^80«8»eftieB 
fashionable oelebri^ o^Knias mm n^ waist^ 



mffmmt 
' "■ g, the most ardent }oT«lpr J^*** B. QjmiXDStfiX^ . ^ - \. " ' ■ '^' 



and, I've a notion, feeling, th 

An arrangement f-^ana iisne reft 

that question whenwe prevlons onbuh|i^poi 

ment here 1 . 

■ . . 'JMnl&lOh, no, sir; nobody can ma^e it in «&< 

Bob, TbKal'^^^iffti 
madam, I passed t^% — 






I>ame. Indeed 1 



kelteriU 

topiif»: 

(ben ~" 



uBdI*|lah«7ypu 
itftequf/tionj^fftfidt husbands 



itiO^t en- 

.rfhttty of 

besti^gla 

,te7'had"aie 

, J^foom to OXnertHrdlf 65n^^«kkt«&t9nMI ^ 

iIBy^xeceiTed a black eye, and no coachman waa 

killed, the thing was Toted decent and comfortable^ 

and scouted accordingly. 

^^SffA ^ 9^mtprt, then, incoms^ti^lQ wlfh fash- 

Bob. Certainly I €%ttlort fai high life would be 
as preposteroos as a lawyer's bag crammed with 
tn>t]KJjm^ltlAi«rr.q«B«pit«D4^B«]Mtionthat to 
sought but numbers and conhision I So Chat a faah- 
[ibles Smithfield Market j only 



eeonalikt 



'Mocked; and Jadlee 
iki sheep, aad «ieir 



ft<f-by' 

droves like hprned cattle! 
^a l^ l^MPtHtf ednvMitid^.,,^ 



UM 



8PSID TBB PLOOOB. 






l.*«Werf 



I hope JO* l»d not joor pglMj 
mitt down to fuor -Hye 

th^ nma tho f MhloMUe nee. ^ 

•nthe w»r. flfit they nmon^tlMn their lottnne 

ran haid. Uwn thay'Tt ft nm of look* tlion **^" "*• 
SlylBnt rn fiflw fl-Won til its I 
mSdontfon of one of iti1)l««Md Iftwi. 

Bob. Whntn»ythfttbof 

Mr J. That 1i«A»d Md wife mm 



iUMo on my Meonnft; yon Bv 



_UM!y 
.tteynm 
foOlM In 



jBMirTHOlCAS. 
noMof. Miii MMidtorfl, yoor f tflwr oipeolt 

bI ihall flndblm more oompoMd. 
-pfllT 



bw« tbte mot^ file deJ«etlon 




my ( — 

SMfdML 

ZodlrAObl noirlAattbe c ar emo d 
bnTTi ^ ^ ' 



-Soft. BirtTfcopeiwitalHwtWe totangH mW 






Torym«ilo«to»yd.«l«b«^^^^j 

jPMrAffliFIBJ>. 

iUft. Dmm! Dune t she teoomel 

Holly, yoor ipoiis^ doordftryou togo to bor.di- 



MiuM. AOknl Sir AteL 

M-X Ohi It my wlls hod mflili n pnttf w«y 
Hmm. And hoirdoot Bonn look? 

^InSEr. 2iir,lfyonploM«,I>MDOftndXwmietym 

^«^2!1KJ?oSdo«s6ndiii«! OhjywiitoniiroHr- 
bibnTid«towwWiikW«mnool ^^^^^^ 

tfOXNB a-»2fte Mo><0r AT ^'•VMr ili^^iir# 



JMNT fABMER ond DAMS, iHM SIB ABBL. 

JjA HrdmrSMonl 

.Olff. Ayin»r«j«««Hi (J»if ftm •• «tom.) 

j^ HSttMOt yeylhorlr mdmnih> W<n,.Ibe 
io martacM to »• «mo mrat y wnr; nadlyw 
bo'ii tlMO f ond hoir do ilwolBbo Ijmmm t^ 
tio a daiidly liToly pliMjbe to^ 

ZkMM. Is not idw a 9n% firlt 

SktA Tbfttohois* 



mrA. Oluladt rmvon. my dMT «llab I new 

* ttofof 



foiiet Ihftl yott ereln -«^,.--. 

AiiH, DrftbUtitl I oreilooked 
enow; buteonBldMv there be 
tween thee end oar own Snam 
eee thee, however. xumsAm ' 

ye*;«e«itnoriight,tod.ed. ^^^^ 



AOl Nobi«ttldohope,sar. 
Mrii. KoneateU. ^ ^.^_^,^ ^ ^ 
iM. Batd«shtt,LedyKeUy,whntdoiBa»fliM 
point thy vMoeU over we rod ofdirenoot Bettwr 
^spouetoknnw Oeef-^thhthe ttn way I da 

Mrlf^ fioohiof fmhloB tm «Bmadndei\ 
Varaier. 
AO^ Uhelyl DnhMt lit Thee de mete e 

''^22rA^;«ide]leboalik.doitt%yet IW, 

"ilSjfr. Oh. rm ^mto ehoohnd^Bemn. ehflfl] 
prepeie a room wherelmay dVMfhaCoM Iprooeed 
totC-o^rtle. ^^^ 

MrBC» BdNDT. 
AA I dOB^ lee S11M9. ((»«4iMfeiM|r AMQ X 

say, dad! is that my mammal; 
jirit TeB;epe2ktoher. 
Bok cCgbiieMiviWrnNdirCteeki 



>«ii<lwM<ekiii.) AflMlbl,iVM 



JMir Ii&DT BANDT 4Md SUSAN. 

AiMni. Mv dear home, thrloe weloomel what 

,5ffier?en,aar*'tady-Upforthl.lndel. S^Si;5^-»SL, «.• . .__ 

*j5SLir That'e right ehildl (d»« cerfaJifc) Tliatf g a ooreed had ei rttomy. Im^ 

In aitfntlrttlngniKoe where yon rwVrWer^ ^ . » 



°^llnnegirV1ndeed! ftfttohthyhwrt 
JM>, Oh, h^ pardon, moat henomed pyet 



•PIED THE njOWSL 



Xfl^f jr. Ton fiMli m§, fhfti tm old cnoogli to— 
hemt 

Aift,Oli,<lMttoM«r the head wMTorjIwdin- 
daad. LookfttsM. Tliftt'itiietbiog! . . 

LadifB. Ami to h« Inniltod? Sir Abel, yoaknow 
I Mldom coodeeoend to talk. 

Sir A. Dont nj so^ my lady, yea wrong your- 
self. 

Ladif B. Bat when I do begin, yoa know not 
wlm it will end. 
- Sir A. Indeed, I do not 

(iUuii.) 

iUi dyjr. I iulst on reoelTlng all posrihle reepeet 
from jonrioow 

Aol; And yon ihallbftfe 11^ my dear glrt-aadam, 
iBMaa 

ZMfkrJV. lYowI imagilrted to ttot degr ee i 
Sir AM, ay fan t 

air A, Tei^ my dear. Bohjodk here; a little 
eontrhranee ol mf own. whOe otheA earry 
Bworda, and ineh Uke dreadf al weapona in their 
ennea, I mote geUantly earry a fan. iRmona tkt 
head tflUM em*, and drami oiU o fM.) A pretty 
thongh^iantlir 

{PntmUiitohUiadg,} 

Ath, Some dlfferenoe tietween tUo etiek and 
minr, baanltfaareb surf 

(3bAiftJSram!|r.) 

Artw CiUMkif MNVL) Tea there io. (ToLaOtm 
Do yoneaU that fonningyoareeUr {Taking the fan,) 
My dear mamma, thia ia the way to manoMiTre a 



akrA. Wf araoosiing: 



VMi 



lad^M, Sir, yoa shaQ find (lb B9» Bandp.) I 
hftTo power enoogh to make yon Mpent thia be- 
I bavionr— aeferely repent i^ Saaaa. 

[Xxit,/onowedb^lkm€. 

Beik. Bravo tpaisloa b acemea her. She does 
> that'vaat^ iroU. 

atrA,Ym I ptaetiea mafeaa peifoct. 

jffato- SUSAN. 

Ammm. Did yoor ladyahip can? Heavenal Mr. 
! Handy. 

Bak BbalLmyangal; be composed!— that letter 
.will camlafaK (OMv • M<«n <M<wed b^AH^^Md.) 
i lAdgr Handy wiahaa to aaa 

AMan.Oh,Bobert! 

JMk Atpknaanti my love^ no moroi 

iMjeaSutatumdAO^UUL 

akrA, What are yoniaytng, Blr^to that ynon^r 
woman? 

. Bok Nbihihig partteolar, sir. 'Where !■ Lady 
Bandy gohig? 

iSir A. To dreafc 

B9k, I aappoaa aha ha« foand ont ^e nae of 



• akrA. Ted: Illdoherthe jastlee toeayshe en- 
ooaragea tiadek Why, do yoa kcow. Bob, my beat 
coal-pit woa*t find her in white maiilia;^TOttnd 
bar neck hanga a handred acres at least; my 
Bobleat oaks have made wigs for her $ my tat oxen 
haTe dwtaidled into Doteh pags and whita mice; 
ny India bonds are transmuted into shawls and 
otto of Mass; and a magnificent maaidon has 
shrank into a diamond annff-bos. 

SALPB. 



Sob, Plooghsl 

air A, Tee, Bob ; w« MO going to have a grand 
agrionltaral meeting; 

Bob, Indeed! 

air A. It leonld bat find n man able to manage 
my new inTsnted ewrid* plough, nona of them 
would have a chance. 

.fiofr. Hy dear air, if there be anything on earth X 
can do, it is that 

BkrA, What? 

Bck, I rather ftoey t canploogh better than any 
man in England. 

ArA. Toii<)on*tsayso! What a demrftnoir 
hs is. I say. Bob, if yon wonld— -^ 

B€h, No; Ican'toon4escend. {Crouei.} 

air 4. Condescend ! whv not ? Mach more ere> 
ditable, let me tell yon, than galloping amancot. 
for a thonsand, or eating a Uto cat, or any other 
faahionable achievement 

^e6. SoUis. Egad! I wm-Iwm carry Off the 
prize of indastry. 

air A. Bot aboald yoa loae. Bob? 

Bob, Iloae? that's tastly well! 

air A, Trae; with my earMele ploogh yon ooold 
hardly faiL 

JtoA With my aaperior aUU, dad. Then,Isay, 
how the newspapera will teem with the acooant 

M-A.Tea 

Bcb^ That anivoTsal genins, Handy, junior, with 
a ploagh-— 

air A, Stoi^-invented by that ingeniona ma- 
ehinist, Hand5r, senior. . 

Bob^ Qained the prise against the first husband- 
men in fitampshirsL l>t our bond Street bntterfltee 
eowlate the example of Handy, junior. 

air A, And let old city grubs culUtate the field nf 
Bciaoee. like Uaady, senior. Bcod, I am so happy. 

Lat^Bi (WithomL) Sir Abel! 

air A* Ah I there eomea a damper. 

Bob. Courage, you have many resonrcea of hap- 



akr A. B»T« I?— I shoidd be very glad to know 

lem. 

Bob, In the first idaoa, yoa poasess an-exoellent 



A. So mock the worse; for if I had a bad 
one^ Isbould be better able to conquer hers. 

Bok, Ton enjoy good health. 

«88r A. So mnoh the wocae; for if I wen ill did 
wooldnt ooma near me^ 

Aok Tiienyonarerkh^ 

dM^ A. So mneh tha worse; for had I been poor 
aha woald not have married me. Bat I My, 
Bdb, if you gain the prissy Fll have a patent for mf 
plough. 

My B. (Withoui.) Sir Abel, I say— 

B6b. Father, could not yoa get a patent for stop- 
ping that sort of noise ? 

^ A. If t could, what a sale tt woald have! No, 
Bob, a patent hae been obtained for the only thing 
that winsilenee her— 

Bob. Aye— What'a that? 

air A. (Haw kitp tro Aofittnl hnth ! Tm coming; 
my dear. 

Bob. Ha, ha, ha! ^ 

fJEresnf; 

AMir ASHVIBLD dad nA|q8. 



Mahh. Qsntleman. Ike folks be all gottogal&Mv As^ I ten ye, Iaee*d nn gi' Susan alettar, •&*! 
Bdthofilom^beyMdy.Mid-^ IdM'ilUiaiiatalt 



US4 



8P«m 



lkm$, Nor I;^!f BhftmeBlMNMeom^tolheiMM» 
diOd— I My, Tommiu, whftt would Mn. Orundy sav 
th«n? 

JxA. Dom Mra. Qnrniy ; irliit troifld my poor 
wold beart say ? bnt I be bound it bo ikU innooMMO. 

JMrSBmr. 

Dotnc Ab ! Henry, we hsTe not seen thee «t bpm 

iSf And I do somehow funie tb^gs danH go «> 
cieTer when thee'it away from farm. 

Mtrnw^Uj miodbas been greatly Mftated. 

AA ^€0, wo&'r thee go and lee the plong^lag 
iwatfhT 

&my. Ten me. will not those who pbteb\,prlBM 
be introduced to tae caytlet 

JUh. Sea. and feasted fn the greftft baU. 

Bmnf, Ui good friend, I wieb to. become* pn- 



Jkitne. You, Benryt 

Mtnfy. It is time ,1 exert^ the fteultiefl besven 
has bestowed on Ue; and though my beaTy fate 
cruabee the proud lugw this heart conoeivee, etlil 
let me proTe mysifilf worthv of the place Proti- 
denoe has amigped tto^ ffia. yon furnish me with 
the means? 

AUl WiUI; >Xhon ebaltba' the bestjMoiigb In 
the parish—I vU^ it were KllgouIdforVliy tab 
and Detter cattle there can't be noowliere. 

Bmnf, Thanks, mr good friend— my benefaetor 
•-I have nttle time tor prepar8flon«-8o reeeive my 
givyt^ude, fmdfareweU. 

Jkvm, A Ueeaiqggo with Uim! 

AA, I say, Hetttv; take 7dlly, and Smiler, and 
Captain, but dan*t tneSd take fhic lazy beast Oenlus 
— 4'U be shot, if havfng Ylve load an acre on ny 
wheat land coa*d,please me more. 

Dame. Tammuk, b«re comes Buaan xeediag «be 
letter. 

4*h. ^ow pale she do look, dsnt she f 

'Danie. Ah i poOr tiling— If 

4«A* ^Paoldthy toifgue, woolye? 

.jf^sodi.lB it possible? GantbemantowhomPrar 
given my heart write fhoft **I ton compelled to 
marry Miss Blftudford; but myloverormyfinaam 
is inalterable. I hope she will not, ior an aet Dt 
necessity, cease to mink with tenderness on her 
faithful Bobert" Oh, man, uttgmteM mtnl iiLle 
from our bosoms alone yon<deA?»yoor power ; bow 
<Aruel then to use it in' fttitig hi thOMboaoma «ad< 
less sorrow and despiMr;-^*'iSNll thdOi wOk trndtf^ 
fteif.**— Base; dishonourable InihiQUUm. fiemJi^ 
have allowed me to esteem him. 

[Locks ftp the kSiUr in a box on the Mltle, md 
txUt weeping. 

iAsJkfiOd mi 2>etme coiMforwatd.) 

AOi. Poor tiling. What can be the mutl^r ? S)ie 
lock'd up the letter in thio box» Mfl tbea began to 

^^' .Uoftt aHhehdtt.) 

Dame. Yee, Tnmmus, she locked it in that bo^ 

gnre eiioogb. 

(Shaieiolntncho/teytathertide.) 
il«Ib. 'Wb«tbeTedoing,.DltterwlH^bedohig? i 

■ »ame. iWUh aiffeBted indij^erence.) Mothi^ i I be 

{Tftey lw>km Me box md hpi t tpt t i^tmn ^ ^ j 



ilsft. Ajooil 

Dame, Tes; they bo all sises. 

• AA, Indeed-wcO--Vh ?-^y ttta^ft y* e^ak? 
tboa canst chdtter yast teow rai^tfmetf . ' 

Dame. £Tay, Tummos; I dare say — tf^^Oiee 
kn6WB best-but I think I could flnd^ 
' Aeh. W^ eh!— thee can just try, tbee Icnow. 
iCreatly afiuOta.) Thee Men just try, Jtrist ror the 
^n on*t ; but mind . ian't thee make « udae. fSht 
tjpfm tg Why, thee hasn't opened itt ^ 

Dame, i^av, Tummus, thee told me. 

>M.Dld'1r 

Dame. There be the letter. 
^JB»rw«l»whydbyBgl*ton lOop^^jras^U, 
Im zure. (Taking it he turns it over-^ske ems$ it 

Coming. (£fe conceaU the letter -^^Pm is-mmbie 
H&tenUg.) iV(>,sbe*sgoniiintot^th0rn)0«i. (3%ey 
hMgmir^taii d/jjededlg, ilm htt m emth other.) 
What nnm thMftyilMr airimrther b* Mng, that 
ao'blnsb endiromble at their' nwti d»ter'» eonUng. 
Dang ft, ttas ibe deaarred Hof as? Did fOie ever 
deceive us? Where she not always the most 
open-hearted, dutltidlhst, kindest; and thee to goa 
Id^e a dom'dsOT and open l\er box, poor thing. 

Dame. JNay,niiintna8— ^ " "' 

Ank. Xhee did. I zaw thee do ft myMtf, ftae 
look like a thief now, thee da Hush, no. Dame, 
here be the letter— r wont readrnwoftf a^ pntit 
where thee round it, and as'ttwe Toaadib 

Dame. With Iffltty h^ajfi 

(She retitmt the leUer to box.) 

Ash, CEmkrmm her^ ^«w ( osa wi' jpleaanrs hog 
jny wold wife, 9Ad look my ^hUd tp the vsce 
ft^dn; I'll call her and ,ix her about ft \ t&d tf she 
dan't speak withont dlsguisement. 111 be bound to 
be shot Dame, be ibe Mtoor •! yliwin off ay 
iaoe yet? I neyer seed thee look «g|y Iwfova 
{Caiu.) Soaao, my dndr 8a^ nmoOMreM^ bit 
woolye? 

.gnter ,SnSAJ7. 

fius^ Yes^ my dear father. 

A^ gu^ we do umi to ^ am »^ of «d- 

motilshiAg and parenPMke oensnUatkMk 
. Susan. I hope I have tiferMiBnted to^flprad- 
.monitlona ' * 

Ash. Ees. bless Ibeeb ItobeHer^ tbM.iMwl> Ismh; 
bvt we-all-want oor memories jogg'd a tut; or why 
ela»4lo pMnoi^praach ns ^lUoj^flfiP eno Zonday. 
Zo thic be the topic: DanUffina^ fllm*W «M * 
leMtf giyi to th^. ai^ *»*S*iSMte4mS^?« 
lock'd un up in thiobo:t-uaVDiir|»i|Hu8il^ 
we^that's all. - ^ ' 

^MaR.'Mj Ae^r father,itX coaoeM tii? ODnteots 
of that letter from your knoii^isa^ftf^ because 
I did not wish yonr lieMitpj^eia tii^^aiii mine 

AA. OVAif wi/e.) Danglt:4idn*tlientheei0or 
Saw. Nay, Tnmmas, didX i^Qftmttw? "' , 

JSmeut Relieve me^ my deAr piavm |h^ hesrt I 
never gsre birth to « thought mt.imgOB f^tafoA to 



Ash, TtwMWiL tb^ very wordi tjSlJ*r 
Susan. If you w||kbi9 jpee Ui^^Sb» I y(Sl Ibew H 
to you. ... .,.u 

,(9m,mmxhei/or the iqn} 



woU Jto^ Iffo, AiMOf m HOI i€» tt-^U IwUvre 
my child. 



Ufift 



Ton sliaU not find your oolnfldenoa ill- 
tflttMd'ltiattneytbe geatianwi !(•• dfiolArod he 
loyed>m6E| il ia equftUj true, tbafr deolaration «m 
aoftiiiDpiMtf ng to me— ftlu^it Is aIbq trae, that his 
letfteooonteiiui eeatimentS'^lBffraoefal to himself, 
and insultiiig to me. 

Ash. Drabbit it! if Fd hnow'd.thati.^en wo 
were cndgelling a. bi^ X.woa'd' ha' lapt my Btiek 
about his riba pratty tighCtah, I W'OaU 

Susan. Fray, father, don't you resent hi* cocidoct 
to me. 

.(l<;k. What, may»>tlleatbert]|ia^bi4? 
, Smatu Ob, BO f I have tbeBtroDgest reasow tathe 
contrsn: . . 

Ash, weli. Sue. tvoii*t; FU behave as pratty ^b 
XMwWfB dt>; bat il be time to go to the green, i^d 
zee the fine zights. (Dfam».ti**ku^hm ityt.) How 
I do hate the noise of this ddm'dt bonoh of keys. 
Bn*»Ue« thMwm* cMd#4ai|-t foi«et tbq^ vartBA to 
a^jtow^.^oiaaa be. for pM. the wojud like— Uke-» 
4«D» It, I hik' cotteu ifc all in my head ; \k\xV zomhow 
]^ oasH talk- iu hot vartoe be t9 f^ yoopg womau. 
what com be to ar blade o' wheats do ve "^'^ • 
(Jnim9» tmr ^ corn fmfk his hai^ fov wbUi 
corn be there it be glorious to the < 
Cii)IVlili«»tfi|r of Mf«t bn/ttake that treasure away, 
aod irhiM^dct remain? why nonght but the worth* 
less straw, that men and beast do tread ttp(w» 

{Bxtmt. 



SCENE l[i.^4lkeMe$»iiHViWiilf « fuUiffflted ewn- 
try^a ploughM^fidd i»- ikeieentfe,'in vhkh art seen 
six different p'otighs aiHi horses; at, 09^ suie a 
Atmiitvmstentf a number qf couMtry peaplf astem- 

JShMP ASH9IELP (ml DftUBi 

, Jeh. ]|[alMiway»maki»way fov the geptxy; and, 
do ye hear? behave pratty, as I do. Danj theOf. 
Btond back, or I'll knack thee down, Iwo^l. 



Ue the 



Jfmerfiffi 



_ ana M3S9 KLANBFOlC^, trtth 
H^ ortd WTLLtAtt. 



air A. T% iB very. Iiiiicl oC ypa to honour our 
rustic festivities with your presence. 

JHm A FeaA Sir ibbefcrnMTfl^ your sod ? 

Sir A. What, Bob? Olt,iQii'U see him ]ireflent1y» 
(Nodding stgnifieantly.) Here are the pciiae medals ; 
«Bd if yotf rm^ fModofMiid: to present them, I'm 
sure thfjfU ha iTQiA wM^, ajidHioBal pleaeur^. I. 
aafw jmtfll Ma fia^ pfaaeoiUj*. Wefl» Facoier, Is It 

^OV«ff» 

. .dal. .Ees. nv; thtf acres Tw ploughed, and the 
0Ni«ftil.jadgBd» aod. ttiesoiogll^da be oominB 
down to receive thsiigrewascL HeartUy we|oome» 
mMl^MjDM pattve lafl4: .h<tg»e son he as pleased 
to zee we as we be to zee thee. Mortal heaati«omc 
to be jpn, UkmtUwilUm^ They' be comJsg. 
Now, Henry I 

Sir A, Xfoflfyoo^l' M^'Sobw Xlbw, my dear bsy, 
9s^ here he comes. 

iShoutf.) 

inter HENIW. 
• A$h»r£Utlm,.hii hasi doofa'tr DADg you alt, why 
dajj't ye shout? ^ > ^ . 

! / . . • . . (,Jlvfga. I Sir 4, C(}mQt Qo^o of (ht^t, s|r. pogTt fthwo my 



'iJffrJL Why, aonoda, whore's Bob?- I don^ sea, 
*Sob* Bless me, what *m8 bec9me of Bob and mi|r 
iplongh? 

i^ires, and takes out hU glase.^ 

Mk. Well, Hemy, IRete be the pris^ and theiv 
{be the fine lady that will gi' it thee, 
i iTertry. Tell me who IS'tbat lovely ereatbte? - 
' Ash. The <later of Sir Phfltp Blandford. 

Henry. What sweetnMsf Ah! should the fhthsf 
1>tft resemble her, I OiaXL have bat little to fstr 
fi^m bis severity. 

Ash. Miss, tllle bo tibe you&g ma& tUat ha gofir 
the goulden prizes 

MU* R. Thi0 ; I al^y« tltonlflit^IOiighmea wet* 
ob^fse,- vulgar, cftotures, bnthe seems handtomv- 
and diffident. 

Jf^ Bes, cttfiM» pIMty Mbttved; Ilweral that 
teached nn. 

MissB, WfiHt^-ystrriteifier 

ffeiiry. HdUVyt 

MiuB, And your family? 

(ffeitry^i ih griff, wiif^igi^ and ttofn on 0fi 
shoulders o/A'sHJMat): 

Dame. (Apart to Mist'^ t hegipardon mlsi, tmt 



we have had an aUowance for hira>-amftU enough,, 
to bo suro^bati goodJadl he wur always welcixmou 
to ihare^ what we had. 

Miss B. {To Benry.) Pray, pardon me, sir, X would 
not insult an enemy, much less one I am inclined 
it^ admlreji'(7io/ng her hand^ then witlidratcs it.) to 
effteem^ Tote shall go td'th« castle; my father 
I shall protect yon. 

- ffenry. Oeneraos latfy^' •to mertt his esteem is the. 
fondest wish of tav heart; to be your slaTOi tlitt' 
proudest aioai of myamhteon. 

Mist A Beeelve ycmr mertced rewurd; 

(fftbtetJf-^Hhomattmd WiUiamadv€uiee^ati4> 
present the medals to Miss Blamyotvi~.^i0, 
placet the medal round his nedk, (hen goet 

Sir Am (A^vanoet,)- T cant see Boh; pray, sir, do 
yoo, hsppAaJbv Iommt wbsi isbeoomo of my Bob ? 

ffenry. Sir! ... 

Sir A, Did yon not see a remarkable olever 
plough, and a young man— — > 

Henry. At the beginning of the contest, I observed 
a gentleman ; his horses^ I, }>elieve, were unruly, 
but my attention was tcKT ttltteh occupied to allow 
me to notice more. 

a<aw|w*p.«"*'M) , 

Bob, (Without.) How dare yon laugh ? | 

<8tr it. That'sBob's voice! | 

enter BOB JiASI»; iHi^ammkftrmiki.0odBtBtJkU, 

and a handle 0/ a plough in hit hand* 

Bob. Dare to lausfb' itj^in, cctid^nrknoclc yon down 
with this. Ugh! how infernally hot 

(waas^AMij 

Sir A. Why, Bob, whsra bMrfl» yoa been P 
Bob. I don't Imotw wnere Ibave been^ 
Sir A, And* what have you gotin your hand ? 
IKA JlfkiXT All I could keep of your nonsensl* 
cal rickety plosgk. , , 

(Wan-s about. Sir AbelfoUomag.} 



plov^ to torn yon IgBOrtaei^ lir. Wh«M lelli 
rfr? tad irbera w my fuaoni Leioetlenhii* 
l«mts,iirr 

B06L Where? Ha,1ift,1wt rntellyoaMiieuiy 
■i I eMi— hi^ hA 1 WliAt*e the Mme of the aest 
eonntyr 

A*h. It be ee led Wiltehlre, car. 

Boi» Then, ded, opon the nicest eftloolatlon I em 
ehle to make, they are at this moment engaged In 
the Tery pttriotle aot of ploughing SallBbnry plain ; 
ha, ha ! X saw them faiiiy over that hill, fall gallop, 
with the earriole-ploagh at thehr heele. But never 
mmd, father, yon moat again set yonr inTontion to 
work, and I my toUot->rather a derenged flgnre to 
mnear before a lady In. (FkkBei hiord.) Hey-deyl 
what; are yon going to danoe? 

Atk.MmtWWi I anpgope ywi c ea ihealre a leg a 
Utf 

^ok I faney I oaa danoe otwj poerible step, 
IhNn the jMi ncM to the war-daaco ol theOata- 
hawn 

^1*. Likely— I do hoM mleib 3roo*tt Join yonr 
honest nelghnonn ; they*ll be deadly hart an* yon 
wonHjigiftabitwi'm. 

Mm A With all my heart. 

Sir A, Bob*a an ezeeUent danoer. 

JAM B. I dare eay he la, sir; bat. on thto oeea- 
slon, I think I ooght to danoe with the yoong man 
who gained the prim ; I tliink It would be the most 
pleasant— most proper, I mean ; and I am glad yon 
agree with me. {Crosta to Henry.) So, sir, if yoa*U 
accept my hand. 

{Tkeygo^y 

Sir A. Very pleasantly settled-Hipon my eool! 
Bob, won't yon dance t 

Ai^Idanoel No; rUIookatthem-rUqaletly 
look on. 

tar A, Elgadt now, as my wife's away, I'll try to 
find a m«tty girl, and make one among them. 

JfA.TFhat's nearty. Come, dame, bang the rheo' 



8PKBD AB VLO0Oa 

mrF. Ifygood eUld, I few my wish for tky 



B ! Mow, lads and lasses, behaTo pratty, and 
etrikonp. 

'^ebmee, Sob Handy Mti m • tiUU, tkm 
beyiiu to moto his legs, then stkka thtpkmi^ 
hanSs iukleh ha* o tpiko o( Me eiM) imo 
yrotmit pl^eet ki$ cwM M en «, and 



AOTIL 

fytir But FmUP, meeting KVEBGBEEN. 

Sir P. Are wt seonmflrom obsemttonf 
£per. TeSL 

JStrF, Then tell me, does the boy live f 
Boer. He does. 

Sir P. Has ears been taken he may not blast me 
with his presence r 
Sver. fiushl yoordan^ter. 
Sir £, Leate me ; we'll speak anon. 

iExU Soer g te m . 
Kntor MISS BLANDVOBD. 

^^.i J?!*' '•*>»•'• ^ «>«• •>»• nonmt I heard 
-^oawiAedioseemeb 



nnany, deprires thee of maeh pleasvra. 

Mm Jl Oh no! What pleeanre oaa be eqaal to 
that of gtvtaigyoA happiness? Am I aot rswocded 
in seeing yonr eyee beam with pleasore on mof 

4«r^. *TIs the pale refleetloa of the loatre I aee 
sparkle fhere. Bat teU me^ did yoor loTir gala the 
prize? 

Miss B. Yes, papa. 

Sir F. Few men of his rank— 

Miu B. OhI yon mesa Mr. Handy? 

SirP.Ym. 

MisiB, No; k*4UL not 

Sir P. Then, who did you mean? 

Miss & Did yon say lorer? I-^I mistook. No; 
a yoang man oalled Heniy obtained the prlaa? 

Sir P. And how did Hr. Ready soeeeed? 

Jfbi&Ob, it was sorldlcoloasl IwOltoByoq, 
papa, what happened to hha. 

il^P. ToMrrHaady? 

MissB, Tee; as eooa aa the eoatest was ovar, 
Henry preeented himselt I was e nr p rls ed ataeaiag 
a yoong maa so handsome aad e l eg a n t aa Heniy 
ia; then I i^laoed the medal rooad Baaqr'a aeek; 
aad I was told that poor Henry— «• 

Sir P. Heniy! So; my tore! ttif Is yoor acoomu 
of lir.B<rtwrt Handy? 

JTbi & Tee, papa— ao, papa : he eaaw afterward^ 
dreesed so ridicidoasly, mat erea Heeiy eoald not 
help smiling. 

Sir P. Henry again. 

Miss B. Then we had a danoe. 

Sir P, Of coarse, yoa danced wMi yonr toror? 

MiuB. Tes^papa. 

Sir P. How does Hr. Bandy daaee? 

MiesB. Oh! he dU not danoe tm— 

Sir P. Ton danced with yonr knrer? 

1»mA Tee -ao, papa! Somebody asid a doat 
know who) that f ought to daaee with Henry, be- 



SirP. Smi Beary? Oh, oh! 

EydearehikLyoa talkasifyoatoved thisBennr. 

MissB. Oh, aotpapa;aadlameirlaiakadoa't 

lOTOBia. 

SirP. Indeed! 

MissA Tes^ papa;forwhealietoaditdmy haad, 
hetrambied asifltorrlAed him; aad, lastsad of 
looking at me as yoa do, who I am sore lore wo, 
when our eyee mel^ he wfthdrew hia aad cast then 
on the ground. 

Sir P. And these an the rMMonswhioh make 
you conclude he doee not lore yoo ? 

MiuB. Yea, papa. 

iSir P, And probably yea eoald addaee pnoC 
equally convincing that yoo doa*t tove him ? 

Miu B, Oh, yea-*qotto; for la the daaee haaome- 
tlmes paid attentions to other young women, end 



angry with you, had yon done ea 

Sir P. But one miesHon more. Do yoa 
Haady loree you ? 

MissB. Ihav«ne^rfhoaffhtaltoatit,pi9a. 

SirP. I am satisfied! 

MissB. Yes,IknewIaho«MooBViBooyoa. 

Sir P. Oh,' Lore ! malign and subtle tynat, bow 
falsely art thou painted Mind I TlethyTOtariessre 
so : for what but blindness can prevant their seeing 
thy peleoaed ehaft, whieh la for over C 
rankle in the Tiotlm'e heart 

Miss A Ohl now I am eartatai 



I wae so angr^wtthhim! MowtouI .. . . 
IloToyou; uid I am sure I shoold not bavabem 
' neea 

Hr. 



I am aotto 



SPEED THE PLOUGH. 
love; for I feel no nnUiiw At my heart I feel 
the flofteet, sweetest sensation I ever experienced. 
Bnt^ pap% yoa mnst oome to the lawn. I don't 
kaow-why, but to-day Nature seems enchanting; 
the birds sing more sweetly, and the flowers give 
more perfume. 

Sir P. {Aside,} Snch was the day my yonthfol 
fancy pietared. How did it close ? 

Jiiu B, I promised Henry your protection. 

Sir P. Indeed! that was much. Well, I will see 
your poor mstio hera This infant passion must 
be crashed. Poor girll some artless boy has 
eanght thy childish fancy. 

lExeuiU, 
JSnier HENBT and ASHBIELD. 



Aak. WeUt hera thee*rt going to make thy bow 
to Sir Philip. I say, if he should take a fancy to 
thee, then'U ooaw to farm and zee us sometimes 
wo*tn% Henry? 

" . lahatitHf hit head,) Tdl m^ is that Sir 



Ihilip Biaiidford who leans on that lady*8 ann ? 

Aek. I don't know, hy reason, d'ye see^ I never 
aeed'un. Well, good bye ! I declare thee doz look 
quite grand wi* thic golden prize about thy neok, 
vor all the world like the lords with tbeir stars, 
that do oome to theas nearts to ^ckle their skins 
In the salt MS ocean. Qood bye, Hehry. 

{Bxit, 

ffenrp. He apptoaehes. Why this agitationr I 
wish, yet dread, to meet him. 

(BeiiraaliUU.) 

AHerSnt PHILIP, MISS BLANDFOBD, andttoo 
Servant** 

Miss B. The joy your tenantry display at seeing 
yon again must be truly grateful to you. 

Sir P. No, my child, for i feel I do not merit ii 
Alas! lean see no orphans clothed with my benefi- 
cence, no anguish assuaged by my care. 

Miss B. Then I am sure my dear father wishes 
to shew his kind benevolence. 80 1 will begin by 
placing one under his proteotion. 

iflkskadsdnttn Hmrf^SIr Philip nn seeing 
him, starts, then bsoomes greaOif agitated.) 

Sir P. Ahl do my eyes deceive me? No! it 
must be himl Snoh was the face his father 
wore! 

Benrg, Spake yon of m/ father? Oh, sfa>, tell me 
^ on my knees I aak lt->do my parents live ? Bless 
me with my father's name^ and my days shall pass 
In active gratitnde*-my nfgfats In prayers for you. 
(flir Pha^ viern hbn with eeeere contempt.) Do not 
mock my misery. Have yon a heart? 

Sir P. Yes; of marble. Gold and obdurate to 
the world— ponderous and pataifnl to myself. Quit 
my sight for ever ! 

Miu B. Gks Henry, and [save me from my 
father's curse. 

Menrp. I obey*-eraeI as the command is, I obey 
ft I sball often look at this (tmuhimg the medal), 
and think on the blissful moment when your hand 
placed it there. 

Sir P. Tear it from his breast 

(Servants advance,) 

Semy, Sooner take my life! It is the first honour 
I have earned, and it is no mean one ; for it as- 
signs me the first rank among the sons of industry. 
This is my clafan to the sweet rewards of honest 
labour. This will give me compete n c e - nay more 
—enable me to deq^ yoor tyranny. 



Sir P. Supported by my 
had a daughter! 
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Sir P. Bash boy, mark !~Avold me and be se- 
cure.— Bepeat this intrusion, and my vengeance 
shall pursue thec'— 

Henry. I defy its power! Yon are in Enghmd, 
sir, where the man who bears about him an up- 
right heart, bears a charm too potent for tyranny 
to humble. Can your fro.wn wither up my youthrul 
vigour?— No! Can your malediction disturb the 
slumbers of a quiet conscience? — No I Can yon; 
breath stifle in my heart the adoration k feels fur 
that pitying an;?el ?— Oh, no 1 

Sir P. Wretch! yon shall be taught the diffor- 
ence between us! 

Henry. I feel it now— proudly feel It! You hate 
the man that never wronged you— I could love tho 
man that injuree me. Yon meanly triumph o'er 
a worm— I make a giant tremble. 

Sir P, Take him from my sight ! Why am I »ot 
obeyed? 

Miu B, Henry, if you wish my hate should not 
aocompanvmy father's, instantly begone. 

Benry, Oh, pity me! 

iBxit. 
(Miss Blandfyrd looks ftfter him. Sir Philip, 
exhausted, leans on his servants.) 

servants ! I thought I 

Miss B. (Rtuudng to him.) O, von have^ my father I 
one that loves yon better than life I 
Sir P. (To Servants.) Leavens. 

[Exeunt William and Thomas, 

Emma, if you feel, as I fear yon do« love for that 
youth— mark my word! When the dove woos for 
its mate the ravenous kite— when Nature's fixed 
antipathies mingle in sweet concord,— then, and 
not till then, hope to be united. 

Miss B. O heaven • 

Sir P. Have yon not promised me the disposal of 
your hand? 

MissB, Alas! my father! I didn't then know the 
dilBcnlty of obedience! 

Sir P, Hear, then, the reasons v^hy I demand 
oomj^ianoe. Yon think I hold these rich ei ' 
—Alas! the shadow oh^, not tho substance. 

Miu B. Explain, my father! 

Sir P. Tis now twenty years, shice I suoeeeded 
as elder son to the fortune of mi father. I had a 
brother, whom as my life I loved, i felt no joys, 
but what he shared, and the moment the law gave 
me power, I divided, in equal portions, my father's 
large possessloni^ one of which I with joy presented 
to my brother. 

MiuB, 'Twas like my noble father. 

Sir P. You shaU bear how Iwas rewarded. I 
loved, deeply, paadonately, and fondly thought I 
was beloved again. The evening previous to my 
intended marriage, with a mind serene n^ the de- 
parting sun whose morning ray was to light me to 
my happiness, I sought a favourite tree, where, 
lover-like I had carved the name of my destined 
bride; and with every nerve braced to the tone of 
eostacy, I was proceeding to wound the bark with a 
still deeper impression of her name— when there, 
where heaven heard and registered our vows, what 
did I behold? the only two beings who bad wound 
themselves about my heart, my brother and my be- 
trothed bride, were sitting clasped in each other's 
arms. I heard arrangements made for instant 
flight — that morning they had been secretly 
married ; the perlnnd brother pitied me, and told 
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Iter be M unpiund a WHortobfltr her tot oTsr 
from my algbt. MadoeM seized nie,th« knifenrae 
1|L jsx JIW. LjiTOig opon then, witb one liABd 
ton wft fwthleM women Otmi bis vUe .embrace, 
i^d wUb Ihe other I stabbed my brother to «he 
heart. 

Mi»tACib,mytk\heTl 

Sir P. Wbom tbink yon wae the offiprlag of those 
treaobenoe friends ? 

Miu B. Henry. 

JS^.P, Hoir ask me, bSTS I cttmb to bate Mm ? 
After the deed wae done, I hurried from my nattva 
land, with a' heaot laftcnAed by every woo^d that 
the tolsebood of otben, or my own cotjedene^ 
cDuld iqfllc^ aaA madly planned taito every diesl* 
pation to stupefy m^ maddened braih; I rushed ta 
the Aaminr tftbie/dad «oou becaoU the dtipe of 
▼illain8--my ample fortune was lost Tba maar 
wl» byhii sniMriar geataa etpdd neesdised of &1I 
the mortgagee inid.eaaartttQs'af'imiQii I ha^ been 
plundered, wae one Horrin^toa; . OolUictJvir the 
" ' nt of my fortune, 1 wandered 



h)f Ed(>lbetr-W«^9 In birth/ but ex- 

r" lin virtue. The morning arter our marriage, 
leiilted a< paidtet eontvlnliig n^^ worA: 
'• The reward of virtuous love prekeuted b^ a ne- 
l^SBHiiA villetar tOkA #Hlob ateo AMrtidned blUs 
and notes to the htgV ««»6u]ircir £10,000. 

Jiiu B. And no nflner 

Jiir P» $r9{ie.s nor ppqld I ever guess at the 
ftisnerous donoi'. Thus circnmstaDCcd, this good 
lAaa; ltt« Abel Han^, jffopoi^d to^axlite auir family 
by ttarriege. Yet stm anoAier wonder remtcltiB ; 
Whoft larrtve, Iftna no claim whatever facts been 
mads, either. by Morrington, or hl#4igentr; wh^t 
am I to think ? Gatf MorriBgton have perished, 
and with him his large claims to any property? or 
doee he withhold tlw Mow: to ttttkeitfall more 
heavily? but let it pass ; my bitter task irfeadied^ 
yiafkt9^m$bujt yoct meit tWfikt, rasf, hate this boy. 

Mist B. Bitter, indeed ; oh. loy dear father, if hei 
Ih' fte wdrthy chfUT: of soch tfograteful parente, 
dtfaUkemo« deserve n^ pity rather than my^ bete? 

Sir P. I Have said It, eo s^tok mv wei^: my word 
nnd vours is plighted to l^lr AtWl HaWTy; ^ep&re 
tiiMMvson. 

i Am B. Pather, be ^om^/oe^; l)ltit)«wip»tbes» 
diwiNJor-atflrnish fMMybur bfow; IwUibttdlfycnSr 
wMi>-^fiitieed I woi, iay»f4thef. 

£nterjt\ M&h!&^. 

jfv*. Was ev«»iliytftltorA^oi 

come'fef«»*ltof!e'aed't»e»«rf l„ ..,. 

h&vifaMWt^fllflFwd; f shIfthbV IllKIMd'^Mt; thtttfi' 
h«ffv<A^, ratttrfHUdOdiie 

STB AfiSi aiM^i^^V W^^ «»^*<>*'<' 
iWdf/ ff: iwffl be treated )iimteipecx: 
jSt^iT. YOtf i/lrirtl; itfy OMui 

liW^ B itfl-hiurt Uutho^l mtA!bb%lvep0Ai 

'sir a: {Aim) For tVe firftefh'efm^. 

E^^ff. Toot son^iafdecfB himself with era insiv 
le^ce I woA't endure ; but you are ruidd bjr bim, 
ybu have no will of your own. 

Sir A. I have not, Indfeed. 

Ited^ff. Hov^ cQiltinifpfllbla! 

Sf^ A. Why. my detoJ, tbW M'tfte Cfts*-1 titA Ifke 
the ass in the fable ; and, if I am doomed to carry 



SPEED THE PLOUGH. 

a pack-Mddie, U hi Bol'miieih natter wW dzivM 

me. ... . , * 

ladif M. To yMd your power ta thoasther lav 
alkiws yon to govern! 
Sir A. Is very weak, indeed. 
Eur. Lady Handy, your vefy hmoble servant t I 
heartily congratulate you, modem, on yoor mar- 
riage with this worthy gentleman.— Sir, IgfVe yon 

:Joy.- 

' jSEtTil. Not before *tia wanted. 

Bten Ah, my lady I this match makes'i:^^ for tbar 
imprudence of your first. 

iMd^M. Hem! 
I Sir A. Eh! WhatI— whatVi tb»(— Ehl what do 
you mean? 

' Bnr. tmaan, tlxk-tliat' Lidy Bsudy'a' former 
fausbmid--*^ • • 

atrA. F«merhndhndt Why; aiy dc«r, I never 
knew — Eh! \ 

tJbdfB, Amrnnbim^yMinoaklmdl DldaHyMi, 
Sir ADet? Tea; irwasr ratiiir laaMedT mafifa^^ 
•yin* 8%o; b«t my basbvhd waftatab^ tSiA 






it' 



ITM tff s^rtttrv to' fho' 



^Mpil. Died, did her 

B^*r. Yds, Bhr; he 
caetM; 
: Sir A. Ind8«di sahd died— poor«BllDiri' 

Ixain. Yes. 
; Sir- A] What, you at^ sum li»'dlMi; aref yoKt 
. Lady H. Don't you heift 

i Sir ilv Po«^ fMlow ! Neglected, perhaps — ^had I 
"known it, Jie^s^nld have had the beH wAmxm mone^ 
could have got. 

Lady H. You seem sorry. 

Sir a: Why, ymi'i^Dtfia «i<» teivtme pleinffat 
.the death of youY busfMRM; ^mkM y«r7«iA'gM^ 
kindofmlot' 

Bwr. Y%e ; »• ^aasuH f«ndvr— reCOigr xMbU' }M 
•wife too severely. 

Sir A mdbe? i^fttmrsBt^Pf/retn^ "Ptij dv^ 
hai^pen td MOoJlect M« i&immr? Oooht yMfftbr 
give me a hint of th« ^ he^hMT 
,.t f£idy //..,Dp yott wnot to^ty/amuae ovev my poor 
I tender heart?— 'Tia too much I 

(^ttnaehair.) 

t Exer. 3Ie88 meV tieicfy T^^Aj H ift-^-Sai&l 

salts ! 

!or ^romditic yii^ei^, or eelteace ox-*~ 

: Sir A. me^mAlcan'il&yftfiekeyt 
j&v^., Pick the loclii., „ .. . . . ^« 
^/r ^. It can't b^ picV4, i£ if H pateoiliciL 

• .Cvfr.ThejijteesJfit.open^ ; 

jS<r ^. II cap.t be. .l>rfti<ekOEfTi-At.K* contf&J^ 

of irfy own— you see, here comes a^horhcofiiarbo^ 

LadiSTt Starts tip.) fmky^sS white jrmjMSAi' 
BQTi^g ft.h<?fJsBOftfea* ^ipkkrPpxmSiiiai yoa sfialr 
close yoor eyes for a i^^eek for taa? 

Sir P. What has ocdtfiTOned fSffi dttlRMiSnaBl^ 

JSmffff: ABfttKMgenUeman. 

Sir 4. I-tfftt aitfufird— 

Z«dVi?. Convicted! con vifet^ar 

<S¥r i4. Wen, I will not argue x(\\h f6€ «M«r 
wordtf—iK'caiise I must bow to your supetMrT^rito- 
ttee. Bi«,sn<- *-- *- 

Sir P. Pi^ho.Ki'i (Apart) Bl»yBlA«ry,- goftWoT 
your people were iuquiriug for you. 



iB^\ *^'* 

Sir A. T«fc, ttiy to4y. I mj f^b ^t?«rflee*»), 
souldQ*^ von give ipe a bint of the way he bad? 

laSy It: ( mthoui.) sit Abert 

jSd'r 4. Comio^ ^y souTl" 

[€hM3e« and ««il. 

iStr P. So! FQBliftfe .well o^ye^ i^y orders |u 
ke«DiBg.|>)ii Henry from my presence. 

EvWrrms not to tjTa'me, master. 

Sir P. Haa fWffer'A'slrBeiMl^rt tfae eastle ? 

^ver. No, sir. 

Str-F.-iimiftkimldttieT. 

hfS9if BfiergtifiK 
Tljatboyffimtbe arisen fn^f ar from n^ slghtw 

No ,matter ! the worl^ is large enongh. c 

CalMliltlMr* 'IlN^JftMHjW.M^ 8f ff^^? " 
jlsh. Ees, znr, 1 do, at yoar zarvic^ 

j»jh. Zometimes it be, zar. ^nt ttUc y^i^ tt be 1^11 
t*other way as 'twur; but! 4p hppe, as ourlaiid- 
loBdif tn^T^ # t^ti^ b%r lump of the good, tbeyll 
ba«o JdMl ))«lkitod ae to take a^Ute bit of the b^d. 

JUriP^-it js^ut r^^sQiiable. I ;cqncl^d^ ^^>' 
yon are in my debt. , 

A»K Ees, znnl lWrM79nE.?acTlCja, 

jSir i».,Hoirjnuph? 

4«A. I do owe ye a hundred and fifty pooods, f^t. 
your zarvice. 

jStrsP. Whi9hyoai»A-tpay,2 

Atk. IfofrirVMjlBiDg, zur, fit your sflimce. .j 

Sir P. Well, I am ■willing to give you every tn-. 
dnlgiltt^. 

A*h. Be you, zur? that be ^codly ,khid. Pear 
hfeaifelit.vill m/tice my auld dame quile young 
again, and I don't thmk helping a poor man will do. 
your honour's health any harm->l don't Indeed, 
nif<»I^ftd&tb<)ughtof pj^jliDg to your worship 
alMmt i^-r)Hi^ Jt^lWt thinks I, the gentleman ipayhap 
be one of those that do like'to do a good tup, and 
DflidMTAJi'WQi4 zoid al^utit^zo, zor, if you haye 
not mentioned what I owed you^ j am.zurel petrer- 
abonld ■ should iiotk4eeA ?ur. , ' . ^^ ^ ^ 

Sir P. Nay, 1 will wholly ac/^It yQU of the ^(fjpt, 
on condltion-rr-' ' 

Ash. Ees, zur. 

Mir P. ^•QQA^itioff, Xhj, yon ipatai^^y ^prn QUt 
that boy— 01^ Henry. 

Ash. Tnrn out Hei^ry I ]9ik,>ha, .h« I Pf cu^my' 
titterins, jinr; l)i^y.ou bees ^mfii you^-.TupAf I*^ 



cir P. I am not apt to trifle- send ^m4n^^ntljr, 
IriNBa $Wt or t^Ke the consequences!. 

Atih. 47nm out SiAnry! 1 4f» .vow J pho.u'dn'jt 
kiSa^ how to set aboujbM— i fthouli ijot, indeed, 
fiih ' '" 

'Sir P. XomheskTd Vky datejiniAAtion. If you dis- 
Ob^y, ifoft Uhdw \tfh&k iMH foUgi^r. iUl lefiTe you ^ 
r«B«o«6n1t. 

Ath. "Well, ziv, I'll urgufy the topic, and then yon 
inliy wale ^potftne," atirmtWl ye: Watki the mo- 
tion of turning out.) I shoold' be deadly awkvjtrd 
at it vwzartain— howe'rer, Tirput the case. Well ! 
goes whiztling whoam~noa»-dy*bbUi(t iisboo^'t 





poor and friendless, zo you 

honse directly." Very well 1 Tben my 

at I— z^M<taet» herliftad tamadm tflaim ^iUepnA 

throws the poker at my faeaA; Very wellt Then 

igh^'f rom ^eboifoi?MBf llHI 
i HP I)i8,hea4 Uke# 4fin& a»ys«T' '^ 
) long been a burthenjo yoA. 
foq, M,arQa.b»ve pie. Farewell! 
qays " If tnee doez I'll be dou ' 
atergy.) Hoik) I .yqn ^«fl|^ ,Si 
cfomo in. 

JPfrter'SIR VHmnffaLtMDgOBSi. 

Zur, I fa»ve9rgnQ.ed tl)e.toj^,^&it .irg9*^) J|« 
pratty— zo I can't. 
^*rP:(to'*! i*pprd! ^ 

a*ft. we)4 3ur, thepe is ^ot .^thor 1W9^^ 
won't 
• SirP Inddedl 

Ash. No, zup, I .froa't ; Vi 
fad yon too, zur. I wo ah 

Sir P. Ton t^Tqse ttiein l^.ob^^ 
Ash. I do, zur— at your zarvice. 



^m^m) 



StrP. '^«i^e)ayra»^tia|ce 

iC^A. l^ *wry for uisjt^t&p; ? 
iMxt if com ^yoa'do't gro>ir .1 cquI 
.wer'nt poison'd by the hand that soy'. , 
'hand, «qr< be »« f ree from gnut as your owh. 

Sir P. OhI 







iix?^. It were never held out to clinch 



'"^S^^ 



jgiiXiy nor will it turn a good ^ out into the wide 
^risked w.orldbeoa)V3e£e be popfish.a bit X be 
2orry you be offended, zur, quite ; But,' coni^e Wh&t 



weald', ril never hit thic hand against here, bnt 
when I ^ soRe tti»t jE^neit ftt Md^ v^ Ininp 
again9t it with pleapnve. (aowing.j I oh hoi^ yod*il 
relpeo^ of all yourains—ldo, In4e.e.d. z\;m^; aind i^ 
yon ehou'd, I'll come anjd.zee ypu^^ain o^ friendly 
aa ever, t woo), indeed, zw. 
i^r P. Ifow rep<;i)l«A<^ jga^ m^P^ ^¥ < 

4olioi>e I hiMM»i^ ^Sks^mf^^m^ f^o^^'Ji^ 
go whoam. 



SCEI7E L-»il Booxfi in AOj^UjUt hou^ 
DAMS AaiiFIE^P ,^ 0«n^ «0f<A ^^ f|«ef|^ <Vf^ 

,/>aqBe. OoQie. come, . ]9^QiT> y^^^lU/retspurself ill. 
child. If Sir Philip will not be kind io you^^yqa 
•mibttt «ho)(e ffvsk wArjk 



IMO 



8PCBD THE KX>Uafl: 



Htnti% {Riting.) My pteee of mind ia cone for 
erer. Sir Philip may MTe cftote for tete: aplle 
of his wddndneM to me, mv heart seeks to find ez- 
dues for him— for, ohl that heart doata on his 
loToly daaghter. 

{Qoetvp,) 

Pome. (Looking out) Here comes Tnmmiis home 
at last, peydey 1 whaVs the matter with the man ? 
He doesn't seem to know the way into his own 
houM. 

JMir ASH9ISLD^ MMtegp; As atumNet «va<iwl a 



Pamt. Tammns, my dear Tommns, what'a the 
matter? 

AMh. {Jfot attending.) It he lodcy vor he I he soo 
pratty hehaved, or dom if I^ 

iDwMingkUJUt.) 

Jkmn, Who— what? 

Aah. Nothing at all; whore*s Henry t 

Henrp. (Adcandng.J Here, Farmer. 

Ath. Thee wonldaHleaTe ns, JBenryt won't? 

Stmy, Leave yon ! What leaye yon now, when, 
by my exertion, I can pay off part of the debt of 
gratitude I owe yon 1 Oh, no 1 

Ath, Nay. it were not vor that I axed, I pro- 
mise thee; eome, gi'ns thy hand on't then. (Staifc- 
inghandi.) Now, I'Utellye. Zur Philip did send 
▼or I, ahoat the money I do owe 'an, and said as 
how he*dmake all straight between ns 

J)ajnA, That was kind. 

Ash. Tes, deadly kind. Make all straight, on con- 
dition I did turn Henry oat o' my doors. 

Dame. Whatl 

Senry. Where will his hatred cease ? 

Dame. And what did you say, Tnmmos? 

Ath. Why, I ztrelly toald on, if it were agreeable 
to he to behaye like a bnite, it were agreeibble to 
I to behaye like a man. 

Damei That was right I wonld have told him a 
great deal more. 

Ath. Ah! likely. Then a said I should ha a bit 
of laa Tor my pains. 

Benry. And do you imaghie I will see you suffer 
on my aeoount? No; I will remove this hated 
form — 

(GMfigr.) 

Ath. No, but thee shat*un— thee shafon^I tell 
thoe. Thee haye givon me thy hand on't, and 
dotn*me, if thee shat badge one step out of this 
house Drabbit it I what can he do ? ne can't send 
u3 to gaol- Why, I have com will sell for half the 
money I do owe Hin— and han't I cattle and riieep ? 
--deadly lean, to be sore— and han't I a thumping 
zllver watch, almost as big as thy head T and iMme 
here lia' got— How many silk gowns have thee 
got, Dame? 

Dame. Three, Tnmmua— and sell them all, and 
111 go to church in a stuff one, and let Mrs. Grundy 
turn up her nose as much as she pleases. 

Hemrv. Oh, my friends, my heart is full Yet a 
day will come when this heart will prove its grati- 
tude. 

Dame. That day, Henry, is every day. 

Ash. Dang itl never be down-hearted. I do 
know as well as can be some good luck will turn 
up. All the way I Corned whoam I looked to vind 
a purse in the path, but I didn't though. 

(A knocking at the door.) 

Dame. Ah, here they are coming to sell, I sup- 
pose. 

Ash. Lettnn^lettun a^zeand sell ; we ha'.gottan 



iMTB iaieikiHg kit afWoLI whai we woqH m6SU 
and they cant aeU. (Knocking again.) Come tet 
dang it, don't ye he shy. 

Enter K0BR1KOT0N emd OKBALD. 

nenrp. Ah, the strangers I saw this momtag-. 
niese are not ol&cers of law. 

Ash. Noal walk in, gemmen. Glad to zee ye, 
wi' all my heart and xouL Gome, Dame, spread % 
cloth, bring ont cold meal; and a mag of beer. 

(Dame goes <#, and retnmt viCh HM e -doffk, 
iekiehehepnparutoefread.) 

Oer. (To Monington.) That is the boy. 

( M tr r iHffte H aftfc.) 
Ath. Take a chair, sur. 
Mar. I thank yon, and admin your hospitality. 

Don't trouble yourself, good woman. I am not 
incUned to eat. 

Aeh. That be the case here. To-day none o* we be 
anver hungry: misfortinbe apt to stay the stomach 
oonfonndflidly. 

Mor. Has misfortune x«a«ihed this homhle dwel- 
ling? 

Ath. Sea, zur. I do think vormy part It do work 
its way in everywhere. 

Jior, Well, never despidr. 

Ath. I never do, zur. It Is not my way. When 
the sun do shine, I never think of voul weather, not 
I ; and when It do begbi to rain, I always think 
that's a znre zign it will give auver. 

Mor. Is that young man your son? 

Ash, No, zur. I wish he were, wi* all my heart 
and zoul. 

Ger. {To Morrington.) Sir, remember. 

Mor. Doubt not my pmdenoe. Yoong 
your appearance interests me; how can i 
you? 

Senry. By informing mo who are my parents: 

Mor. That I eannot do. 

Senry. Then by removing me from the hatred of 
Sir Philip Blandford. 

Mor. Does Sir Philip hate you? 

Senry, With such severity, that even now he is 
about to ruin these worthy creatures beeaase ^ey 
have protected me. 

Mor. Indeed I Misfortune has made him emeL 
That should not be. 

Ash. Noa, it should not indeed, zur. 

ifor. ItshaUnotbeu 

Ash. Shant it, zur? But how shan't it? 

Mor. I will prevent it 
. Ash. Wool ye, faith and troi^ ? Now, dame, did 
not I say some good luck would turn np ? 

Senry. Oh, sir, did I hear yon rightly ? WUl yoa 
preserve my friends; will you avert the emel arm 
of power, and make the virtuous happy? Oh, how 
can I thank you? 

i^Mng hit hand) 

Mor. (Disengaging hit hand.) Young ntan, yoa 
oppress me. Forbear 1 1 do not merit Uurnks-^pay 
your gratttnde where yoa are sore 'tis dne-^to 
heaven. Observe me— here is a bond of Sir Philip 
Blandford's for £1,000, do you present it to him, 
and obtabL a discharge for the debt of this worthy 
man. The rest is at your own disposal— no thanka 

Senry. But, sir, to whom am I thus highly in- 
debted? 

Mor. My name is Morrington. At present that 
information mustsuflQce. 

Ash. (Bowing.) Zur, if I may be 80 bold-— 

ITor. Nay, friend* 



BBUS> TBE PLQUGB. 
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dtk DM*kb»«i|»1 1ud&*t Iliaj>ked70ii,nr« 
Bor I won*! Only, nr, I wera SoUig to ax wben 
7oairo«ldoftU«g«iii, Ton BluuiliaTe myatampt 
note Tor the BMn«r,;TOashaUiiiideea,ziir; and, m 
the BMMi time. I do nope yon*!! take xomeit In the 
way of remembrance aa 'twera 

Dame. Will your honour pot a couple of tnrkeya 
inyooTjpodket? 

Ask. Or pop a haa v^w yowarm? don't ye 
Mty Bo^ if it a agriieaBle 

Jfor. FaraweUL good firienda^ I aliiU repeat my 
Tiaitioon. 

Daaia The aoonar the better. 

Aih, Oood-hye to^yi^ mr. Dame attd I woolgo 
towoikaamecTyaaoifsketiL Goo d h y e, Henry. 

HoMM. HaaTOB btaaa yeiv henow; and I h(q;>e 
yoa win oarry aa mneh joy away wMi yon aa yon 
leaf* befalad yoa-I do» todeed. 

Mor. Toong man, pcbeeed to the eaaUe, and de- 
mand an andienoe of Sir Philip Blandford. In 
yoQwaytiiiaiir^riliaatniptyoafnither. OiTame 



SOBNB IL'-^patimeni im Ihi Cattk. 

MnUt SIB PHILIP VLkSDWOBJ} md SVSIU 
QEBEN! 



Eur, Mj dear maater, I am a petitioner to 
a better claim to my favoar 



yon. 
«»*i».Nonepoaae 
, and receiTei 



, . . I thank yon, air. The mihappy Henry. 
«ri>. Whafrof him? 

(flKr^Mnjp htrm/i^tit hbnwUh rvMlaMMl.) 

Smt, Kay, he notangrr«hfaiairithoid»aiideiir 
treata to be admitted. 

A^il Iwill notagabibeholdiaa. 

Ever, I am aony yoa ref oaa me^ aa be oompela 
me to repeat Uairorda: •'U^^ealdhe, *«SirPhttip 
deniea my homble raooeat^ tell him I demand to aee 
him.- 

Sir P. Demand to iee met waUhialiighoommand 
BbaU be <rt)«y«d then. (AircUifltaRy.)Bld him ap- 
proach. 

IBxU EurgrtiB. 

JMirHBNBT. 

JBlrP, ^yirhat title, air, do yon thoa intnide on 
met. 

JErenrr, By one of an imperionanatorok the title of 
a creditor. 



EwP. lyomrdebtort 
. Te«;r 
hapa» withboldi 



Heanf, Tee; 



for yon owe me jnatieeL Toa,per- 
. . Ikommethoineatimableireaaareof 

a parent'a bleaaing* 
Sir P. Ufi^fM«toi4r-) To the boafaMaa that brought 

yon liither. 
Smnh TtuB then— I belleta tfaia ia yoor algna- 

tare. 

SirP, (SiCMNHiifMNMl/.) Itia— 



Menrp, Aflbuad to a bond of one thoQaaadpoond% 
which by aaalgnment to mine. By ▼irtoe of thiii I 



.imenttomine. By ▼irtoe of tbia I 
diacbarge the debt of year worthy tenant Aah** 
teld, who, II aaama, waa gnUty of the evime of Tin- 
dieating the Inlnred and proteetlng the onf ortunata 
MtfwTmr Pfai% tba rat^tKw my hat^dtmaoda 



la, that what remein« of Chia obligation may not be 
ndw paid to me, bat watt yoar eatfare conTeniento 
andlelaore. 

SirP. No; that moat net be. 

JStoiry. Oh, air, why thaa oppa e a a an J 
man? Why apom from yoa a heart that panti 
aenreyoa? Noaaawer. rarewelL 

iOoiitff.) 

Sir P. Hold—one word before we part«-t^ me 
'•^Atide.) How o*me yoa i^oaaeaaed (tf thia bond? 

JSTenry. A atranger Whoae kind benerolenoe atept 
Iq, and aaTod— 

iSIr P. filename? 

B0U% MorriogtOB. 

Sir p. Plendi Haabe oaoght ne? Ton hava 
aeen thto Horringtont 

SirP, iMdhe apeak of me? 

Sennf. He did; and of yoor daoghter. **QoB]iire 
tdm,** aald he, "not to saoittoe the lorehrSmmik 
by a marriage ber heart rerolta at Ten him, the 
me and f ortqne of a parent are not hto own. He 
holda ttiem bat in trnat for hto offspriDg. Bid him - 
reflect that while hla dao^ter mertta the brighteat 
T^warda a father can beatow, ahe ia by that tether 
doomed to the harahest fate tyranny can inflict** 

Sir P, Did be aay who caused tikiB aacrlObe? 

JTeary. He told me yoa had been duped of your 
fortone by aharpera. 



Sir P. Aye. He know thai well Yooag i 
mark me. This Morringtom, whoee precepto wear 



the face of Tirtoe, and whose practice seema b 
Tolenco, was the chief of the helliah banditti that 
mined me. 

Henrf. Ia It possible ? 

Sir P, That bond j^ou hol^ in joar hand waa 6b- 
tained by r(A)bery. Not by the thief who encoanter- 
Ihg yon aa * a mML atakes life agalnat life, hot by 
that moat cowardly vlUain, who In the moment 
when reaaon aleepa and. paaaion to rooaed, drawa 
hto aaareaaixmnd yoQ, and hnga yon to yoor rnln. 

ffmrjf. On yoor aool, .to Morrington that man ? ' 

Sir P. On my aooL he to. 

ffenrjt. Thoa, then, I annihilate tfte deteated aet^ 
and thoa I tread xg^m a Tfflain'a friendahf p. 

iTBari»gtk§heni.} 

Sir P, Bash boy t What have yon dona? 
' Benry, An act of Josiloe to Sir rhffip Btondford. 

Sir P. For which yoa claim my thanks ? 

Hmry. Sir, lam thanked already; here. (Pointing 
to hishtart.) Corse on snoh wealth; compared with 
ito poaaesaion, poTorty to rolendoor. Tear not for 
me, lahall not feel the ptorcing'eold; for In that 
man whoae heart beats warmly for hU fellow 
creatarea, the blood ciroatotea wim freedom. My 
food ahall be what few of the pampered aona of 
greatneas can boaat of, the lasdooa bread of inde 

Kndence; and the opiate that brioga me sleep, wfll - 
the recollection of the day paased In innoceooet. 

SirP. Noble boy i Oh! Blandford t 

mttry. Aht 

Sir P, What hare I aald? 

Cenrf, You called me Blandford. 

Sir P. Twaa error— *twa8 madneaa 

Hem% Blandford 1 A tboosand hopea and feare 
Toah on my heart Diaclose to me my birth— be it 
what it may, I am yoor slave for ever. Bef oae me, 
yoa create a foe, firm and implacable as— - 
, ^ir/'. Ahl ami threatened? Donotexttngatdf 
the apark of pity my breast to warmed with. 

.Mtnrf, I will not. Oh, forgive me! 

J9irP, Yea^, on one eondltlbn— leave me: Ahl 






Fbilip. 






irfi(««BQB BANDT. 



body. Jtoti Siv^S^P^VMre yeair 

i^P. No, air, raffier mmspoBed. 
^M. Upon mjr Mml, I am deTflldi f Ii4 to 
yon. Compared with fhla Caatl^ ttie Crelan " 



giveB me a elaeTl iha'innaTe C^e piMSHCO (tf fWftii)^ 
yoa above oooea week. 
JJK.^1^ ^ y^""^ pM«Wf Xfc«ffe bip^^^^|iMt«B- 

.. ^ ,.1I^J b|||f^MpaJS|0| 
)!)• -fi^ 80 ^e»f ^ 




•aiilkfmawi^npetreg^forl.^. ^. .^ ...^ . ,,^ 
I Ai^ f eaqp ge^ Iteaitftj ^ of ^ cftta{>aQy. 
W|iai»Yer J)» «»y b^ to.4«ibeQi. 1^ a a cty^d hpte , 
tomiiu 

«0i^ 49 nmiiL .M of po^^lvaacffijh*! 



practicable, a&d improvements that am fitl 

ionlMiiiifDf •flMftt9a0i)l» Ae delay of «pe^W«i, 
p«poippodatioo, f^ w». 



bd iUxi£^ ,T^1 bim io 4^JAli; 9^ bijr;>eoplfl^ 
1 ite peril of tftetr 4iv^ ^ i^ise ^ c«At)e lo- 



ifDfMiMftt9a0n{» 

the ilMBDVHllodiOttllBffW of 

InftmeS IwmWo of ead^av^^rini to ^ajye it.' lie' 
has now a score or two of workmen about i(ii|), •na 
intends pulling down some ap uHU HM U f !» ^« .9*0^ 
win af^^^Mtle. 

Mb- i». " 
Abd" 
on 

Ai». mr:Pb|U9^»a9)ftA>i^J9W^'Am#9<!tC^^ 
me to b0 jerkMiaw 
Sir P. Ohf forbear, forbef^i 
A*. ItoMMB »IP,*ir, go «][lklH)e. JJ ^ 
tended b«twe#i» turaian^U^ fwwM 9^ fnliitiofi 
ai|A IwtiDet I yisn it, sir, to ^ formed on a 

here pause, fori sIxDiila b^sitat^lir dallfbiptha^in^ 
l^^ther, liho refaseB me t)ie namepf friend.' 
mrP, UtM A^I bOWsbaUIactt 
S^b. 1 aQ> not impelled try cmrtosity to a|/lc 
frieodqjmn* I «com so mem a motive. % . 
m^>ir,t&ifqllir abd levity of my (^aracternroceed 
DUMely m>cii t^e gftet'v^aceneb of i;^ bedrt—ybn' 
will tim U^ subBtai}<ie jvann, Bt^9dy, anil sincere 

Sir J*. I :bemv0 iVTrgm tfiy sot^. AUow n^e a 
B|fa»ef)t> ^oi}gbt (4si(f9.) f^BpMqn U awakeiied; 

do^si ' " »• — ill--. — ^- 

o6nfi< 

. ~ ^»yf 

the task is clreadful— byt it must hfi 
he will perform jh» |^wf»J taj& .of ^ . 

chamber, and lepofijig every vestige of gufll (fo 
hinO Yep, 709 near my ^ofy; I will i^y before 
vpur view ihe a^op^ irith which tfaitf ^i^etcbed 
DQgoQi is loaded. . ' ] 

Mb. I am proodof your confldei)ce,.aad, bjvoiir 
9lirpoi9»ion, will fnlfll ^n Important WagemMit: 
aVraitltag ftifi at jtbls J^our, bnt X will Qpeeoly refiUD 
toyOQprepared to receiyelt /»■;-.. 

Mr P.Jioi here, t will mebt yon at thp eaatMrn 



.^ for its «ec|M«3r ia 



Stdtr ASHFDSLD ami DAIOE ASHFI^L^. 
tile T^Skr liMp^Us f<atom ha fWH tf WM «»' 

Bo y«p«ttol AMtilM «Mf 

k)vei 



aunm. ivnpusmiivr 
' .&)6. Yes ; those charms have conqaered. 

Stutm, Oh! no; do not so disgrace the rictory 
apn have gained— 'tis your own virtue tiiat has 
tfiumphed.''^'^- -•^•' > •"•' "'*• 



A>6. My Susan 1 how tnw it is, that fools 
are viisflilik ^tt^lMblVtott^^ 
ms consent On reooliMMB;" flat may not be quite 
'lb easy. Bis arrangements with Sir PhiUp Bland- 
'fbM gb*^iiM.4ii<t Mift< s04lMifs*aA.>ton«Of thttt 
4iid Sir Philip, bjr misfortone, knows how to s^ 



I feel for her. 

KhM OiHbe-**AMit malM spwdf 
miserable. If my snspioiont -tw irM,:4ke*l| sot 

*%*. m^2?K4?S-^ will be unhappy. 
iM nrtOMA) M>9ibtMt «^^ I shaoiitt;>iMI9 
, 2M»me. No. 
/?o6. What doss tettMiilf 
jUmnm: My fslhei^s valoa. 
AA, 7ftaQ(«lMber*imwr«ir8*UL 
AM. : 8<NKi*ri tDO^domo ten^ 1 

Ash Wha| 4q Ihee do here wi* my Sue, eh 9 
IKA. wHh fMT Sue, she's mine, mine by a hns- 
|»and8rigbt. 
Ash, HQsbtnd! what! thee Sne*8 husband? 

Bbft. r*5&iminte ' - • 

Aslt. But how, though? What faith and trofhl 

A>A. Yea 

il<A. WJ|at,ax*d three tlmetft 

IfSb. 7m t dp ftObr IMK* m«m(M* :Fn ^miMsin 



Itbat lh€ iWTsiiifiils W^Ldvtf tt» fUtti 

Cupid is a chnbhy curate, his toiQll' 1»4be aecCDB's 

}imHS, mk emiui iSMrct in* gpiwras is ae 

profoijnd nasal thorough bass of the clerkus amen- 
^ if«t*H«siar'o)M^trtttHk)xollM4ii!ril£^ 



with you, my children. 



4<A. AndheaY!ni*slA«mliiff«Mk •MC.Ibail«»e 

Bob. No; telrthere ii otte^AAqr^ 9taa»t do-.^la- 
. jm« ^e fonoeenc<rof« womAft. ^ 
'A$k DhibMt,tiibaHfMdk^ln ttofoadaH day to 
z^8neirlie»yiii1i6r<nMio«aoh; '* 



fejther-in-kka, woOlTir . ^^jl^l' • *-. 

A>6. Noi for the^ I mn0t w<) H wAradrcL df d^^- 
Beir, which I am reBoWwxnot to h6 9,plm., 
I £M»>BIBABK»HANDYl 

i8f«r il. Heydey. J^l), why miH 
your intended mider? Bat fon ^ 
yon ought to be. 

Bob. Na; 
Whdtet 



My 



your 6ihi*6(^iiM t ^ 

Sir A. No, vm qvrii t ttt' 13^ a^' t1ie( olwfe — 6lr 
Philip is tft%fS afid^i^ BUtQdrord 18 th^; KQd 
Ljkdy Hft&dyhmei«— itod thdrefofe— 

M. You are na£ tb^re^-in one word, I jhall not 




R^^4ldt,-««feM, 



<SirA. MiMmO^tt^i^^memm Mte yon? 
Bob. (TaJUng Swm't hand) A Terr Mir one, sir— 

fly J iMlii «ju^ V 
atr Jti wny, yesi r 

sir, this oTertnms my ^ 

Ao». N^.ilrt IvftFii^itrKJketltplBvtelllrBMrs 
h«ppi»iw,aBatkatilw»«rtiiiniak Ottiie, fite 
nw ffl»r.gbnM»t; GQHiiilBrhiiw«««dxnittailyollr 
wonderful inyentions. 

8ir A. Not «H>.myitoi«bi» BA-t^btt *«te a 
deTilish devet Sliatill^/ .i..*- . • 

,Mi,i,dare say it is. dome, sir, consent, and 
perh^& iaimr turp, w^ may iaTsnt something 

%ir A. HeT he, he'i .Wi)U*-sbii%l|old«.iifh«t'«tito* 
nse of my co^imil without my vWih-Vtowt ydSt 
I <titf«»o'nQre My I sfpravfr, wlthodt—ifc 




d— what smn of money W^lofif 
I who would dissolTe yonr n)|kr- 



Sir A, No. 

j^'il.^K^i 1 i«>c^d'not giro one; but I wonid 

IIM fltlii llllHlillllll IHlMfcdH " 

<?^. GtaMSMtt^ofsMi^abci^lMtv-ni^O'lK 
Sir A, Bat, antvjKm <ti9e|f i^^«i4 % 




iW's; 
_. S6d<?L ^. 
fff**. 1?^ wait i^thbttt Cry, 
wamn;^ , ^. . 

Sir A. Tbt^li ybti H^ not' 



Totee-Iktiowit 



♦Hern r when you 
far. lExttCteraldJl 



I dare not bel1eye.it. rjraptiw go out of my wits— 
an4 ^len, if he faO; iMuit a pfclde I shall be inl 
PdresheU. 



Wi, I4dy iMly; do*6 be M 

t ^tfn-night tf svreoiheirtbg. 
^. Siiencdl Md hftve yoti 



^<tr LADY HANDY. 

AmI» JIL 8o^ sir, I hmito foond yoo at tatttr 
■ . JM.>Ky bfUMMtred- Bunnma, yon hare just come 
In time to give your consent to my marriage with 

^^til^H. i^ydo'yoa'liiia^iie I wffl a^red to shch 

Kln4>h*esM8d'to 
:6# I ustfd to l«t 



the yohiii 

thee ait ^ - , «. 

Mm a Siiencdl Aikd hftve yoti iSllkeA t6 t&tc- 

tmr . . . ,^ 

iStr JL NO. bo; niy hwly' ^ 

ifs tune, oodw Hem. 

PwiiAf do yim mean by—^emY . . . 
^,SSl' ^ 1£L ^^^^^^^ trduDnf&oud I 

TMtf l» it^ttmt wlur flcrM||fht«Md in all my 
life. 

. , ((kr<ai aduaiuetj 

Lady A. {Shri^ iHa49Mm$,3^ CMMdf 

«m-t%s. 

Lad^ B, An't yon dead, Qerald? Twenty years 
away, and not dead ? 

Ger. No. wife. 

Aril. Tmial* ntyoAMywilVf 

Oer. Yes. 

«M^ «i9tH*faitt» 

Ger, She is my wVA 

Sir A. Once more. 

^^ A.Oli^ iKie.«sar.l«Iaiirt Oh, ar^dMr bojr! 

layaiarr" '" ..<-... 



MarglrllL 

defiri' fffMsinyJo'Jfra Arm*) No^yin^ 



4BMirme9 Gtrald dhdmrtsU} 



n«9« ah*ii»:tt.8iirwife9 1 wffii-w^-rlBAr will yoii 
h»t»the fl^tt.tlHWuawIT . WUlyMk Uwe It In diM, 



or in l^iik?no|lfe»;er«tedlfy or India bont^ or hAAi; 
oHiate m i |.n y- w 

inntton. 
- 4. SisiyotisbaUkiUaUtlie shacphiHsmp* 



i iHM Adn^ wiitt ID klil my own 



. Ger. Sir AbeL yon tiflf lost flye thousand 
bounds, and with it, properly managed, aneateM-' 
fent wife, who, though I cfUBOt (sprntMCflM to take 
agahias mine, yov. mtf > deyend on'tsiialt never 
trouble yon. Gomel tus ws|r* fBeekonitt^ U Jt0^. 
Geraid) lmporta|K|:^yj9BlB' m>w call on me, and 
prevent iWi Maslnf * loqger with this goodcom- 
pany. Sir Abel, we shall meet soon. Nay, come, 



yoikkBojVi Ifm not osedcotrifle^ come, 

(jmf^mmtjf m <mm(ig cro$M ojf. 



UM 



BFIKD THE 9L0UG& 



Sir A. iMMki^} Oomik msm. Thst'iawon- 
dofnlly el«T«r follow! J07, joy.mjboyl Hert, 
hmre; toot handa. Tbe fln( om IiiMka of Itber^ 
totoftw hiOTtnuM I with I bad more imlMon. 
Wen, whftt win yoa do? (Ifattf aftovl txuUhialifO 
Where wUl yon go ? Ill go anywhere yoa Ukei 
Wm yon go to Bath, or Brixton, or Peterabnrg, or 
Jemaalem, or Seringapatam? All the same to ma 
—we single fellowa~we rove ahoat- nobody cares 
about QB— we care for nobody. 

Bob. I must to the castie. father. 

Sir A. Have with yoo, Bob. (SinfffngA "111 sip 
every flower— I'll change every hour." (Btdtoning\) 
Oonnd, come. 

iExtunt Sir AbH, Bcb Smd», and AmcMl 
Sutm kit$a htr hand to AahJIdd and 
Dame.) 

Aik, Bleas her, how aio^ she do trip tt awsy 
with tho gently. 
', And then. 



I, Tonunni, think of the weddtaig: 
A$h, iR^fleetingj I declare I shaU be jnst the 
same ever— maybe, I may bay a smartish bridle, 
or a aUver backy-stopper, or the like o* that 
Amic. (Apart.) And then, when we come ont of 



ohnroh, Mre. Gmndy wttl be standing aboat there. 
~ shaU shake handa agreeably 
(Apart,) 



Ath. 1 shaU shake handa agreeably wi* all my 

ienda. (.Apart,) 

Dame. (Apart.) Then I Inst look at her in this 



Ath. (Apart) How dost dOL Peter? Ah, Dickl 
glad to lee thee, wi' all my zoull 

(BotM towardt centre cfthe etoffe.) 
Dame. (Apart.) Then, with a kind of half onrtsey, 
I shall— 

(Sh€ advaneea to the centre aUo, aadtheif 
bump against each other.) 
A»h. What an wold fool thee beee% darnel 
Gome along^ and behave pxalty, do'e. 



80SNX IV.^O«Mdli <r A« Caede. 

Enter BOB HANDY, with caedhn, beoHap a ttght, 
and a large heff. 

Bob. Now to folfll my pramiae with Sir Fbil^ 
Blaadfocd--bv— entering that chamber, and re- 
moving--— "^ rather awfnl— I dott*t half like it^ 
Bomehow; everything is so enraedly stUL What'a 
tliat? I thought I heard somethings-no— why, 
*adeath, I*m not aftaid— no, I*m quite en— sa—sare 
of that— only everything ia so enraedly— hvah, and 
^(A Jtash of light and a tremendoae exphelon tdkee 
Tieiee.) What the devU's <ttiat r (2WmU&gr.) Who's 
there? 

Snter SIB ABKL HANDY, one tide 1^ hte faee U 
blacked. 

Father I 

Sir A. (DnemUing.) Bob I 

Bob. Have you seen anything? 

Sir A. Oil, my dear boy. 

Bob. Corse it, don't frighten one. 

Sir A. Such an accident! Mercy on net 

Bob. Speak! 

Sir A. I was mixing the taigredients of my grand 
BQbstitate for gunpowder, when, somehow it Uew 
up, and aet the cnrtslna on flxe^ and— « 



Mob. GurtaiBB! sonnd^ Ow ioo«i*B In a blasa! 

Sir A. DonH say so. Bok 

Deb, Wbatis to be dona? Whare'a yeuv faaioui 
preparation for eztluguiBhiag ftames? 

i8&- ^ U ia not mixed. 

Bob. Where's your fl u esc ap e? 

Sir A. It is not fixed 

Bob. Where's your patent flre^englne? 

Str A* Tis on the road 

Bob. Well, yoa are never at a losa. 

Sir A. Never. 

Bob. What'atobedone? 

Sir A. I don't know. I say. Bob, I hava ifr-HMr- 
hapsitwiUgooatofltself! 

^6. Go out! it increases every minute. Xetus 
run for assistance. Let na alarm the famllj. 

[JEvilL 

Sir A. Tea; dear me! dearBMl 

Sereamt. (WUhouL) Hera, John! Thomaa! some 
vUlatnhaasetflnto the oastle. If yoa cateh tho 
rascal, tiirow him into the flames. 

(Sir Abel rune off, and ike alarm beU rimge. 
The efeeteefmjlredmmem the/Mage and 



Sm PHILIP BLANDFOBD meelinp KVSO- 



Sir P. Emnatnyebfld, where art thon? 
Mner. 1 fear, sir, the eastle win be deatrogred. 
Sir P. My ohUd! my ehlld! When ia she? 
Speak! 
Eea^. Alaal dba reoalna in the eaatlel 
SirP. Ahl then I wiU die with her! 

<€Mng.) 
Enter HENBY, teoHti^ EMMA la hie arme. 

Benrg. There Is your daughter. 

Sir P. My ehild, my Emma, revive! 

MiuB. Am Irsatored to my dear father's arms? 
. Sir P. Ytn, only bleeaing of my life ! In future, 
thy wishea shaU be mine— thy happinesa, my joy. 

BOB HANDY aad SUSAN;. 



' Bob. My dear friend safe t and the lov«lr Eauna 
In his arms! Then let the bonfire Uaaa. 

SirP. I wish to thank you. 

ffenrg. Sir Philip, I have saved your danghter 
from a dreadful death— while pasting fkom the 
chamber whloh oonoealed a aeoiet of orime and 



Sir P, ns&a an Is diaoovered? 
Bemy. Yea, the mystery la davnloped. In vein 
' rith theboa 



the massy ban^ eemented vrifh 

rust, oppoaed m.y entrance^ In vain the heated 
suffoeanng damps enveloped me. In vain the 
hungry flames flashed their vengeance round me! 
What could oppose a man struggling to know his 
fate ? I forced the doors— a ilrebrand was my guide 
—and among many evidences of blood and guilt, I 
found— this! 

iProdueeeahnifi.) 
' Sir. P. (Starts wUh horror, thenieUh eoUmnitg.) It 
is aooompliahed. Juat heaven. I bend to thy de- 
cree. Blood must be paid by blood. Henry, that 
knife, aimed by this fatal hand, murdered thy 
father. 

Henry. Ah! 

ithraepkegtheka^) 

Mite B. (Placing hereof Mmm him and her 
father,) Henry, will you deatroyflnr father? 

Henrg, Would I ware in a«y gOKva. 



Enlff* GERALD, 
fiir P. Ah, Gerald here. Wcai, eome yon to give 

^SSTlt'Z'^Lan^ one, who for «any 
yeeri has watched each actton of your llf o. 

Sir P. Who? 

sS^'p^T^n&n behold the man who haa ao 
loo« aTolded me— — . i.v.^ 

Ar. But ever haa been near you— he la here. 

Mnter MOBBINGTON, wapp^ vp in his cloak, 

Morr, Crawling in the dust, behold a repentant 
^A?P r/mKffiwafJy.) My brother, Morrlngton! 

Mmr. SSrSa^dieSfol hour that parted o^ 
a^iSdtSth »mora^ I wa. abwt to totah i^t 
mr arm had left onaccompltehed-wlwn aoma 
SJil wSepered. « Pontohment «• WJ^»S* ^^^ 
Mteandatoner ^^^ \y^-}^^^ TSJP\ 



6PESD THE PLOUGH **•* 

tiaed the arts of detflal brawl the M«»«»J»ji»J2iJ 
poaaeased myself of your largo «»*»?■ ;j*;**JSJf; 
hOto myseUl deteated by '?M»W5*-*2i2.r^i 
to save an injured brother from destruction, ano 
lay hia fortunes at his feet I pwk«x 

fiirP.Ahl la it possible? v„t «« 

Morr. Oh, Is that atonement? No: but my 

Henry has saved that angel's "i®-kn«J^ 7**^ "S 

my son, and beg for mercy from that injured 

"Sr P. Henry, forgive me— Emma, plead for me. 
There-there. ^jMng ffuir hands.) 

Bmry. But my father— - 

Sir P. Brother, I forgive thee. ^^^,^^, 

Bob. (Coma /onMrdJ U '«8^^«"Ti!l«%^!il 
tribute which ennoblea our nature, may wc nothqpa 
to And pardon for our errors— here r 

WUh99ic$mihmidimiUto^Sp€€dm9Ph9gh, 



NO SONG, NO SUPPER 

A MUSICAL EXTERTAINMENT, IN TWO ACTS.-BT miNCE BOAXB. 



•^•••••/yyyyyy^/-/y^^. 




^'lUl ~Cv, DEAR, IT IS MY MASTER!"— .4d ii, sccne 4. 



^ersoiTiS ^ejre8enie&. 



Frsderick. 

Endless. 

Okop. 



BoBur. 
Tno MAS. 
William. 



Mahoabetta. 
LoniSA. 

DOKOTHT. 



ACT L 

,,8CENE L—A View of the Sea, on the coast of Com- 

^ wall 

HOBIN discovered aslefp; FREDEBIOK enters from 

apart of the rock. 

AIB. 

The lingering pangs of hopeless love, 

Cvndemn'd unpitied~-vnpitied to endure: 
Ah! hapless fate I bp flight I strove 

To soothe the pain I could not cure. 
Cease, ocean, cease, cease thy angry strife, 

Or here thy tohclming billows pour; 
I ask, J ask but this, oh ! take, oh ! take my life; 
Or bear me to nome cUsmt shore- 



Cruel destiny ! to be driven ashore on this spot 
which I had resolved to fly from for ever; but all 
things conspire to counteract my designs. I had 
scarcely embarked, when a conspiracy was formed 
among the crew to deprive me of my life, which 
was happily preserved by the generosity of an Eng- 
lish sailor, who, I fear, has perished with all his 
honest companions. (Sees Robin.) Good heavens ! 
is it possible my generous preserver lives I Bobin, 
what ho! Robin 1 

Robin. (Waking, and starting.) No, we won'^ 
drown. Courage, my lads! Lay hold of that plank, 
Master Frederick. 

Frtd. Honest spiritl C«urefal of me OTeo in Ui 
dreaiiiB. 



dfnceMn . 
Frt8. DoiTi yon know me, my friend? 

alive yet I tnought we had both ^Mtt in Dary 
Jones's loclwr. ' 

#y^. I- assure yon, J mai.tincenily wy, ^gll: 
rejoice more for your safety than my »wo. 

Mabin, .pMf jour oonpta>ai»to a iittieiapd 111 
believe yon. wherqare we. (hw yoa ? 



/Vent AMI •( ft>n .1)Ut too vhXL aoqvainted i^i||r 
the place. W« " 



NO bono; no strppEa i267 

Jtoi^ (^f^^aiu2iia»v»0^/r«^'^IJi;Where tfiej /V«d Yon mpat know, Bobin, that I quitted 

T. .... ^Englttid-oftNwAcfeiitMttwfatresrirfilwiw.- 

•JA)Mi ' Why,'tlMt 1i 'iomMhing ef ittf-etm, A 
Ihark of a lawyer bore down npon Me, carried off 
some little property that I dWlgiied f ormy mlstreM, 
intf, itaTwVBHOt wflling to make her a beggar, I 
frent to sea again. 

Ff^d, (Attae.) Howdearly allied in principles to 
my Lonisa. Enow, then.Rdfetn, the fafrest of wo- 
iien, I meas^ wad Lovlsa, your nioe. 
: JloMK-Uy niece! Gii« ■» your hand, Maaler 
Frederick. If she be not married, -^pta khall have 
^er to-morrow. But >vhat Jho deiil mode you bear 
i^ay arid Tfeate h^*^ ' Wfft !^a« ruh WUl of & lawyer 
loo ? Ydu seemed to have cash ehough. * 
, '-FMt.'Tet, SttWh: bntiwas determmed to'pT0«r& ^ 
ier love foi: me, without acquainting her with my 
tirctxriStoflCCT'; t'^hetefore, gave out I was' a podr 
scholar. Ibis bad not altogether the desired effect ; 
lor she, teixHtg % dliitress Her friends by qur union, 
fefused me. 

' Robin. That w«B tskiBK to the tong-boat, when 
]rqu mi^t J] vre been «aXe iA ^e sUp. 
' Fr^i shall not toimcdlatdy i|4orm her pf my 
qircumstauccs i (ljierefore,"iI«Qln, fitr^'mise ,ngt to 
beifbyine. 

' Hobiru Nay, If U bfl your |anpy-^bu{, belJeTe pae, 
'tis a foolish one. 
/>•♦</. Youwun't disclose my secjet? 
Robifl. wfi9,t do you take me for? If tbip be all, 
■»• st^p f5i?ward. 



_ e are on tih« eoapt^f Ck>rBiiFall,9iot 

far f r^nv^SMilft ^ 

Robin. Say you so ? Never droop, then. "We could 
Dai4liAm.»s<lB»J3iMBr't)brt I have friends here 
will take-birf* or ia»«ll arow «i'4(flief#evr At 

Fred. Friends henCl 

Robin. Ay, if this storm haa not cajcri*^ tiiMD 
Into the M», I .have a brdtlier-fc-la^ir* ^, 
wbopa, ii^Mfed, I hsrenot seen for 8otneye&rBil)at 
be vi/hB «Wfe, wheirl h^atd last 

Fred. "What was his name? 

BolHn. Crop; an hone&Ji farmer. 

Fred. Uwk.) Good beatexi! py to^^* tfr- 
tber. •■ • • '"^ 

^pMii. ^e mttrrtetf a stater of mln^ wben^waa 
a ofly. She died aoma years ago, &«a lertbitu'i 
ddl0)ter, Who, (hey say, is gro^n ailne girl; a^d 
nolirhe'B spriced to another mate. 

Frtd, Wall. BobiQ, we shall iiaye Jio ocof sion to 
trOtibKyont brothir.at presebt; I bfttoab estate 
in Yb« nietglibo^rhooa, Vliere you phall'be welcome,, 
foV s'our geiierOBity has twice pre8or,ved n)^ life. 

yfit^tp. JLoQkye, Master .Frederick ; I have been 
frOSl it^y country these three years; butlhavepot 
so fax forgotteq Old England, as not to Btandby a 
mitxi who fights against odda. 

fYnj. You riBke4 your own life for me. 

Jiobin. That's no concerii for a British saltbr; he 
holds bia life in keeping for his kin^, his country, 
and his friend, and for them he will cheerfully lay 
jt down.~B«t^ look, ^we of par mea am » t ( p i ^ve 
|n eighk 

Sntti^ wIZJLIAM ttttd Sctilort, 

Robin. "What cheer, my lads? Any part of the 
wreck saved 7 What, aU ashore ? . . Yfkai,% become 
of the boat? 

Wil. Ah! Itoblp, she went down, just »f^»f we 
left her. With aU that we had on board. 

Robin. Samacb the worse! 1 thought I had been 
rich enouffh td have taken Margaretta in tow for 
life: bat, now all is aJIoat again. 

Fred. YoaahalVgo home with me, my friehds — 
(Aside.) 1 have a strong desire to see Lo&isal 
"What if I aeooippsBiy Robin? 

Robin. Thcdk Tbv, sfar. Bqt tone ef ns will 
look out and see if Om sea heme ashove any ef the 
cargo. 

Fred. Bobin, 111 go with yon to yottr brotlur-in- 
law. 

Robin. With ftll my heart Do yo«, "William, 
keep » good look out. from the top of the rock.^ 
tin It be dark, and (be rest keep watch pn the 
beach. 

JFiL 6o we win, BobixL Come along, my lada. 

fri^ Now, Itobin, IbaTO a secret to entrust you. 
jftobin. Wdll, let it be a sUo^ one; for a lon|; one 



4B0BKB IL«^A Room in Cwogft hoim* 

• Cr<^. 3ut,I ^11 yen, wif^ yptt arf».-irM«£. 

Dor. I'm sure, (Jeprge, It^ayour ov^ fa-Mlly 
. Cr<^. My own fault! Zounds 1 I wi^ the 
4evil had the lawyer and law<su|t! t/9fs^^v,tof u,y 
aart. 

fior. Indeed, George, I can't guess the reason 
why you should be so cross with me. I can't help 
ii, you know, and yet you alwaya^uarrel with ine. 

AWt.^D9B0TaY. 
io, George^ I can't endure you, you wrong mt^ Jtmirt 
yamf 
l9g0mhriBhyJlatejfemt«kyJkv»9ou9liU. 
4re women jor no use meant, but nvrt/y tMat'eaniMa* 



always sets me to sleep. 



To tease and torturt at he tm'//, and torturiJtuke 
tfiUf 
!>/ 4/pm Wdwt true, yotfd^het meant pursmj 

fiut that you don*i ttspittin, I ttlt you to aifom* 
i>, Jio, «^ •«, JW, Ham Mir C9ut4 bemr touumtto. 

Wl^fH tee ttP», j»ray, atoti/ me, tbvt to scold and flput 
fnef 
Such treatment yet wa« never TUard, I ne'er mv^t 
' ^ak, (good gracious!) 
Tm sure it's qutti vexatious i I never nop mvst tpeak 
a word. 
Ifo ; if you lotfd me true, 4^c 

Crcp. Why, isn't it enough to make one eross, to 
be kept dilly-dally so long after what's my right, 
I am sure, I wish I had never disputed about it 
ihonghitismyright 

Dor. Whatft yoowish te five op the ^g»nr, 49 
you? though Jiir. Endless assures yoa it yfvl be. 
[ settled next week. 

Crop. Ay, so he baa said ibia long 9m<epi|i|i I 
I haye had plagne enough about it 



HO SOMO, HO 8UPPIE. 



fb pkmgkmmi wm,to rap «M Mtw, «• «*« HrsM 
Ikawttrrtm. 



Mp wife, 'tis trme, lorn iMrdi «/w; my«K/^ 4it^ 

Whailhenf IMktrpnUe. 
For, somdinui moUk, md jow iW w ft ro«0*, 
y>lNnMl MifM(r iNU He* CM^^ te fktioyi ^im teM- 



iMf jtodb if MM* 
ifj* «M <A«Myf Mw- flMOM 'MOI rain 
IfAaf^fAMr 'Uiidkpreut, 



Dor. iCryingO Abt George, yon doB*t can aay- 
tlkiog ftDonft uml There*! fumer Trotnan't wlfecan 
liATe % silk eloek end % dimltj petileoet, end co 
dreMed like » Udy ; ay, tad keve * Joint of meet 
etery dey ; end Tm enre we kftTen*t % Jol&t alwve 
onoe s month, that we heten't t 

Crop. Well, wife, dont be uneeay t thingi hef* 
gone bedly of lete, to be nre; bet have % good 
heart: when I have gained my law-enlt, I*n life 
like a gentleman; Til never have any mall beer 
inmyboMe;rUdilnk nothing baft wine and ale ; 
and we wiU hftve roaat p«^ for dinner eveiy SaB> 
day. 

Dor. I dont like pork: I aay it ahaU be Iambi 

Crop. Bat I lay it shall be pork. 

Jhr. I hate »>rfc; Til hwre lamk 

Crop. Poik,iteIlyoQ. 

Dor. I lay lamb; yon don'tknowwhat'a good. 

Crop. Zomda! It ohaVt be lamb, I will have 
pork. 

EnUr J/>VJSJl 

Lou. For never eontendtngl Win yon never be 
at peace? 

Dor. Wl , ^ , 

With whatdoea noteoneem yoo ? Xenve yoor father 



, Wbat'B that to yon f Why do yon Interfere 
rhatdoea noteoneem you? Xeni 
and me to aetUe matters. 



ijotL lonlyapoke beeaoae Iwish'dyov to have 



Dor. Comfort, indeed! Why, when yon see 



on a yonng man, yon ooghtl 

CroD. Fie, fle, wife! yoo aren*t contented to have 
forced her to leave the honae, but yon mnat always 
be tormenting her. Ctome, Louiaa, I am going to 
your cottage, and will walk with yon; I shall be 
back presently. 

Lou. Alas! why shonld yon accuse me of loving 
Frederick, when yon know I refnsed him beoansel 
woold not add one to » poor family, who had not 
means to sopport themselves ? 

TBIO.— CROP, DOBOTHT, ««i LOUISA. 

/ thought ow gvarrtU ended, andset my hMrt at etue; 

*TU strmige ffou'te thus offended, you toko ddi^ to 

tease. 

Tet, yes, yoe take daight to leaso. 



Dear Hr, deem Ut9i 
I 






isef: 
i>br/W*rier« Isn/fTlNiL 

I, Mnei peaeii esy ^'^^ ^^^9 tsm^ ete yeii 
pUaeti 
rerytka^umyw^a^MAmtfo^gttm. 

lit esAi « fls edioayi en^vHop to Annie enr d|^^nes 



J^ pttri^ wiiptdte oeettreotnp, ens^Mw nsc ttotfnptetoos 

ga^9o,p$awaim$tHmiapten. 
rmvt3^d,dear9ir\^^9tms kmt§af,wlMemI4of 

Vv nsns 4 een esH^instii. 
M snow mw ypv oohkoo /^ rr^uwwSmw mm m yfWK. 



Dm A, 



UmlmemdCktpL 

(CWk) 
JWcrMBlXT. 

IFeOu. Bsn^ mlrtfeas. 
Dor. Ton beard what GwwifB Mid. RMfart 
IfeU^ Tee; I hMid hknaj havoiiur b«bi«k 
acain preaently. 
Dor. Itianotdaikyet? 
IfdOy. NoLillanotttearttlghtfit 
^ ^ inHyoakno«whatlBieaa»NeVyt 



SeUp, Teat Ton enact Mr. Sndleaa to aoeyin. 

Ddr. Tea; I hope Geoffe wont meet hhii, be> 
eanse as he don^ know of Mr. Xndlese^ eoniing^ 
he might be angry, The snpper will be In tioM, 
Nelly? 

Ife:ip. Tea, I diall takecaieto have thelif of 
lamb ready: and yon know than Is aniee eake that 
we baked yeaterdisy wlUdo after ■npper: bat what 
dkall we do for wine? 

Dor. Oh! Mr. Ibidleaa psomised to sand acme 
wine. He lea charming man, and talks so prsttl^! 
*• My sweet Dorothy !** ieealls me. IwishOeom 
woold learn mannera fh>m him ; bat Idedare he 
drives me about Ulce his sheep and osm, and I 
haven't the laat word not onoe tbie week. 

iggent 

8C£NB UL—The ouMk of Crop's Boute. 

Enter MAlUMBETTA, wUk Udleufs. 

AUL 

WUh lowly tuU andpiainitve ditty, 

I eatt the tender mind to pity; 
MiyJHendsetrtifone, my heart mtatiny, 

AndchaUng povertffe my tot. 
Frompaetinge remgen eddtntroailng, 

t wander that alone/brgoL 
BdUte my wooi, my want* dittreiting^ 
And Aeore newiard you wttk etHeering:. 

Seres teda of tone, and mmUkfarsaUn^ 

O/haUkofongkt, and eapUnes fatal; 
thejooioA Utra^ so boldly sading. 

Or cott upon sqme desert shore. 
Thohopeku bride his less bewdUingi, 

And /soring ne'er to see him more, 
Reiisoe my woes, det. 

My old IMher Utile thinks where t am s eeodl iTk 
all hie own fanit; for if be would have letmemar- 
rled Bobin, I should not have ran away: bathe 
wanted metomarry an old, stupid Hgore like him- 
self, only beoanse be was rich :. but what are richea 
when compared to love? I bated him, and 
wouldn't have had htm, tf his sUn had beenstolst 
with diamottdsi Besiden I knew it was on his ae 



no 80NCK KO SC9PX& 



12t» 



MnlllMkwHmltwM eonnnebeed agaliMtBoliliv 
wkWiBM«»blailMv«BM. IfIw«wfoa4orii^iMtf 
larigiitbftfelieeiirlohlQiigaeob ammn^tlntmMk 
» fTMt BMW offen? ay, and would mgaSa, fpr | 
toiABtfbodgrM BoMa; aaA to h*v6 Mm I'd ran 
MTnv from flftj fstboni I think no ono oaa know 
m» In tkto ditgniM; howwear, Til lay by my 1m1« 
ImI ■inging droMnow.aod seek 80010 honost ■er« 
-itooTtf&lMttrQf BoMn'oratom: trat my bukot ii 
«Bpl7,«idttiiiagbtimotok)okoatfor* nl^fa 
lod ^B» Hera'a * eottago— thara fortmurte<»ni 

(Knodti») 
JMr NXLLT, /WTowid flf DOBOTHT. 

lBia*-irBLLT, XABGABVITA, MMlDOBO- 
THY. 

ir%«r« |fo«r ftMfoCM, mMfVM, prof f 

Ifar. ^ Jirwvtr at |fMr>HMtfly 4poi*, 
/ flkfftcr .^wn M« iN^ iinplonr. 

//lor ftMJmdhm tUOeaid; 
mit Umif, romk owl lei yon hiotf. 

it tifyw^liNb • Bmr'f tfae; 
m mm^tftw^fki9^*d Urn U^tfrnt, 
A l 9§ 9mrjk»i» m bt09m>§ due. 

Amikm^aurhtrtCMfhtr^momt. 



abr. MfmMmgfMimomot 
AmkdnmUMI 

Dor. M!tiktomlktkmeKk§9iaagtnmr 
IwmtOwwhmthtwm^wviadkaHt 

HaBy. jro< Iwo i i Mto »«m » , 4K. 

■v. IRvteiM/ MiMl/0oA<Mtf <»/p«!r«<. 

Dor. 00. Mimupaekinff, ff^,henetf 

ntttj,JwottdtrMwomriaifude^t 

Atki*mimM$i9jktith§wmif, 

fJbutKdMtl^^tdJDiMikif, 
MmF. Now, M rto • woBW, hera to iomo inia- 
driiff^tool: two womoB left slona and rafnaatlio 
SSnM?oC a thM. only for ttHdM of botnc kft 
«tearoh.impoaiaMal FBindttoirtlMforal a 
IVhooonaikont Bomo man: rn ttn aaido,aiid 
laalfttiOTan aa mwharitaWo to ooat and waist- 

iMir IHOMAJI, ««» « MM. 

An (jnwcfti.) IfoLHdIr.lCn-Hallyl 

JMwtlELLT. 

jUto WiO, TbomM, wkftt do yon wantf 
ii^lfy maatar baa aant tha wine, and— ^ 
JMhk Hodii apaakaottly.Thomaa. 
SSrilb maUnvfflboban himarif vnaant^. 
]n%%!Ti?wdli wnlk Inland aaawteCwo 



fonrbottlafl of winal waU aaid, Ux. Steward; vary 
pretty provialonab indeed! Tbo cake in tbe oloaet 
Is for after nipper, t soppose; the boiled lamb ia 
the gentleman'! choice, I Imagine. Ob! Xr. Tbo- 
maa aenma ooming oat: I'll atep aaida again* for 
ni aeo the end on% Fm detennined. TThomat 
comm Jtvm the Aoaie, mid txit.} Bgftdl Tbomaa 
■aid tme enongh, for nere hia master cornea, I 
beliere. I abui aee moia 

JSiOtr SSDUBSa. 

End, Egad! tUa w»a awMtly oontilTed: white 
thia lawHniit of mine turns my simple ftirmer out 
of hia hoaaa, I torn in: a good torn, tMth! ha! 
one good tw* daeervea another. 

Mar. {A»id€j Sira, I ahonid know thatfkMM and 






Snd. This dresa, I thtak, eannot fail of attraeting 
DoroOMft'i heart: bottho beat of tbe joke is, she 
fanelea I am in lore with her! Ha, ha, hal A 
monttrons good Joke, fiatth ! Ha, bi^ ha I I donbt 
where I shine most, in Qarrrlng on a sham aotlon 
or a coonterfeit passion. 1 am Marti ^nam Mer^ 
cutia. 

Mar. (JjtfifaL) Aal UTe,it is that wtdked rogue, 
Endlesa, who commenced an action against Bobin, 
took from him all ha had, and drove him to sea. 

JM. U 1 oan bat oompasa mj suit, and prcTail 
on her to conaenttomy wbhea; for ahe has alwaya 
rpfnaed me hitherto. 

Mar. (Astde.) I most plague bhn a little— but, 
bold! I had best decamp; for if he sbooldknow 
me, h<ll certainly carry me back to my father, and 
have me married :— I'll not Tentore that 

IBxUt ringing, 

End. Thia is nnlncky ; Ibis girl is watching me. 
I daren't go into tbe cottage; TU torn baek again 
tm she is oat of sight, that I wHL 

lExU. 

flOENB n^^Tkt iatUh ^ OropU B«U€. 
Xmter OBOP, >WImmI fty DOBOTHT. 
Dor. So^George^yooamoomebaAt uriierahaTe 
a: and h«utily 
(mudoton.) 



yoa bee n 
Crop. "Why, aboot my 
redlam. 



Ihr. Wen, bat where bete yoa been? 

<»f0p. Go and abat tbe door, which I peneiTe 
Tto left open, and rn tan yoa. 

Jhr. NotI,taidead$ Igosfaatlhedoor! No^go 
and a hat the door yoonalf ; why did yoaleKve it 

Crw, BeeanaemyhandawerafaU. 

Ihr. Bo yoa want te give nse the tMoUe to ahat 
the door, beoaaseyoor hands were fan? Indeed,! 
sballnot 

(mudemj 

iJrtp. How, wiffa, go ahnt the door, and don*t be 



Dor. I obaHaale! open my wcrdl 

deed! t don't ebooae to ahotit^ sir. 

Orop. Why, than, let it stand open. 

^0r. With an my hearty BO it mar. 

{fttpL How, why eaa*t yon go and shot It t 

3m Idon^cbooetLandaeie'Banendon^t 

Or^^^OomnjVlk meke a baigain wltti yen, wif e ; 

hoMvr meanthef 

^or. Agreed. 



t wwd, shaU ahnt the door. 



iSfO 



M mm<h 90 «0f PI 



I 



VaVtmOBOV mi DQBOIBT. 



Crop, t thM ra veiUunto $urm(st, 

iumi ^*tt »pm thtflto. 

Dor. ]WIMMk,ii*<iMiM,Mii'r» 

Crop. iig^itfo»*$'m 

Dor. Jkpend upotU^ 

Both. ToteUktmikevdi^ 

Crop. (XMfOMifOfrfwi^etiiSpAif 
Dor< l'«iL irA««ifta/2i0« ^filter 

iMi. (ITfXkaldJ' Xo'lml Ke«8m^|L whal 
i|^4oorop9QAt|UitImeofo!ght? <^to*it^ Bi, 
Ibrotber Ctq;^ rm n WrenV gla4 to 909 yon. Tti i 
a few frlenda, lutra by, wfio came to beg a ntght'i 1 

^^_.. M ^t our Wygi I A9>Te promised th^i i 

35011 d^Lr? Wliy.^a^ yffl*PP.w.maT I neVer 

Prar, bow kmg ^aa jpoor brotber Gr . 

I th« 4o«tor'a Ifitt?^ ViS^ a dumb wife, too. ^ i 

vi«li y(ff^ |oy, bt«tQifr Crojp. Wbicb ^uari^ ii^ th ) 

windnov} .1 - _^ 

irnfer FBEDEBICK. 



took jjw tor ono )$at wougL J» dnmb ^ 1 1>le^ L 
(n dislresa. maTtbe devUTtjie x^^itety S> 
Oor.) Prtkj, bow kmg ^jpoor brotber Gro^) befe; t 



^ir#* .(?<>. Qrm W^^'» yov ^n«Wer; 
Aoniyoi * 



fy^dLJW^hy don i you speat. Crop' 



Rob, There*a an embargo laid on vorda, and jdfi 
■ee Ibe port ia sbnt 

Fttd.A3unrirmei^l*»§. VhnttfB.l^onHBt^f . 

Rob. Speak to bim in soma foreign lingo, Maattt 
Fred£fl6fc; ffdvtiaaeMia la.bMxfgrKOttffx tbe nde 
of bis own tongue. (To Dor.) Do yon uwaya di^ 



this is some new qaikrceL 



Fred. 1 suppose tbis is some new qaikrcel. , 

Rdb. Mo; hmaak hem obi o»e^i^ they'vv falfi 
no words of late. 
iViMC I'll seek an answer elsewbere. 1. 1^^ . 

.JBi4^ BB>ir 4b0 dBTil sbatt I gat an miurw r 
Wbat's tbe matter. ,^itb. foti boitb.? I niA^. 1 ^ 
van Mk/toJkM. Ck)igpii*8 ]im4 on^or ou boi r. 
«yrit VWrnnMakt («^ 4toi4i ^ .M), 
D-e, a good ducking at tbe yard-arm, am i« 
round dozen, wwd* j^|tfnruiMrtHgJarH» W^ayT^ ' 

mlMrt' . :o, ... ,.; ** 

Ztor. Ajt tbatit would. Obj dear, 1 tqggfiL^ , 
eMUA, bal Now, Dorotby, go ancTshui tie 

49b#j •.■ .- ., . . [jfif^ziS-. 

Rob. Sbnt tb e <loor ! T 

Ao£ W^h i^U'Sacb?!^ 
^le door. hsAjBlkt WnV^Oi 
iaoDen, iet«8kifow,|fi]rott, 






Mi«omtt^baaiiri^|u.. 




OttM»|dT||J 




• Crtjp. Wfterewb^f 

IV0% Iiouisa. 

Ovp. Athors 
'JOjfaetimd ; aoa I asbire s 
nevar ba^ * smile upon 1 
left b«r; tberefor^ make iOM of jmm 
;Bpeeeheato ber, or yoo*lI bMalr b»r tiem. . 
beart I Bobin, 1 eao^ teS you how* gMd I uft « 
you. 

R4A>. No more you could just now : yontfajr vta 
io great, it semed to be past speaking. 

/Wd Wbat bave I beard? Is tt poSaible my 



dda 



to Yiait ber 



faltr CBO^, BO6IN, "^^TlllKiL 4md WBXr 

DERIOK. Burin9 mt' FkMitt: UtMtk ^ 

DOBOTHT, oiKf NH^T 

FOTAIA 



Crop. 

Bob. 
Crop. 

Bob. 
Fred. 
Crop 
Harg. 



Aon 



Bow <^^ fKtu Pmjbri^ frvSA; 
loteritAis us^U^tatlfiuS^^ 

Mouffh Imi^ ttnitire^omt if fi$ mm* 
flttjUnJtonwru&^ihtsiiit' 



Andi 
Same kvidly iU 
I>irtctmofiiiknm.mik. 



W€'upui^9mtmmm 



Bob 
WllL 
Free* 




AtwMmt 

MaMvmtmm 

JSHkr W"i T iTA. M tm' fttfftri 




^JKqw Qfimi's dHpat guiph appeqrsQ 



Jj^ ofi^'s deepest gu^h app^s % 
file curlftigi^ifr^/isjifam, find aofon toe gp. 



ijO ,^0^, v»0 (^^^ 



W 



JfSkfr^AiOMf aad.tfiaAorfi m{t^ Umhit enrage ,serne.(o 

tofiet.' 
With a heart as fresh as a rising breexe^ ofM^* 
4Mfii^ffi0ng novght^ 4t<u ' 

Enter On02 and BOSW, < 

tfrop. And Is ^onr heart stin on 5ME&rtfarettaf 

Roif. Ay. as true apttie wiiidl^rows; and.tr Hjiir-^ 

Et&retta*B aobathmd as ste^^y afimfne, I don*'t fi^r 

■ ■ • alltoJt)ear.— (ro>8<^Z.; HbwgoesItlalWf ■ 

>erttiliy, ^bin. TB¥ tide hari thftttai 

my keg xnisJlybd left on the Wach; B^e^ br^raer 
'Cn^. The&t I rxtast go to Grisrs l^ tn^Belf. 

.B/ifer llIA'ECfAIlEftA. • 

2farg. "What will become of me ? I «» qalte* be- 
MtmgL Jihaiimied.tt»la«awr.a toe.^^ee^Mtfil 
■i *i my JMwwfoitoir ilia own«elL«niM iicutttMR %ft)»9 
likes, 80 hto^aniapoU miiia 
•' : ■ .... ^jj^ 

il Aw ia n i f nga* emosagkjor^ms^ 
No maUer.mtifyy ldHn«, •rtfZdf 

: ? S^tOtldsiittffSMetefutt ^jmki, 
Jfo, Robin, no I you need not fear J 
:t9uneeer'VSreindan(ferMeek . 

Eh! snre, I heard a ^i^^faig.anapn^ the btishes. 
As I.Uva. her.e>.a,mMi5oftniwrtWs wa^. Oh, Wli 
XamtrighfeiEponVdfiay.raB- Therdare somanv, 
• [»jf8^.J^4i,A^^f8^. TO Sn(jw wbi(^ takes^r^ 

CVop. Egadl Ufis .iv«B I faupenad to «eftt/p|ti^ 
my neif^bour Trottnim^ aril tfiaaOdiiiaTp 'M4 & 

i&iatlfcdMtt/MotMlo*! W«ttjft«<t^MMU>MWKir 
be seen nor prevented; *«(V;«Mw^)Miiwds^tt«|^ 
Mftf Jfargaretta.) Who goes there ? 
JM*.^ A>^Miv«iflf llr,' wtaa^1ksQtll*^>igM•'lpdg•| 

nffep- .TOere dSyop.wWtp go to, miifi^^ 

,MkV''t<> tbe ne:pt village, sh-. 

'Crop: I on are out of the way, Indeed. Howew, 
.Aome.v^b .p?e,Jiod I'U provjfie yon Wit^ a n^*fl 

mS^'. Iiud! rir, rhbpe yon don't intend mo any 

harm? ' ' 

*• XfiMp;^ot I^-my girL DoaKKiiSML»t»4ir aotl^ge, 

where the smekeilAafl thtovgivihe treos? lam tlya 
mmikt et It ranAJilttiisiitd doors 'tvore never vhut 

to charity. "* • 

JTor^.^ A0«i3nm^ omer ^ that oottage ? 
• 'aOI«ii^£j>9Bi. ^vtteMkdaA ,hi90MmhMSBthj^SfiLtb%% 

will use yon kindly, who Is melancholy .a n wp h , 

poor sonl! IstaKMiyi atJifeti^iolt Jtew. ■ 

^>^^lM7»"Mi«^C^ery aMl«&&df,UiidMat WeVk 

«ome off«BtVBnMu» B»Mf <oqtl'oiaiH ir q »;uMMt I 



ssm^t^ 



could find.in,pi^ |i(»|riiado.jcoita,p{^Qf service^ 
honest farmer*. ' ~ 

Crop, Come, ^|iir4rt»l» 4oia*ttbO «&p%i4iJ91t<^0 
care of you. . 

J/or^r. fl^TSQ blciaB JFOQ .fAT y$fqr kindness I 
;l think I shall ^faanrevit Mi^Wi9^imF\^ reward you« 
j or I am very fpiMhinialiMWii. > • iExeunt, 

SOmi]^Ji;L^Jns^.^^JJljeborah\ fattage, 
Ail«iJiQUJi^iMi,fifiBQ&AH. 
Deb. I{p^,B 

Xot*. Forget 1 

Deb. We)!, bat consider it was not any ill-usage 
Qt ^oursthatmiide Iklrii towptftbe lOaoQ; '«waa«]l 
li3i^^wntlidtti|f.'' " ' "** 

Lou. That consideration oonsolessio; had it been 
othdf#l6e, I cl^ neY«r baveforgiven tt^^slf . {A 
harpisbeai^.y^^hB,V*tiluit? ^HvsloiattlHs hour I 

i>fft;.^o, laok-a-day; it's only old Jones, the 
Welsh fortune-teller. 

Lou. Ky^Mr Tihtaame^dT.'M Jtkat^mio in ; I 

.M.,Mmvk}xsfi |p£e oift>o.iir fortune ^o;t^JI,It. 
'ifU' Pray, fetch hjmin,and have your fortane 

Deb. My fqrtune, indeed! Nb,>Bo:'Ikiiow«iay 
f ortunoHr^lFenbagh $ iihymv^r/VltactmBaMeaAhim 
te^yoft. ■ : ' •» • - *r -• i^rtj. 

Z<)tf. It will, at least, mru^io4t9eai*tm^ ' . 

'^ffr.F^i^lB^QJ^itkP black^govnja^beard. 

say to m^y.^ 
though ySurfacemaymencTyour f 

*^*^^%afwi!iSa^^ 

Am-^SEDSBfOS. 

, ^, %< ?<^*P^t W power M> dusrm ; 
^■WiHnkled dgecoH do lioTUtm. ^ ! 

I hftfediadbivered tli^nift&yaiiagMaav^Qr^daiw 
y6u,'-(«iid utaom •yow auage ^onoA to qaitvhis 
eonntry.' 

£o»:'Nay,yo«^wx«ig,' Ididaafoieoldm. . 

Fred. Be assured, it was on your account fie 
mednt td'eiont tlia seas; batft.iaLWJttv«Qarfto em- 
barked, whan aalonn overto<Kkibittu«he4iiickt 
was 4ark, ibe waves were Ugh, ihe.vosa^UtKmlc 
ysptsp. a roek— {Louisa eeteatiu mndifiUmtti) ^ 
Loe^Bit! look Qp^iyourFrederitffclivos. 

Lou. Good heavens! JMenek,' wteft jbmbs 
this disguise? ./;■.' 
'mf-'i-m^ 9ftnl«Il yon uom ]^ii*rmydeap 
Louisa,! am now ' in possession^f m MWior- 
tft^', l,un^,iaal ^ir to the esttitb in the^S^U 
. ^ • * jfc0et^JK>U>ijg " 



Lou. What have 
ihough your face may men 




ajouyl 



Low. Ah, J'rederidk, you are too 
Fred. No, Louisa; thank hoay<»il 70 




in 



UTt 



HO 80110, HO HUtfWtL 



DUBT.-ntlDBBIOK mi LOUIGUL 



tte 



thotUt wttf 



IwmUmilfltlk$$»omer$. 
Lt9$b9tk9pomtbt$towkig 

iff MM nMolb 9r«KA(< riM' 
rplf. 

loo. ma/ondhf. 

In troMportt, 
roU; 

SOBlfB rr.^A HtMi i» Orop*» houit, 
SNDLESS mitf DOItOTHT dfieofffretf «< a MMe tatf 

for supper. At the back, an mverol todtt, whkh 

emptor to kefiau 

Dcr. Indeed, Mr. BodleM, I wouldn't do nwli « 
thfaw for «ho world. 

^fldL (iliMik) I b»to MRled on thfai ootion too 
preotpttatehr. Bat, my dear Dorothy, lot oi leo- 
■onoboaftttli aflferfr tofolhor. 

(Jttaa) 

2>or. iBim.) Bat wbtt BlgnlAos oor reMonIng 
aboat a iStL\ng wideh 1 know to be wc<mg. 

End. I say, what signUles onr knowfcig a thlsff 
to be wronc, when nobody elae knows nothing 
abopt the matter. 

Ihr, Ay, bat ia there no toefa thing aa ooo- 
■cieneef 

Knd. Bat conadenee eanl be mmimoned into 
ooart I never heard of a man*e eonaeienoe being 
aabpoBnaed on a trial ; if that were the eaae^ there 
woaldbean end tgiwrpwfeirtoo atonee; oh, it 
would be all dioky with na 

KitUr NELLT, «0tXA o boUed UgitflaaA,emdeMiL 

End, BaX, aa Nelly eeems to have been eo Iraey 
f or ni, let 01 sit dowiv and finish the eabjeot after 



Lor. I n eed n *taek you to make tkoe^ X nope, aa 
aUyon eee on the toUe is yoor own. 

End. I>on*t mortuy me, my sweet Dorothy, by 
ealUng it mhne, yoa know it is all |W«n, ieuUU^ at 
least, tf yoor haiband's money OSD make It aa ' 

Dor. Oh, dear, von am 'so obUgingi I ftor« wo 
ahall nerer have it In oor power to retom yoor 
kindness, at least, tm eeorgohaa gained hte law- 
salt 

iTadL iAjride.) TUtaka osrenotto watttai then. 
f>on*t mention any reward to ma. I am snllldeatty 
repaid in thehapplness of-^(IUMi toki$*her hemd, « 
fowl AneaMa^ ett ike deer.} Who the devil's that? 
Do yoa expeot anybody here tonight? Oh, lord! 
the supper will be spoOad. 

Enter NSLLT. 

Dor. Bon, Nelly, see who*8'at the door; If U bo 
.Qoorge, rm nndone. 

' iExU iraitt of^d retmrm Humediia^, 

Jn^ Oh, dear! it Is my master, as I hope to bo 

JTMLThedevUitis! 

Dor. Oh^doarl wh»tw»«h«n doiHtbXr. SdO* 
tosaf 



An! Ay,tbaNirmba«a«idorMr L 

OrepJiyhikotd.) Why, wttsi Dorothri 
JMlZovnds! pntmeanywhersu Hisvoyoano 
o l oaet,or snng eomer, 1 eaa eroep Into? 
Der. No; bat here I ha;fo it— snap tela fUa 



fiML Asacikt 

jDer. Tea. rUgetmylmsbsad tobedprasently, 
ad than ni 0oma end let yon ooi 

Eitd. Crsapfaito asaokl thathli^'s impoaslhlf 
Vy BMW salt win be totally spoiled. 

Dor. No, no; it has only had floor In 1^ and that 
wiU eaaily bmsh oft 

End. UUidt.) D-v hot X wish I eoald broA 
off! 

Der. Gome, Hdly, help no to put it over 

Mud. Wen, don't yon let the eat oot of the 

<^(ir«lo«l.>Why,Nelly,Dorothyl why4oa*t 
yoa open the door t 

fDorolkp eMdNHhput asaek ooerEmBeet, 
emd plmee Aim osieMf Ike Mker eeteke. 

WeUff naieesf Cae Imms^ WMtexet. 

Elder OEOP, MABOAIKIT A, emd NSLLT. 

Orm. Why, wtfa, one wonld hava fhoMh^ by 
yonrlsspingns atthodooraolo«g,yonlni baatt 
isatai' 



aslemi What were yoo ^. 
Dor UMb.) I am sure, wo 

^^Orop. PoorGhPlst Isdead^whiA 



ecr 



lekto-nitfitt and, on my way, I meithia yovng 
Oman, who haa lost her read; yon asnst give her 



a night's lodging, and a bit oC sapper 

Mmr§. Uride.) Where the dense havw *«y hid 
this rogidsh lawyart I know he'a hers, bj their 
oonfast oii 

Dor. Why, Qeorga, as X didn't sopaet yon horns 
to-night, t hava get nothing for aopper a* all. 

Jfory. {Aiide, tmi/edbep the «ac£) Oh! yon are 
there, areyoo, Mr. lAwyer ? 

Crop. Hang It! X*m sorry there's aoChing for 
sapper, for I espeetBobln here p re se ntly . 
^ lie^ (Aeide.} Wha* do Xhaart BoUn aspaeted 

to seetf 



(JML 



. Crop, He's only gone to (ha 

Sfliytungwaaflangopl^thatidek ' 
M. <ir(Iike«cTHalkaaiiol 
€frep. Vgadt nertf ho ia IH go^ aad 

soma of oor ehoekea; Xdsieaay M^ 

niwaya haa o good appeHta. 

IMir BOBIN,«»ia« 10108 lip nmhr Ml 4«m 

Rob. Hoa8% my boys! Hdbln's his own man 
agabi. WKh these firotts of honest hklaatry, win I 
moor for nie: and when I hear the wind rsMH m 
heave a si|^ for att brother tsrs. 

Jforgr. (AeideA I hope he hasn't for g ot Un poor 
Macgaiotta. flehasnHsaidawoidorB^ayift 
Ailcr OBOP, wiA ocfteaia 

OHp. To tUnk X shomd have nothiiv fbr 
bateheese. Ai^tagnoofthiefflhMkl 

Xeb. X'ffl so happy, X ooold daMoa 
the head of a ooppar nsfl. 

Crop. What tawksa yenao mtofy, B^ 

HodL Why, OoosfSb X hsvo mam 

Crop, Wha^bifhMhM,XmDBOMt 
ApT Ay, the flnett InlB imAdrMwa fms a 
parts of thogloba TwdutttMliltaQ. 



VO SOlia NO SUFPKB. 



ItTt 



Ov|i With an mf tetfi €Ht9 in • gl$m, 
HdH-. ... 

iloft. ▲ gUMi^iadaedt Ltfid lore yonrlablierly 
lit«d ! Gire me s haiomer. 

(Oxg> ^iMt « hammm'; BtUn wikoopi VU 



Amptongh'd the romintg na ; 
FarvO^f kerfoa skoukl Bngland drtad, 
, WMstaUh$rMntarefiruf, 

JVoim /VioMe lo ^fiSpoJn/ «artt My- 5rMdL 

IthougUUAiir.afuet 
JkmdifatkoihaduemmifhML 

mif, Mere ««»«• Md<if fM. 

A ■M rf i cftK mmtfat frUfan^ tan, 
iJlMr^fiif eoiine |0 itad; 

'ISSfymHfuMmt wind, 

AmdimltmmtiffUittrthopf 
WttflV^Cf* lit M&nMtftcotH COOli §9 totuif 

fItrgMm ma Ikt world mrmmi, 

AmA dare tk$ Um m at * ragtf 
Ftr wkm ih$ apctnummet at§faimd% 

7^ itfrff iUattuoM, 
*nrtxtJttnmdCkHdtmmti 

A d^*rmc$ hero wgjktd; 
fktJmno iMrtMng Aofto 9^ 

An not tiMM Che beel oordielif Theie are the 
trae goMen drops, eztrmoted from the SpaniBh 
mtaifle; and I hope; from my Mid, fhey will not he 
ttM laatwe ahaU draw from the aame quarter. 

Mm9> (Atide,) innafMid, now he's aJrioh, heU 
nanralady. 

and, as the keg to open, hefe,.t^e a handful, and 



you may want ew foineas ; 
»en, here, t^e a handful, and 
when yo«*Te loeoiferBd your kw-exlt; pay me. And 
now with the real— 

dr^kAy, Btitito, wtet wffi yott 4b with the 
reetf 

AlkOBnTl»to]iam(ella;and ifahebtfaHU 
in the mhid, FB marry Ber dlywtly, ai)d ttra h^py. 
aUihareetormyllfe. 

Mmrg. (4j«Abi My eharmhig Bohln 1 

JM. If I oonkr bat see hernow^ 

Mmr9, (Onnt^ f&ngardj Ay, If yon did, I fear. 
yoa*d change yoor not& 

iioft. ManMuretta I (fimi and Utm htr.) 

Miarg. I Uttto thoof^t of meeting you her^ 
BoUn. 

JKoft. And how eame yon here? I foigot to ask 
that 

Marff. Oh, that's too long a story to tell yon 
now. 

itob. Wen, then, let*s hear it another tfane. Oh, 



dearMaTgarattol Isay, that— I say— yon— that^ 
fAl—{Kiise» hor efiroin.)— I'ome, let's now to 
anpper, and he merry. But where to the snnwrf 
"Wnat have yon got In the house, brother? 



oh, Lordl-HXtotf 



Oron, ^^^Tt 1 never knew anything to 
udueKy I we hare got nothtaig in the hooie, and 
X am as hungry as a Uon myselL 

Dcr, Why, what a fuss yon make about anpper. 
We are not aU so rioh as Mr. Bobin. 

Crop. But what uae an rlohca now? Woean't 
eManddilBkgold. 



Rob, Bgadl if yon can, you shall hate ii 

Crop, 'Falfh, BoMn, I ean give yon notUng but 
brsad and cheese. 

Jlo». Weil, bread and cheese and kisses, eh, 
Maigaretta ? Sit down, my girl. 

iforv. Presently. B^bin. {Arido.) Now tot me see 
if I can't Ihmlsh the table better. IsmeUthetomb 
yet. (BMHtmiCropoU.) 

JBofr. Gome, Madge^ give tHe toi 
of the aoon yon need to sing, if yon hayen*t for- 
pt them. YOU don't know w4»t a good pipe she 

Marg, TU sing yon one that i have heard thto 
morning, which to quite new. 

Bob, AjT, tot's hear it. 

Mara, The person who learnt it me said fC should 
nererbe-snng before a poor meal: but you shall 
Judge if he was right 

Crop, Well, begin, my girL 

AnL-.MABGABSTTA. 
Ajcrou Vu domu ihitinomiag. 

Am Mimes I eftoae'tf to go, 

A tka>kerdledki$Jloek abroad, 

AttwkUe at driven mow ; 

Btdonewat nMttke skepkenfe emt, 

A lamb $0 sleeky soptumpt so fair ; 

Its wondrous beatuies, in a word. 

To let tfom fairl§ inow, 
*!hoas such as NOijf ftrom the fife 
Took off not kmg 090, 

Crop, Hold, hold; mygfarl; if I heaid yon right, 
Ithink yon said, ^'as Melly took off theflrenot 
long ago." 
' Marg. Tto part of my aong, sir. 

JZo6. Ay. tto part of her song; 

Crop, Well, but to it a Jdke. or earnest f SEate 
yon any lamb In thohoaae, Neilyt 

Rob, Oome, Nelly, let's oyerhaul your lockers. 

Crop. Come, oome, wife; I see howfbtoto; you 
hadamind to surpriae me agreeably. 

Dor, Why, that was the case, indeed, George. I 
knew yon were veijftfnd'or Iamb; so, as It was 
only a small Joint, I meant to giTC it you wheh yon 
was alone. 

Crop. I thooi^ sa Bat bring It hera,^ MMly: I 
am one that don't like to see my guesta fare worse 
than myself. 

Bob, Omne, bear a hand. NeH. fijtrstdi tfongthe 
tombha]liardB,aadaknifeortwo. ilfOggoteo^ 
emdrtherwwifh M« lomfr, ^.y Bgad ! M^MSge, it una 
Incky you happened to fall in with the sheep^ 

Crop, Ay, so it was. Come, let* s hear tbe rest of 
the song. {Margaretta sings,) 

TMskmtbsobUtheas Midsummer, 

HisfroHc gambols plag*d; 
Andnow of all thejhek a herd, 

The prettg wanton itrag'd, 
A wo^that waieh*d with greedy egee, 
Bush'd forth, and seis'd ihe tender priwe ; 
The shepherd saw, and rais'dasUme, 

So round, so large, I vow, 
*Tksae Wte the eaie thai NMg krid 

Upon the ehe^Juei now. 

Crop. Stop, my dear Didn't you say, **VfkB the 
cake Nettj laid on the shelf just nowf* Why, 
Nelly, to there a cake in the house t 

Bob. Ay, that there is. 

Cr^. dome, bring itont, KelL (BeUpgom otd. 



m 

iltfk WhAl, itOl Ui« Mine mftdoftp «»«TAr,^Ui^ 
furettof 

Crop. By alfmeana ; and if toe la 

best song I ever bnfo. 

Crop. I jCJrfVUjliMd J a lof« MWi- 
^06. Egad! brother Crop: **i|i9JPIIi 



HO SOKO, KO flUPPfS. 

Iial1> ^-ttttlaw, or yos nuy ehaiMS to brinir dowft 



be, jHr AiiWb, the 



' m^*^^Utt HFf ^Wb'" 



So mad the Imm/tr $earc£ eouUitt 
TMafs hid M>0iiftr mek. '^' 

Crop, AlM^firUd idA^MOkl >Z«imdaI what is 
all this? 

Rob. (Ooti to ifyt AK^f ) (Ml, itiipMalbl^ t Ihete ars 
full of corn^^« a, ^^c^^^^^l^J^ fere's one 

itani.) 
fine field 
offtn , , 
InspectioD. 

CV^. Endless! Ob.tUedeVU! 

,«M. ikWMdftve. if f^darfllf npijikry^jne 
4fc.i»9(MqUaMiB In ooi}|t» iM Xtwasisat lfNi|uUli JHQr 
overt act 

Crop. But you vomi found (p ,4k Y«u«ipoAH7 «ie, 
though. 



lese \t$^3im4HM»^Mm^iMimil^ 



^^^.^tef»r^*** 



tMtinM^J«ni«KIIVMM» 



HfwdTI beg'you wouldn't mention It 
y don't 



rmt Ib€ " 
^fidL Don't mention it: 




^&^.f^^' 



jrOT^4«i!l|3wSk End. 

^ory. lahooIdJiil^Mlf 

' AtAwt'it *M,n WM *tt«i- «An» I 



I didn t tell xOQtuiM JPW 
liatentohislH W fi ft i^^ 
himiel^ yrt^ep^fi^JlIPe 



r your kindness, if 

I ever refused to 

'^^Sphe said 

erheard 



Rob. Qoi%i»,mibatOrdp, 




y^^^iMto 




night 

the gentle gales ^ 

the husband witUttl 



il«^ 



ZMauil^^!m%t»tim^jakf<mee, 




uW J^, 



}fhtit mflTf brtli rin'j rjurti 
And tpiir}:\inff tjfoSS^Jlfiitt.tiHmhi { 



tfrnnf 



\i 



THE COURIEE OF LYONS. 

A DRAMA, IN THREE ACTS.— BY EDWARD STIRLING. 




i)tf&.«"BlLENClS, AS TOU VALUE TOUE LIFE !"^Jcf iii, 5CCTt« 1. 



^rsoTis ^eptesenteb* 



FounriBP. 

JtBOMS LiSUKQUBS. 

Joseph Lbiuxqubs. 
DuBosa 
HsHBi Dmm. 



BaO JOLIQUBI^ 



OHOrPAED. 
COUBBIOL. 

Jbahne or Alsaob. 

JUUE LsSUBQUia 



OuBBVAir. 

DUICONT. 

MOEEXBUE DaCEENTOV. 

TboB, 1796.— The BipcBLia 

first ptrfonnsd at the Mujtobooo Theatre, Xiondoii, 1852. 

W of this ^ • • * ^ - . - . 

most hs Boads ralatlTa to 

ACT I. 
SCENE L— il Jtcom in m Cq/H, iStM du Bac 

CHOPPABD ind rdt^INABD discovered at table, 
tfaforaur VhistHng, 4 waiter in attendance. 

WaL Wont yoa take some refreshments, dti- 
sens, before friends arriyef 
Chop, Couldn't think of snoh a thing. 
fou. By no means. (Aside.) Pockets to let. 

® (Shout them empty.) 

Ko. 89.— The Beitish Dbam4. 



Postmasteb. 
Qfficebs. 
Fauc Sebvakts 
Travelleb. 
Qaoleb. 



(Licensed.) 



[The copgrright of this drama is ezelosttelj the property of the aaihor, to whom all commnnieations 
— .. w J- „,-^„ ., iirhefaig performed.] 

Wai. A nice shabby lot [Exit. 

Chop- This is rather too bad; wasting our valu- 
able time for nothing. 

Fou, It's a sell 1 Ooarriors a humbug. 

Cfiop. He talked of doing snoh wooders for ub— 
get tts a situation under Government : ha I ch, 
yes I what a get He wanted to put me up to a 
new wrinkle in the horse chaunting line, too. 

Fou. Are yonsnre this is the place we were to 
meet him ? 

Chop. Quite. Here is the letter, written wit|i a 



THE OOUBUB of LTON& 



■kewer, dipped In hM^ 
want yon and Fooinardl 



^ (AmAl) «IilaU 

ito ibMA nn, Ifft 17, Pot tn 
Bac, on the 8th FloriaL 1 have lomethlng of im- 
portance to wmmuakmd. Ywm, Coviuob I will 
explain alL** 
JP'ou. Catch him explaining alL Oh I 

(WMtt.) 

Chop. This is the Sth^ and now striking tweWe. 
Upon my life, this is too bad, keeping two gentle- 
men daoolng attendance here^ Wliatishe? Why, 
if he's been to college, I don*t see that he*e better 
than ns. 

Fou. Not a damp. He certainly dresses a tride 
more flashy. I shan't be at his beck eod call; Tm 

EnUr COUBBIOL eund Wmtr. 

Chop. Here he is; we may as well stop now. 

Con. Good day, my fri.nds. A thoosaad apolo- 
gies for detaining you thus. 

Chop, Only two hours with . ^ . 

Cou. I was compelled to make ft'drenshendibna^ 
to aToid some yery pressing friends bsllWTa. 

Chop I uoderstand. 

Cot^ Waiter! these gentlemea wOl take break- 
fast with me. 

Chnp. Breakfast for three -wahs It fortre. I can 
eat for a obeen. ^ 

Com. Look over the bill of farr, Fonfaaard. {To 
thoppard.) Havo yoa conaiAered By letter f 

Chop. A little. 

Cou. What do yon think of the tasineas? 

Chop. Cunt say, Ifll yoa tell tL 

Ctiu. I don't know it myself 

Cop. yNhy the devU did yo« hrh^ «■ kave^ 
then? 

Cou. Gently, my respected friend; I am ttot 
exactly «ha principal ia tfiis a&Ar. Isaiwailteg 
to meet a gentlemaii. 

Chop. Of the rlc^t sort, eh ? 

Cou. I don't know Mm by sight 

Chop. A pretty fool's errand. {Fmtinard tends ^ 
waiter off.) How the devil are we to know him, 
then? 

Cou. Precisely at two o'clock to-day a gentle- 
man will enter this room, sit at this table, call for 
a iar^e glass of brandy, and drink the whole at a 
draught. That's how yoa may know him. 

Cliop. He won't come here to-day. 

Fou. Wliynoi? 

Chop. The fact is he lives np a tree, and his 
nedleal advisers think it hardly safe for him to 
Teuture down yet 

fou. Yoa doa*t mean Dobosc ? 

Cou. That's the name. You know him ? 

Fou. A trifle! 'Twas he that led such a nice 
life at Bordeaux. 

CAr'p. Now I'm satisfied. I've every confidence 
in Dubosc ; he's a credit to the profession. 

Rnltr Waiter^ tei$h 6rMM»f>^ 

Wai. Breakfast is ready, gentlemen. 
Chop. So am I. X oottU eat a donkey staffed with 
tenpennjr nails. 

- {They tit at tabU. (!hoppard eaU voraciouilif.) 

Enter L&JIBEBT and GUKiWAN. 

Lam. Will this do, Gaeman? 

^ ^ ( Waiter talis with them.) 

Com. Gtteman? (Turns round.) Ahl 



Chop. leHavpOferf 

Cok i»fiki$igSlabUO BxtfMrdinary coinci- 
denoel 
Cko§. QoTomoi; do you want me to swallow the 

•pOMf (SMfOMl COtffJWj 

Cou. It mast be them. 

Chop. What, th<« police? 

Cou. College friends of mine. 

Qui. A bottie of claret and soma oysters, 
waiter. 

Chop. Oysters 1 €k>aldn*k I take in the natives 
now? 

Cou. I mast not be seen with yon. 

Chop. We'U teiah yow breakfast 

Out. ifiaUt) Lambert, look there. 

iBoiM* to Courrvoi) 

Lam. Can I believe my eyee ? 

'dm. They recognise Uie. 

Chop. I'm glad they donH re-eog-nise me. 

Que. (Adoandng.y Howaieyoa,OoarrioI? 

Cou. (Affeeting mrprite.) What! my old fHends ? 

Chop. What ! my old aooient frieads ? 

Fou. {Pulling Aim back. Aside.) What are yon ap 
to? 

Cou. How f ortonale I «m to meet yon. 

Cho. (Aside.) PicUsfe! 

Oue. We are come to meet Leaorqaea, who ar- 
rives at Doaal to-day. Ton know him, of coarse ? 

Cju. Perfectly. 

Cho. (Aside.) Piokles! 

Cue. He is coming to Fuie to celebrate his 
daughter's wedding. 

Cou. {Aside to Choppard) Leave. 

Cho. What» the breakfast, nevMr t 

(.EaU QtricHg.) \ 

Que. Who are these' gentlemen ; frieiids of ' 
yours? 

Cou. No, I wasg^ng to breakfeet eione ; waiting I 
tin these gentlemen liad flniahed. ' 

Cho. We've only just began. 

(Putting bread and eggs.) ' 

Lam. I thought I saw you sitting with them when 
we came in. j 

Cou. A mistaka They'd jnst finished. 

(Kicks Choppard) 
Cho. Oh, lord! that's my game leg. 
Cou. They're calling for their faiU. 
Cho. Call again to-morrdw. 
Cot*. (Aside.) Get out, yon'U ndn all. 
Cfio. This is a mce treat 



Cou. Uncommon. 



^9^ «• 



{Rises. 

iliises. 
doBbt they'll pay 

Waiteiv«Qmebo- 



CoH. \fUgnt fhtmJ^ 
below. 

Cho, Yfls, ef loovBe we wiU. 
low. 

Cou. If yon don't go, 111 kick yon down, ras- 
cals ! 

Cho. I prefer waUusifr Come, my doax jjiend. 
Walter, the bill 

Cou. (Aside.) Meet here ftgokx In an hour. 

Cho. The Irill. waiier. . Wsr! war! -Teo (Picks 
CourrioVs pocket of his himdkerckufj shahiv. 

IBxit with "Fouinard 
Lam. Sit down, sit down. 

(They all sit) 
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lU-pUer'wiUer »tih ovtien, 

Wai Where are the shabby hats gone f 

Cou. The gentlemen are gone below. I shftllhaTe 

breakfast at this ti^ble wiih my frieaUs— bring it at 

once. (ilM(fe) Mota wordaboat^ 

{Pointioff.) 
Wat Tm awake— fhe shabby bats belong to bmk 

f n^er LESUHQUES, JULIE, ofid DID lEB. 

Z4t. Hov are yon? rather behind time, bnt thi^ 
little pnss had so many parcels and bandboxes to 
look after. {Shaking hands with them.) Allow mete 
introduce yon to mv daughter, and my hitended 
aon>in-Iaw, Mens. Dldler. (All bote.) What» my old 
college chum, Oonrriol, how are yon ? 
; Cotk Never better. Why, we haven't met this 

€hu.'KEL<m me, Monalenr Dtdler, as aa old friend 
of yonrfntnrefaiher-in-Iaw, to congratulate yon on 
ypor aroroaching l^ipptness. 

md. Thani yon, sir, I would not change my 
sitnation to be made Emperor of Peru. The love 
of a being so beautiful and virtuous ^s Jnlie's is a 
priceless treasure. 

J^L Upon my word, that is a very pretty eompll. 
ment for a pumie cafe. 

l49§. I ought to be very thankful to providence. I 
don*t believe there is a happier feHow (n the Re- 
npblic iHth such a daughter, surrounded by good 
mends. I am sure there never was any one in the 
Vforld so fortunat& 

Jvi. Our time presses, papa; we have so many 
purchases to make. 

Le*. True, true, I forget: and £ have to leave 
Paris for a few hours. 

Did. Ton will return, and dine with ns? 

14$. Yes, but don't wait 

Jttl. Dear papa, yon surely wUl not leave ns so 
soon? 

Les. We shall meet at home ; now, my love, you 
will be late. Adieu I won't you kiss your fatuer, 
Julie, yon rogue? 

{J3h€ histe» him, and exitt VfHh Didier,) 

One. She appears uneasy about yon. 

La. She isone of the bestgirls in France. (Attnt 
fe hrtakfeut.) Gome, I'm rare and hungry; though 
I have everything a man can desire, there are still 
two sources of disquietude left The loss of my 
wife, and toy fatiier^s unfortunate circumstances. 

Gw. What has happened to him ? 

Ze>. Pecuniary matters have proved so unlucky 
with him: in fact, he has been mined by our 
glorious Bevolution, and from a feeling of honest, 
though mistaken pride, quitted Douai Hecretly, in 
order that he might not be a burden on ite, two 
years since; and from what I can learn, took a 
small inn, somewhere in the neighbourhood of 
Paris, where trade fell off, and he has been com- 
pelled to sell everything for the benefit of his cre- 
ditors, leaving himself houseless and pennilesa 

Cou. Did he never apply to you? 

Lt*. Never \ pride forbade his doing sa I have 
just by accident discovered his abode, and am de- 
termined to compel him to return with .me, place 
him in a merchant's office— a mere nominal situ- 
ation, so that he may not eat the br^d of depen-i 
dance. By th9 way, Quernan, will /oa lend mo 
your horse?. 



Ove. He has been taken for the use of the Be- 
pnbUc^one and indivisible. 

C<m. Hire One. 

L€9. I don't know any one that lets them out for 
hire in Paria 

Cou I can recommend you to a man named 
Chop{)ard. he han some lapital iiorses. 

LfM, Wh^re does he live? 

Oou. 2Vi. Hue Si H' nore. 

Let. Thank you. 213. I'll go to l^im at once, my 
time preRiiea 

Gut, Why in such a hurry ? 

Let. Julie's wedding day is to-morrew. I shall 
see all there. Among others, you'll meet my 
friend Dauberton, the Judge de Paix of Pont Neuf 
district Mind, no disappointments, I shall expect 
yon all to sign my daughter's marriage contract 
Courriol, remember, nine o'clock, No. 18, Bue 
Hontmarte. 

{Going.) 

Cou. I shall be too delighted. 

Out. Stax well all go togethet. 

Lea. (LooHng at wcUeh.) Quarter behind time, I 
ought to have started before. Adieu t mind, to- 
morrow,— nine o'clock punctually. 

[Erit 

Cou. It won't look well if I remain alone here J 
I'll go with tUem, and return to meet Dubosc. 

Oae. (Paus the waiter.) We can walk with Lesnr- 
qu^s as far as the Tuilenes. 

[Jiuiie, all exit. 

Enter tlowjy, DUDOSG, $habbUff attired. 
Dub. No one here. 

Enter WAITEB. 

Wai: Take any refreshment citizen? 

i>ub. PresenUy. iWaiter cleans table and exit."] It is 
ratiier strange no one is at the place of meeting- 
no mistake has occurred I hope. 

Enter JEANNE. poorJy, M neatiu dreued, her ap- 
pearance indieatet extreme d^tton. Seeing DU- 
BQSG, whOH back it towards her, the exclaims: 

Jea. 'TIS he! Dubosc 

Dub. 5tor(ff.; Mynamel 

Jea. You need not fear m«. 

Dub. Jeanne here I 

Jta. Yes, 'tis I ; Jeanne, the ontcast 

Dub. I beg your pardon, did you speak to me, my 
good woman? 

Jea. Do you not recognize me? Look at me well 
Nay, then, I will assist your memory,— 'tis the 
poor girl who once loved you so devotedly and 
truly, and thought you an honourable man 1 Do 
you know me now? Neglect and poverty have 
wrought great changes, bnt still T am your victim. 

Dub. (doggedly.) I never saw yon before. 

{Turns from het.) 
Jea. You never saw me before, Dubosc ? you who 
not content with robbing me of my honour, cheated 
me out of the little money I had saved by honest 
industry— you, who left me to starve, when I was 
about to become a mother. Do you know me now ? 
Nay, do not tnm from me. Look on these pale 
and emaciated features, worn with misery and 
privation I Houseless- homeless— uiscarded by all, 
where was I to turn, but to you? rememher 
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ihB loleiiui TOWS yoa onee uttered, to chcriah tad 
protect me. 

JHib. (Aiide.) Sball I neyer get rid oT ttda MOoned 
womftn? 

Jea. Ton make no reply. LLrten to met I do not 
eipect you to repair the wrons yon hare done me, 
I know yoa too well for that : hat I demand of you 
soffldent money to rapport the child, deaerted and 
left to perish by its onnatoral father; at all 
eTents. till I can reach Alsace, my natiTe place t 
there I can support myself and infant by toU, and 
the kind assistance of neighboars. Will you refase 
me this? Oau you see as starve— dying for a little 
bread, and withhold the means of saTing us? I im- 
plore voa for mercy, in the name of yoor dying 
child I ask for bread. (Duboae snUUs aeor^fullf.) 
Ton may smile in scorn, bat you are in my power: 
I know that you have escaped from gaol at Bor- 
deaoz; I hare traced you, step by step, hither. 
Bellect, Dubosc on what I have said, and pause, 
are yoa wake the f ory of an injored woman, mad- 
dened by injoriea 

Dub. I tell yoa I don't know you. 

Jta. I know you, monster, I swear that. 

Dub. You may swear anything you like; IhaTe 
DO money. 

J€<L Ton are determined not to assist me then ? 

Dub. The waiter will be here directly, and if you 
do not leave the room— ^ifoMoiM A«r.) 

Jea. Enooghl I wUl give yoa till to-morrow to 
reflect on my request; but remember, if by to- 
morrow noon, you have not placed in my hands a 
sum of money, I will denoance you to the authorities 
as a felon, and an escaped convict 

Dub. Well, I'll see yoa to-morrow here, if you 
will, and possibly I may be able to comply with 
your request (AnVif.) I shall be far fom hence to- 
night 

Jea. Bemember, to-morrow ; I will be trifled^with 
DO longer. For my own life I am regardlees ; hot 
for my child, I can dare anything; she shall not 
pcnlsfa while you have the means to save her ; If the 
nataral feelings of jrour crael ragged heart will not 
give willingly, it shall be wrong from yoa. Money! 
for my child's life hangs on a thread. Money! or 
you shall be given up to jostice. 

[Exit. 

Dub. A feasant meeting thla 

(Sits, clock strike* three.) 

Re-enter CbOPPABD and FOUINABD. 

Cho. It's striking three. 
Fou. And here he is. 

Dub. (Ande.) A couple of vUlaoouB looking dogs ! 
These are my men, no doubt. 
Cho. Introduce yourself. 

(Pusha/oruard.) 
Foil. After you's manners. 
Dub. Now for the signaL— Waiter ! 

(C<aUng.) 

Enter WAITER 

Dub. A glass of brandy. 
Cho. Oh I 
Fou. Ah! 

(They make signs vulgaHjf to each «ther.) 
Wat. A small glass? 
Dub. No ; a bottle, and a large glas& 

{Waiter executes his order, Dubosc drinks 
tmci.) 



Cko. There can be Botnleiake now. I bes yoitf 
pardon, oitiaen ; bnt,fromthe wortmianHIre manner 
In whieh you diqioeed of those two glsBwee of 
brandy, I may presome to gneas that you ure tU 
celebrated Dubooc. 

Dub, Tou are ri^t And now to buatiMaa. 

Cho, Oouldn't we have a drain first? 'We are us- 
oonmMmly dry— roads are dosty. 

Dub. Oertainly. Waiter, * bottle of win*; yoor 
best, mtaid. {Waiter brings if.) Now t«ll mn, rrhich 
of you let out horses f 

Cho. 1 do; Pierre Ohoppard, at your ■•nrlee, 

Fou. Otherwise called '«The Ugly Hug.'* 

Cho. Spooney! hold your tongue ; Fm mm hand- 
■ome at you are any day in the week. If yon doubt 
it, look in the glass! 

Dub. We are sOU one short Where ic— 

Cho. Gourriol ? He never comes to timeu 

Fou. Never. 

Dub. I shall not wait— time preeses. Foolnard, 
I want you. {Fomtnard goes to him, Mey drink to- 
gelher and eoneerm opaei, Duboee thm tumt to Chat 
pard.) Tou have four horses ? 

Cho. I have. (Aside.) Three blind, and & kicker. 

Dub. Let them be, in a hour from thii^ at the 
Barriere de Oharenton, ready saddled and bridled. 

Cho. All right— rm awake.^ 

Fou. How much did you say t 

Dub. 7ff.O0O francs in gold. That will be 30,000 
for me, and 45,000 for you. 

Cho. A pretty little sum that ! Where Je it to Im 
picked up?— on what Tom Tiddler's groandf 

Dub. You shall pmow when we are on horse- 
back, I muHt now be off. You wait, and let Conrrloi 
know. {Qoiiig.) And tell him to be punctual ; sU 
depends on— 

Enter COUBBIOL hastily. 

Com. Mel I'm your man. 

Cho. For a skulk ! Shamef al t 

Cou. It was not my fault I couldn't leave Le- 
surques. (Seeing Dubottj Who's this? 

Dub. Explain matters to him. I have not a mo- 
ment to lose. Adieu. Bemember, Fortune smUes 
on the bold. 

IBxiL 

Cou. Who is this man ? 

Fou. Dubosc, to be sure— the great Dobosc; a 
first-rate, and a great man. 

Cou. Dabosci What a most extraordinary like- 
ness to Lesurquesl 1 can hardly believe my 
senses! 

V {Ooing.) 

Cho. tU>me, come ; we have no time to waste, my 
pippins— think of the tin! Ob! my imagination! 
What treats and feeds! (Pockets the g>oons.) I shall 
retire Into genteel society, damme! 

{Jiusie. Ejsit. 
Re-emer Waiter. 

WaL (Following and calling nfter them.} Stopl 
stop I the spoons 1 the shabby hat's pocketed the { 
spoons 1 

SCENE a 

Exterior qf on Jnn, vithStgn made out **Au Lyom^ 
Blanc.** I 

Enter JEBOME, fiwn house. 

Jer. This Is the last day I shall be landlord of I 
the ** White Lion.** Not a person comes sear Che 
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pko«^ of COOTM, to drink of toond. I Torily be- 
Iteto there is a bftn open It! TcHmorrow I Bball 
go to LinerMlnt, for tae porpoee of giTlng my con- 
MDt to the Bftle of the property ; vaa then I ihAll 
be homeleee and pennueM 

Enter JOUQUST>h>»i back. 

Jok A letter, ilr. 

{Oiees it) 

Jirr. From DonaL Douhtlen from my son Jo- 
M^ (ilMRlk.) '* Dear father, Jolle and myaelf itart 
for Pane to-norrow We hate taken lodgings at 
Noc 18, Boe M ontmarte. To-morrow is Jalle*a 
weddJng-dflj; and she deilrea me to eay, she will 
te very angry If yon are not oar guest on this 
noet happy occariont Lose no time, bat start for 
Paris immediately on the reoeipt of this. Toan 
aifeetionately, JoeiPH LisuRQUBs. P^— We shall 
sign the Ckmtraet after dinner.** I will go to- 
■Mnowl I shall haTO no bnsbiess at home, to 
nwent my complying with my dear son's reqaest 
Tee, I will go— bat he shall never know to wnat a 
BtatelamredOfeed! nipntonmySandaycoat— 
I hafie still somedeeentefotiies to wear^-and spend 
ona dav.more of happiness; and then. (Calls.) 

M (CMietdSpiM.) Master. 

Jtr. I am going oat for an hoar; look well to 
fhehoQse. 

Joi, Thafs easy enoagh, master; we have no- 
thing to look after bat the rats, and they look after 
themselTea 

jer. Sxoeptonr stock of wine and brandy. Take 
partiealar care to be in the way when the Lyons 
Conrier comes. He Is the only oastomer we have ; 
and, at all erents, he shall not complain of any 
want of attention while I am master. 

Jol Vor while I am man. IH take care of that 
—he tf ways treats me to a glass. 

Jer, Oood ladl GiTC me my hat and stick. With 
■orrow I leare this place, bat it is a sacriflce my 
" '- xo lite in debt and difflcalty I 

'" lExit 

M. Master's gone, and I shall ga In the first 
place, I don't thndc there's moch chance of a tislt 
fpom thietes and honsebreakers, seeing there's no- 
tiilng to break— Fte smashed all the glassea 
Thare's nothing left except the wine snd brandy, 
and that the thunder tomed soar. And in the so* 
cond plaqs. I want to spend the eteniog with Lo* 
lotle. She^s sooh a comely piece of goods! Oh! 
she makes one's month water. I can easily be back 
in time for the Ooorier ! Hollo ! who's there ? A man 
mnflled in a cloak— who is it? How stealthily he 
walks toa Oh, lord! if it shoold be a thief. He 
might rob me! 

(SiMilato Ms AoMM aatftf Mcnoeepin^ (ArotiyA 
Aol/ door Of LESDBQUI»efif«r<. UghU 
ha^dom. 

Enter LESUBQUKS /Tom behind. 

Lee, I cannot hate been deceited— it was he ! I 
longed to make myself known as he passed me in 
the shade, hot that would hate spoiled all my in- 
tentions. Thank beaten ! I shaU now be able to 
place my dear father in a position far abote care 
and want How desolate and deserted this place 
is! Not a customer in twelte months, 111 be sworn, 
in such a solitary spot 

/ML Toa're a queer cnatomer, anyhow 



Let. It is fortunate I left my horse behind in the 
wood, for nothing do I see in shape of ostler or at- 
tendant I will make bold to knock at the door ; I 
suppose there must be some one in the house. 
jKnoeke.) Hollo! house! 

JoL Who wants the house f It's to let 

(From within.) 

Let. Some one at last Come quickly. 

JoL Murder! thietes! 

Les. Hold your tongae, you silly fellow ! I don't 
want to rob the house. I only want something to 
drink. 

Jol Ton won't get it here^all our drink's sour. 

Les. I tea you what it is, my friend ; if you don't 
open the door, I'll break your head. Let me in and 
draw me a bottle of yovt best wine, and I'll glye 
you a crown for yourself. 

JoL A crown! Say nO more— you'te sweetened 
the sour wine, iapens door wide.) Come in, Monsieur; 
mind the door-steps! Two up, one down—and step 
oterthe mat; let me hand you. A crown! Oh, my 
precious Lolotte! won't I glteyoo a treat in sugar- 
plums and scratdh-cradlea Excuse my apparant 
rudeness, but tiiere hate been seterai robberies 
committed here, and hereabouts. Which will you 
take^ red, Yihita, sweet, sour, rough or smooth? 

Les. (At toNeJ I am not particular. 

JoL iThat's lucky ; for we'te only one sort, but 
that's 

Les. 1 hate broken the chain. of my spur; get 
me a pi^ce of string, and I'll see if I can't put it to 
rights. 

JoL Directly, sir. Would you like a rope ? (Aside.) 
He looks a thief. (Gives string.) I'll go down in the 
cellar: there's claret master keeps for his particular 
friends. Oh ! won't it just make your hair curl ? 
See what it does for mine. 

(Lig?at candle and descends trap.) 

Les. Now that booby has gone, I can execute my 
plan. (Takes out mtrsf.) This will be sufficient to pay 
my dear father s debts, and place him abote the 
reach of want (Music Exits into house^ and returns.) 
To atoid suspicion I will return to Paris directly, 
My father will never suspect this mysterious tisit, 
or who has helped him to release himself from "dif- 
floolties. 

iExU. 

JoL (ConUnaup trap.) I'tegot it— a bottle of the 
prime sort, No. 1, Mr. Trateller. If this doesn't 
astonish you, I am a Dutchman. Stay— I'll light a 
candle. (Uses lue^ers,) Hollo! where's the man 
gone? He hant tumbled down the well, I hope. 
Holloa! Lord, suppose it was the detll!— but I didn't 
see his tail He might hate stuffed it in his boot. 
There it a smell of brimstone. Oh! I'm getting 
poorly! 

(SUsat talfk.) 

Enter DUBOSC. He wears a cloak similar to , 
Lesurques, 

Dttk. (Bnterinff.) Wait a Uttle— I will recomioUre. 

JoL Ah! there yon are. Monsieur. I have got 
the wine and rare it is. I prefer brandy myself; 
but etery one to his taste, as the rat said when he 
bit his tail off. 

Dub. Are you alone? 

JoL Yes— worse luck; Lolotte won't keep me 
company! 

ZHtd. Something to drink, quickly! 

JoL I have just brought you a bottle. 
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JM. ThttwUbenoUiiiif anoogMfooiwietcbft 



JW. Fowl (dil GlKcir.) Ilia^totklnkfboreto 
■ometlilng wrong hers. 

(PlMfi of him,) 

th^, Wh«re iB fbe eelltr, fool? 

/ol rAJMd.) Then, fooll rPo^itfiJ I ■hewed yoo 
fut now. 

Diifti Thenua'enuUlordnBikl Do Ml bid yon, 
m It win bo wone for yon— fetch four botHes of 



■TMdy,] 



: wish I eoQld fetch fonr bottles of ptteh, 
ThotI 

iDitcutdt unap.) 
JM.{WhlttUiJ 

JMerFOUINABD, CHQPPAJU), ffNiOOVBBIOIf 

JcL (Pttpbtg.) IfftiO wrongs 

C^Isfthera? 

JM, Tes. 

C9ta. What's to bo dotoa now f— whuVs ilie eapert 

2)iift. Imth0flrstiiUoe,wemiutlc|Q{hatfoolof ft 



M tfardor 1 I wiat ny mofber 1 

(Popt d^ttn.\ 

Am Whfttfor? 

Dii5. He ^ai recognise as else— betray as. 

C««k xniiiroTont that fZVitojiMol out; This wQI 
iiMohisaSooant 

Cko. Konsense ! Stop np bis eyes, and tlion beg 
his pardon; thaA wUl bo doing the thing polltel 
iCM at tnvO^^d op a bottte or two, qiilday t 

iBtmdMuptvooUitaa.) 

Com. rn pat the table i^d a ehair ofor the trapi 
(fim Mo.y Hov, if he gets oat Til forgive him. 

Zlnft. Thafs not my way of doing basioesB—bat 
MyonwUL 

Ck9. Kow wo sugronioy oismImk 

^1*. Only lor a ttttio while. 

puurUr to tigM,) 
Cm, Harkt wfaat*s tikat f 
Jhib, It's the dockjnst stmck a qnarter to eight* 
JU. iFrombOow,) Let me oat{ let me oat! rm 
•TflMoltboxais. ^ 

Obe. lUswon'tdol fihalllliro? 

lapeaHng ca trap^ 

CRe. Kow for tho plaa of attack— what Is it ? 

Dub. In a few minutes the Lyons Coorier wltl stop 
tan, for the parpose of givhig his horses some hay 
and water. ' 

Chd. Well, What of that? 

Dub, He has onder his eare a trunlc in which 
«>«• •» W.OO0 lines-whMi, if yon renumber, 
we spoke of this morning. 

Oa I aeo nowi (Rubt ha bifntU,) aiorionsl 

Coil. The tnmk*s onrsl 

CTuK Bat the mail coarier alwsys cariles pistols i 
Ihe bollets may be onrs! 
tfou. I'm not partial to leaden pills! 
Dub. Catch a weaael asleep I— we're well armed. 
Fott. The poBtulon is well armed, too. 
C^ru tackle him. 



Com. Thoro Is alwi^ Mme one who tntv«k witli 
the courier. 

Dub. I know It: that'll bo all right. BnnochsL 
one of oar lads, is disgoisad for that nnnMaew^ 

Fou. Capital plan I *^^ 

/>tf6. Therlsinnistbeeqult Ao«mewithoar 
spoil. 

Coik Ml right; share alike-death or glory! 

Poutoard win be « ttw look oat against snrpSe ; 
TA? Jf¥^ *? **^ Hi? Pf»*J"<» rW tha charier 

oSa.^1 ^"^ Arayonm^TKyB? 

/btt. And wining. 

l^JJ^^Mir^Mapfitmkfteiii^cracii 

fa». Satt! tfaojarseonhigt Wintau4,mtttim 

roand, and ••• If iaytbtagla toba pio^ W 

IMmk. M^Moktme. 
J^JS^to^) Vmojl1m9tt9m^bom Save me! 

St-€titer DUBQSO, wUhpmi. 

ivi^;«^*1^ • Irifl^ at tfl orents; thfo was 
lying OS the table. 

G017M» M» tpp, i^Mtttes 4&1 
mo«a^2V»eelZer€lMMKgk JTatiie. 

^ HoHfft Jdiome! Honse! Whltejilottl 
/>«&. Oomlng, coming. If ooj^enn 
Foi, "Why, ttattehotJoUquetTVoIcel 
Dub.m is not Tory well, so I h%vo <»pe to h«}p 
Im. Her0'syoar brandy, 

(Cotiri<r and TraoOler g^ dMM anT emus 
/ortfford 



T#tt {lay, Pnmioot I 
(i^DuKoK.) 



P«. 0risik$.) ISfAUAX 
must see to my horsos. 

Cottr. An iSi^t X^»h»rpi 
/>«& Hereyo^gte. 

C<tur. Thaojc yop, ^jc^our bcwlti^! 

jDrmht.) 

Cow. The postilions Toice ! 

( D Mm p i M m^ ruaku ttp.) 

Dub. (mm.) DonH be hi a hnrry » 

Cour. VUlainl Bat you shaft not escape— we ara 
two to tira iTfi 2hiHto*.> MclF. sir 1 draw your 
sworo. 

awi. Tbg^'aaietUor! 

(JSt9bt Cmrkr, Wl»fa09.) 

P9^. Wen doiie^ ITpw for the tnnd^f 

Cft*, Ufuide earriaifi - •^ ^ 

X)«ft. Dur« 
Foainard, 
and Oofiniol, \ 

lAUexemtUU Mo«« wAo tei.taiea Me 
Cowier'tp9rt/^io, which httecrctti. 
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Jol (/» cdfar.; Help, help I Master, epAre me I 
{Shaka ceUar. 

Jer. Wbtt can be fhe canee of Ada onteryt I 
heard ebots fired near the boaa^ and haatened my 
retam. Whatdolaee? AiobbaH Wretch 1 yon 
BhaU not escape. Help I hedpl {Setzet Dub^sc; 
ttruagU; Jerome it thrami, J>ubMeJlrM puttd at htm 
andieapes ; villoffers tnttr with \igM» «« form ptc- 
ture. Jerome ri»e9, ita99tinf taKlaimiag.) My »nl 

^^"^^^•^ iFaUi. 

I hU head from caim\ txOHnfi.) Mur- 



Jol {Pi 

dererl ' 



AGTIL 

BOBNB L-il Boom in the Souh of Luwrques at 
Paris. 

DTDJESit JULDB^ md I-BBUEQUES ditmerei. 

Did, My dearest JuUe, there viU be tWrteen at 

jvi. Oh, that'll never do, so nrihicky, and on our 

'^^SS^^hieh y«i have eommeooed by aoharitable 
actkJB, loTe, bo tthe yonrsdL ^ _,^ „ . . , 

MThere is aotbteg ao Tsry cikaritable hi assist- 
Init one of my own sex in distreBS ; it seems tp oome 
ntrfoiallytooM^ Besides, ehe and bar child were 
UteraUy starving, dying i< hnngBr is «he soreetsl 

j)id. Ton are ^ angel, Julie. 

JEAVKS eippecin at tadt. 

/MA "Who is this? «*»^*«».^,^ 

JuL The poor woman who liyw on tne UrOi ^tory, 

whom I assisted. 
Did. Sbe is coming, doubtless, to thank you for 

yourldndness. Come In, madam, eome in. Adieu, 

love. 



Jea. (Enierina^ Mademoiselle, how can 1 thank 
you sufficiently! But for your aid, I and my poor 
chUd would have died of hunger. Heaven reward 
you, for I never can 1 ^ ji * i, 

jk Don't tremble so. Sit down nearer, and te 1 
me aematbhig of your history. No tears, all will 
yet be well. CJome, come. now pray.look happy; 
voor haaband, I presume, is dead. 
^Jea. {He^ati^.) Yea, mademoiselle, I am a 

Jul- But yon surely have some friends orrela- 

*^^'Alas! none. To-day I ^fP^^^J^^J^.^ 
ceived some moneer.htiti was disappomted; pttier- 
wlse I should haveheen able to have reached Alsace 
with i^ychild. 

Jed As itwas, 1 waa completely destitute; and 
hadit not been for your goodness, I and my poor 
child must have starved in the streets of }ym. 

Jul. Never mind, that's all over now; tell me how 
I can permanently assist jo\t. 



Jea. There is but one way, mademoiselle. 
Jul. Speak ont, what ia ft? do not be aft«ld. 
Jea. You are about to be marrled—yon will want 
some one to wait on you->wUi yon aaoept my aar- 

vices ? Believe me, lady, I will serve yon with all 
the ardour of Intense gratitude; my life shall be 
yours, wholly, only let me not be separated from 
taiy child. (We^) The daily, hourly aflUetton of 
seeiDg the beloved child of my heait sink and pine 
for that nouridiment that cruel fate withheld— oh.; 
lady, may you ever be spai«d tbe bitter curse 
poverty and want of friends inflicts: may your Ufe 
be as happy as mine has proved wretched— thiH 
shall be the daily prayer of the poot heartbroken 
moth^. 

{Kisxes her handt retires up.} 

JtH. Why are you redwsei to this wretehed eon- 
dition; but If the recital is painful, spare youraelf 
the fttflletioo. 

Jea. My history, unhappily. Is one of many thoa- 
sands. 

Jtd. YofD are iMt a native of Paria? 

Jea. No, mademoiselle, t>f Bordeaoz, where I Uved 
with my parents, on a small faim near the cUgr. It 
was my -duty *o attend Um <«ty, witti the larodooa 
of our farm. For Several weeks, last year, a stran- 
ger, apparentty a genfleiWMi, eoestanUy becaase a 
purchaser of my fruits; gvadnaHyha alCeetedte 
take great intereBt in nay w«lfaM^ prdasteed to caU 
on my parents, proffering the assistance of his ad- 
vice and purse; he eame, alasl too soon for our 
peaces his manners wen the eanfldewje of my easy 
parenta. Mb visits became frequent, eMK>rtuxiitie8 
were not passed to T>our his insidious flattery into 
my eat; graafied aftddettghWd, I listened to vows 
and promises made only to be broken, fieeff oradta 
raise me from the low station I was {Aaoed ia, to 
tbe rank of his wife; I bettered, «nd%h»led; he. 
*rofltftig by my crednK^, aoofht my ndn,*>i f eU! 
and he deserted me. My poor mother, nnaWeta 
bear the reproaches cast upon aaa by oar netgh^ 
bours, sank under theahame ; neglect and poverty 
swallowed up all the efforts of my f sittier'a hones* 
industry,— he became a beggar. Vainly I implored 
assistance from our destroyer; he laughed, and 
treated my iH^^ication with scorn ; I ioUo wed hhn 
to Paris, begging my way, step by step; «ay, I 
should have died by the roadside in despair, %ad 
not the eries of one who is dearer to me than life-- 
my innocent child— It was for him I struggled, it 
was for him I traced his cruel falser to Pans, and 
asked for bread, which was heartlessly refused; 
overwhehned with fatigue and hunger, I fainted m 
the streets, when you charitably saw and helped 
me ; may the grateful thanks of a contrite heart be 
yours, lady. . 

Jul. Poor gfrll your sufferings have WMe than 
atoned for the faults you have committed, i aoeept 
you freely, as far as I am concerned, but I must 
consult my father and M. Didler, although I an- 
ticipate no difflculty from either, so you mast hope 
for tbe best , . „ ,. 

Jea. Heaven bless you, Mademoiselle, if yon knew 

what a terrible weight you've relieved me from, all 

the dread of anticipated starvation. 

Enter DIDIEB, 4»9dwAwg OOURBIOL. 

Did. Monsieur Oourrlol 

Cou. Mademoisellp, allow me to offer you my 
congratulations on thishs«>py ©rent. 
jSl, Wpl^ome, Momlenr Courriol. X^o . 
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trAo it about to rttirtj Vo notfo, my fatherwftt re- 
turn directly. 
Did. Here he oomea. 

Enter LESUBQUES, GUISBNAN. md LAM- 

Let. This w»y, my friends, tbie way. Julie wll^ 
receive you. 

Entor other guettt. 

Jul. Papa, tbit Is the poor woman I spoke to yon 
abont this morning, she wishes to enter my ser- 
Tioe. 

£ef.* Quite right I can't Object if yon like it. 
What is her name t 

Jm. Jeanne, sir. (Balm her eiftt to Imitrgmt.) 
Ahl 

Jul Why did yon start and scream so, on seeing 
my father. 

Jea. I— I was stmck by the likeness. 

LoL Compose yourself. I have no donbt you will 
serve my daughter faithfully. 

Jea. Thank yon, sir, sincerely, for your good 
•pinion; I will endeavour to deeerveit U*iele-) 
what an extraordlnanr likeness. 

let. Now, friends, I must diew you our rooms, 
which I trust do credit to my taste. 

One. Mademoiselle, allow me to offer you my 
arm. 

IHd. I beg pardon, bnt^iStoMfei.) 

Out, Of course I most willingly cede my claims. 

{All laugh and exit, but Jeanne and Courriol.) 

Cou. What likeness, my good girl, was it that 
struck yoa so? 

Jea. No one's, sir, I— 

Cou. {Aeidt.) She hesitates; has she perceived 
the extraordlnanr resemblance that exists between 
Dnboso and this Lesurquea (Aloud.) You don't an- 
fiwer my question. 

Jea. Pardon me, air; it is painful for me to do' 
so; some one is coming. 

Enter DAUBENTON. 

Dau. (To Jeanne.) I want to see Monsieur Le- 
sorqnes. 

Jea. He is here, sir. 

Dau. Announce Monsieur Daubenton, Judge of 
the Pont Neur division. 

Jea. Monsieur Daubenton, Mademoiselle. 

Jiil. {Entering hattily.) Ab, Monsieur, my father 
will be delighted to see you; I will run and tell 
him you are here. 

Dau. Don*t trouble yourself, I fear I shall not be 
able to remain long . 

Jul Indeed! Why not? 

Dau. I have just received intelligence that a 
dreadful murder has been committed not far from 
Paris, at Lieursaint; the business has been put 
into my hands, and I have to examine the wit- 
nessesy so that I have no time to lose. 

Cou. At Lieursaint I the devlL 

Jea. (Announeet ftomUkck.) Monsieur Jerome Le- 
Burques. 

Enter 3'EaiOliSR, 

Jul Dear, dear grandfather! 
Jer. My child! {Kittether.) 
Jul. Yon are the guest papa expected, then. 
Come, sit down ; I'm so delighted to see you again. 
{ffeatt ftim on sofa.) 



Jer. Your father expected me, did be ? SIv 
rogue. 

/«dLOh,yeB,dldheB0Ll>idier?Thte.srmndpapi, 
la my future husband ; he is prepared to love yoa 
•s moch as I do. 

Did. I am, indeed, star. 

Jer. Is your father at hbme, love. 

Jul Yes; 1*11 call him. 

Jer. No, no ; let me see him alone. 

Did, Allow me to fetch him. IBxitt. 

Jul Grandpapa, how pale you look. 

Com. Are yon trom the country, sir P 

/sr.Lteor^aint 

^•^ 5!*3^»i&.** 7?" ^^"^ * pereon wlio keeps 
an Inn, the *• White tion," they've named Jerome? 
Jer. I am the man, sir. 
Jul Grandpapsik Monsieur Daubenton was teili«g 



of a murder committed last night 
saint 



at Ueor^ 



Be-enter LBSDBQUSS^UEBNAN 
BEBT. 



oiMf LAU- 



Itt. Father, I am indeed glad to see you once 
more restored to us. Are you quite well? 
Jer. {Cold^J Yes. 

You look pale. What is the matter? 



Wounded? 



I bare been 



Let. _ 

Jer. {More cotdtg, and thuddering.) 
wounded in the arm. 

Dau. > 

Let. f 

Jer. It is nothing— a mere scratch. 

Dau. Itlsmostfortonatewehavamet; my officers 
are everywhere searching for yon; yon mnat t«U 
everything yon know relative to this atrocious 
affair. 

Let. cCalle off.) Jacques, {Servant entert.) giro 
Monsieur Danbenton i^ ehsir. 

{Servant givet a chair to Dauhentott, and 
whetlt up to it a table with writing mate- 
rialt.J 

Jer. Bntl_ 

Jul. Oh, but you must, grandpapa, if only to 
satisfy my curiosity, tell everything. 

Let. Certainly, father, it is but Just that the mis- 
creant should be brought to punisnment 

((hmriol dUptagt agitation.) 

Jer. Well, Joseph, If I must, I must {Signi- 
fieantlgO Know, then, that the Courier of the Lyons 
MaH was last night murdered at my door. 

Jul Ah! {Streamt.) 

Let. Last ni^t? at what time ? 

Jer. (Atide.)mB andadty appals me? 

Dau. {W<4iing.) What was the hour ? 

Jer. {^fHh forced ealmnett.) The courier waa at 
my tense at eight o'clock last night 

DaU' (Writittg.) Did you see the crime committed ? 

Jer. No, I was absent at the time. 

Dau. Where was your waiter? 

Let. Ah, a lout of a boy. 

Jer. {(tuidOg.) You know him, then ? The mur- 
derers locked him in the cellar. 

Cou. {Agitated) They know alL 

Jer. Consequently, he saw nothing. 

Dau. I believe you heard the report of fire-enns ? 

Jef: 1 did. 

Dau. You were slightly wounded by a shot from 
one of the murderers? 

Jer. I was. 

Dau. Whom you saw ? 

Jer. As clearly as I see my son befo^ rrv 



I>au. MoDBi^or Jerome, you have » t»«i«fQt iinty 
K> perform, follow me to my of&o. 

(OoeMvp.) 

Let. Ton win break poor Jnlie'e heart if yon take 
away her grandpapa ; yon can take hie depositions 
li«re. 

JttL Do, pray, sir. 

X><iu. I would with pleasmw, bat— 

Ze*. Wby not here as well as elsewbere,— we will 
Cire 3roa np tbls room for an office, and should 
anything of importance oome oat, yon can then 
laave as. 

Cow. {AMi.) I dare not go, it woold exdte sus- 
picion. 

Let. I am snre yoa cannot refnse Jalle. 

JtilL Otf no I pray, Monsiear Oourriol, ask hhn to 
■tay. 

Cou, (BeaUating.) I—I am mre you cannot refnse 
a lady's request {Aside.) Corse her. 

Lee. (amlke.) It is hard, that we who are Innocent 
•hoald snlfer for the guU^. 

Jer. Oan I belioTe my ears? soch andacity ap- 
pears Incredible. 

Dmk Well, be it as yoa wish, I will remain for 
Jnlie*s sake. 

Lee. That is ri^t ; now Jalie, you had better see 
about dinner; but first see if your grandfather's 
arm be properly dressed. She is a capital nurse, I 
Byou. 
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Jer. (Atide.) This snrpasses alL 
/ui. dome, Qrandpapa. . 



(Julie conducts Jerwne, who ie d^eetedand 
sunk in moumjiil a^o»ishmeiU. Exeunt to- 
gether.) 

leiL {To Daubenton.) I wish to speak one wordto 
yoa; pardon me, my friends, for a few moments. 

(To Courroilf Cfuernan, and Lambert.) 

Oou. (Aside.) What can he hate to say ? 

ITheifaa retire. 

Les. Do not question my father more th(ui is 
necessary, this dreadful business seems to worry 
and annoy him. 

Ikiu. I must confront the criminal with him. 

Que. (To Leturques.) Ton neter told me that your 
father lived at uenrsaint 

Les. He kept the place of his retreat a secret from 
anyone, but me. 

Dau. (To Lesmr^^uesJ ^Tou were at lienrsaint 
yesterday? 

Let, (ffeattating.) No, I— I rode ai far as Via- 



Enter JEANNE. 

Monsieur le Judge. 

{Gvfts letter.) 
Dm. What is it? 

Jea. An Officer snd two Oensd'annes have 
brought a witness here. 
let. Oome^ friends. 

{AU exemU but Dttubenton and Jeanne 
Duu. Admit them. 

iJeaune exits and retunu with two Cfens- 
d'aemea, an Cijfieer o/PoMeet andJotiquet. 
Dau. Whom hayeyon there, officer? 
Of. The waiter of the Inn at Ueursaini 
Dau. The lad whom the mvrderers locked in the 
cellar. {BittonSo^} What is yonr name? 
Jol Bibo Joliqoet^ an' please yoo. 



Dau. Where were you during the perpetration of 
^"•^•f^jurders? 

JoL Tes, Monsieur, a great deal; a man in 'a 
riding-cloak and with his hat slouched orerhis 
eyes, came to our house soon after seten o'clock 
yesterday evening, and called for a bottle of wine ; 
besides .this, I give him some string to mend his 
spur, which was broken, I am sure l shoaldknow 
him again. 

{Daubenton writes.) 

Re-enter OOVBS.IOL1, 

Jd. That's one of them, sir. 

Don. What do yon mean? 

Jol That's the man who shut me in the cellar, 
and wanted to do my business. 

Cou, (Aside.) If I hesitate, I am lost (Advances on 
Joliquet.) What do you say? 

(Courriol rushes at JoUquet, they struggle and 
are separated by the Gendarmes.) 

Dau. Sir, this violence is most indecent. 

Enttr JULIE, JEBOME, and Quests, LESUBQUES* 
GUEBNAN, LAMBEBT, and DIDIEB. 

Les. What is this disturbance ? 

JoL {Points to LesurguesO That's another of them. 

Les. II 

Cou. {Aside.) The likeness to Dubosc has done 
it. 

Dau. This is absurd— yon might as well accuse 
me I 

/o/. Tm right. This is the man who broke his 
spur— I'd swear it! I gave the string to mend it— 
(/>otnf«.)— thereitisl 

Dau. This gentleman was at Vinoennes yester- 
day; he has just told us so. 

Jer. He never was at Lienrsaint. 

Lm. NajTv father, coneealment is useless. I did 
go Uiere, and Courriol procured me a horse for the 
purpose. 

Cou. (Aside.) I*m in for it again II 

Dau, 1 understand you to say. that you rode to 
Lienrsaint with Monsieur Courriol ? 

Les. Na I went alone. 

Dau. And you rode to your father's house? 

Les. I did. 

Dau. And yon broke and repaired a spur in the 
manner spoken off by the witness? 

Let. Certainly. 

Dau. Are you aware that he accuses you of being 
concerned in the murder last night? 

Les. Accuses me! 

Jer. No,ne! Joliquet cannot be positive I 

Jol. Can't I, though? Let him speak the truth. 
He did see me! 

Ut, I left the honse while yon were in the cellar, 
whither you had gone, by my orders, to fetch up 
some wine. 

Jol. (Zb Jerome.) Yea Most I say yes, master, or 
no, ehf 

Les. Father, yon must know the reason of my 
going to Lienrsaint? 

Jer. Indeed, no! 

Les. I don't wish to make a boast of it ; bat what 
did yon find on your return home ? 

Jer. I?^nothing. 

Les. Did you not find a bag on the table in your 
room? 



IC 
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/fr. A bag on Um tabto? I don't vaA^f***^ 
J9A FI1iy,ipMkt ttid 



you. jy 

•wSf iiiw iHHiriBW AofTiblc lufyfoKiu. 
/•r. M y SOB { ny toD I 



(/'oOr tfAmMM M « cftddr. /N/ifpMitoMi 



1«. Snreky, 1 sm< b« In a bid«OM drean J 

J>au. I ask yoo again, are you sure that Monsienr 
hmmmn to tb* person yon saw at yooi master's 
yesterday evenioc ? 

JaL I can swear to hoth of Ibein I 

/tatt. (iend'armes, tn tba anme of ibe tow, arrest 
a! 

iOtHdrarmti ttiu OonrrM and Ittwrqitn.) 

{F^*»U9t hit feet) 



/id. FUiierl 

jDavL My child! myebtldt 



SCENE n..^ OtanAtr in (h€ horn o/Lenarqm. 

i^(«r JEANNE. 

Jetu *Tb impossible t In the teefli of i^ the evf- 
toce, nothing shall eror make me belleye that 
Moostonr Lesnrqnes is guilty t Nc donbt^ all are 
deceived by this unfortunate likeness to the Tillaln 
Dnboso. My heart bleeds fot them !— would 1 could 
•seist them, it only tor thf young iad>'8 salce tc 
Whom 1 owe sc much. 

Enter JULIE, with c kUer. 

Jul, Jeanne I 

Jeeu {Aeide,) Har SfM tie quite red with weeping 
— poor,poorthhigl {AMmd.} 7ea> ma'anuella. 

JnL No one has retamed \ 

Jea, No one~ not even Monsiem Didier. 

Jul, I expected as vaob. He baa faUen from us 
Hka the rest This horrid report soon oiroulates. 

Jio. Nay, mademoiselle, he has been prevented 
from returning. I am sure you will see him im> 
medtotoly. 

Jul, Should he return, you will not tot him in, 
b«t gl?o him thto totter. 

iBxUJtemM. 
Enter DIDIEB. 

IMdLJQli^-desr Julie 1 

Jul Monsieur Didier! 

Vid. Monsieur bi/Jkri Bow coUpyjonreoeiye 
me. Beheye me, my absence was miaTt)idabte fot 
an boor or twa 

Aft Nay, do not exonse yourself. I have no 
oause of reproach against yon. 

JH'I. Why, then 

/«{. Beliere me, I have no reason to be offended 
with you. Tour conduct towards me has been 
most generous^most noble. X must beg of yon to 
read this letter, which explains my sentiments 
most fully, ifiwng,) 

Did, Ton will not leare me thus? 

Jul. Bead the letter, I entreat yoa Tliere to ona 
word which my hand has had the courage to write, 
but which my heart and lips refuse to utter. 

Did. What word? Julie, you atorm mel Tell me 
what mean you. 



/trf. Farewell I 

Ml iCtuOinff letter.) What hsve I done to deserve 



JmL I hare a dnty whiob . , , 

however painfuL Dfdtor, yon are a man of honow, 
one whose character is withont aleli^ me^fi think 



jTou 1 would allow yoe to link yonr fftie 
the je ugh ts s oi e erimltaU-a seppoaed 

MtJiritol 

JmL Ns^, do Bet tttonnderstand noe. I suai con- 
vinced that my father is iuuapable of tbe liorrid 
ertoaatoid to hto ebasfej the experto^M of • itfa 
tells me thto. But that is nothing. The woxld 
thhiks otheffwite. I am the dai«htes ef I^emn-qiies; 
ratal baa faUen 190B our houses wbieh we most 
bear alone. Didier, from thto moment I release yoa 
from yoor angagameni Go, forget hm^ miA may 
you be happy! 

Bid. Jaa« now pan were p to aea d to apesk of me 
as a man of honour ; I trust Jl am se^ But tnink 
yon I aiookl he swUiig im. aaaoraanae wttn tnat 
character were 1 to desert yoo now t i>aer Julie, J 



sc meanly of me. Believe me, I love yon aaace in 



yon attettao, k that he poariMay than w the full 
btoes ol yooi pnaperity 1 
Jul 1 aoBpatttod no tosatraa yon gaaarooa and 

nobto neart. 

Dia. Besides, tgare to evaiy paehabUitf that your 
lather's innooenoe will he made otoai, oe^end tne 
shadow of a doubt Some new evioehce haa been 
discovered thi£ very hour. 

Jut, Where? where? 

Dtd. At Montgeron, a village near the aoene of 
the mwdeir. l> appeaca that sobm aaen on horse- 
baek had atopped to belt at the principal posting. 
house at the place, and the peopto of the inn have 
idendfled the horses as belonging to a man of the 
name of Ohopperd, fot whoas a meat rigoreus 
searoh haa been instituted, as 1 beltove, not in. 

Jul Yes— yes— and Ihe paopto of Uie fam ? 
ZHd. Dectore most posidvely they would know 
the men again, should they be cdnfrdnted with 

Jut. One hope, then, la onrsf 

Dtd. They are in the house, and Mcmaieur Dan- 
benton has ordered them tc be tanmedtotely con- 
fronted with youi father, beingponvlnced of hto 
innocence. Thus the witness wfil be etamtoed in 
[uiet way. witb the apparent absence of every- 

louta doubi 



ng legal and Imposing, h( 
olear our deai father's name ~wil 

JUL AU hope is, then, not loat. 

Did. I am sanguine of the result; Choppard, the 
man the horset were hired of, being takaB,anlL 
there to every reaaon tc believe he will make some 
important disdosurea But, dearest, pray appear 
oompoaed, it wUl ac dtotreas yoai lather. 

Enter DAUIUENTON. 

DcHL That is also my request; restrain your 
feelings, and dc not let me have to regret Vbit I 
have so far warped my duty tc friendship, by 
bringing your father here, faistead of examintog him 



a qui 

thins 



in prison. 

JuL I will be aU yonean deeive, thooghmy heart 
break in the straggle . 

Dau. That X am snre yon will I have oidsied 
Ghoppard to be brought hena first. 

(TknftiL) 
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iCBOV^&iaay U hrougJU in at bad in charge 
of an ^;fficer. 

Iknu {T» Ohdppai^) t» this the witness Ohop- 
pard ? 

CAo. Pierre Choppard, horse dealer, eommjonly 
called Ugly*mag, by his intimate friends. 

JhnL No levity here, sir. (ft C^lur.) LeaTO 
ns. 

(6>9tafe«<(a) 

Ch9. (4tide,) What's the rig next, I wonder? 

Dau. How comes it, Monsienr Ohoppard. that 
yoa disappeared from tiia nwighaenrhood on the 
night of the marder, and have been milwing till 
now? 

CAo. i was suddenly called away on particolar 
bnsiness. 

Dau. I thonght yOnr tusfoess lay at iParls ? 

Cko. I'ma, bat my vito loolqiafter that; abetan 
excellent woman. 

£nter LiESUEQ J£S and GQUBBlOL. guarded b» 
. two efnd'mrmu; JK^l^NC; prsMtfef Mem. 

Jul. (Rushes towards Lesurcaus.). S*aih6r I 
Cho. {Aside and starting.) OpDoacI 

\ Julie and Lesurqimtrntraees Didterfratpe 
Lesurquee hemd. 

Dau. (To OtoppardJ Do yen kaov bofh OT bither 

° ^."r.^S°5f ow for it (AJtoudJ Tflt, I know 
jNJonsieurCouriiol. {To him.) I nope you are quite 
well nir, and all the family. 

2jii». Tell me what yon remember relative fo thd 
SthFloreal. 

Cho. Nothing particular, thanfc fate ; 1 ate, dranic, 
and slept as nsual. 

Duu. No levity, sir. Did Monsieur Conrrlol hlrb 
horse of you on that day ? 

Cou. X bave often hhred ahorse of yon, have I 
not,Chopp:'rd? 

Cho. Of course yoti have. AUow me to solicit a 
continuiBince of your favoura N.E No qrediti co<^- 
tails, DO? ginger. 

Uuu. Fray, ere yon acquainted with the person of 
any one else here? 

Cho. iAiide.) The pUhtis not badly meant, but 
ii won't do. iAlond.)»Qy sir, they don't belong to 
the ugJy-mugs. 

Dau. (Indicating Lesurquee.) This gentleman, for 
instancy , ' 

Chit. Never saw him before in all my life. 

Jid. i oreatiie agaiu. 

Did. Bush, dearest. 

Dau. You will be pleased to observe that Uiis 
gentleman was at your house on the 8th. 

Cho, At my house? 

{Telegraphs to Lesurquee^ who it lott in «<•- 
nientn^nw. 

Lei. I was at your honse on the 9tii Ftonal, tbeve 
Is noaeeret in that 

Cfho. WeU, tf yon were^ I never taw ywi, I waa 
not at borne. 

Don, It yoa ifem not at homt» ivfaem were 

JOU? 

Cho. I don't remember, I'll ask my wUIk 

C^ If yoa wUl aUow tte, Himtour lo Jogo^ i 



{Signs of astent from Dau- 

benton.) You were at Monsienr Ghoppard*s aboat 
four o'clock, I think, Lesurqnes ? 

Cho. {Aside.) Wby, it's not Dnbose after all» tliMI 
aU's Tight; Tm dnmbl 

Cou. It was about four o'clock, at which tiao 
phoppard was at homa. 

Let, I aeversaw him, if he were. 

Cho. And now I come to recoUeety I wai albomo 
•tfOoro'olookt ask my wife. 

Oou, IHdMoBsiear Lesorques hire oaeof yoor 
horses 9 

Cho. Yes, a skewball, with a oooktidl tad 
spavin. 

Cho. Pray was I with Monsieur Leanrques, or dli 
I hire a horse on that day ? 

CSto. No, ru take my oath of that 1/ Yon Aad m 
itaoney. 

Dau. This will not do ; it is irrelevant to the bnBl<^ 
Bess in question. 

Con. IwlahiDprovemyinnooence! 

Cho. Yes, citizen judge; we areas innocent aa 
tbe babby anbom, both of us ! 

Cou. Perhaps, Monsieur le Jnge, yon will have 
the kindness to ask Lesurques if I went to Lloark 
saint? 

Les. Not with me. 

Cko. And now, eiticen Judge, aa yon have taken 
my deposition, you will allow mdto go; I havis 
very particular business to traosaet; beefdes, I 
wantmy dinnbr, and my wife prefers it hot 

Dau. Yoor presanoe is yet needed. 

Oto. This is very piet^ treatment for a free Of- 
Qzen of the Bepablicl allow my mutton to cool ! 

Dau. ttUencel sir. Monsiear Lesurques yon will 
sit here, beside your daughtm", yon, Monsienr 
pourriol, by Moni^eur Didier, ana yon, Monsieur 
Ohopparo, by me. Itae your places at once. 

{J%eyJoso.\ 

Cho. (Murmurs.) Well, it is deucea hard to be 
pbliged to stop here, and keep the dinner waiting 
it home. 

Ut. {To Julie,) Nay, we^ not, my child, all wib 
yet be well. 
^ JtO. Pray heaven it may. 

£ea I am sure it wflL But where ia my poor 
tether? 

enter JSANHE, inirodueing an Old Man^ Ms 
DaugfOer, and «i Fot^^; JEBOME «foo enttrt 
and sUt at back. 

OM M, Yon sent for me. Monsieur 1 e Jadge. 

Dau. I did so— yon are the post-maater of Mont* 
geron, and it appears that the supposed murderen 
of the Lyons Mail Courier wore aeeti at your houae ? 

Old J£ They were. 

Dau. I am informed you can identify their per^ 
aonsl 

Let. (Atide.) Then I am cleared. 

Cho. {Atide.) The old rip ! 

out U. On the 8th, fonr men oa borsebaok 
alighted at my house. 

Nieoe. One of them whom I remarked to be a tall 
thin man, called for a large glass of brandy, with 
which I served him, I espeeially observod his ap- 
pearance, as it struck me as peculiar. 

Old M. The strongest however, I havo resorvea. 

Dau. Let ne have it 

OM M. One of the men, who had the MmeaMineo 
of a horse ebannter, inptfrom haMt Ipreeum* 
■trlkhig his boot with * riding whip ho bold ip 
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baacl, uid prefftced erery word he ipoke with an 
oftth? 

Ch<K (J4irf«.) Onna it, that's m« I 

/)att. Yoa My yoa could poaitlvely ida&Ufy this 



Old If. I conld. Soon after the pwtv hid left my 
honee, I pereeiTed that the one of whom I epoke 
jost now, had left his whip behind; I knew the 
road they had taken, and ran after him to reetore 
it, but was too late, as they were oat of ei^t; in 
about half an hour he retained, swearing uke a 
trooper, and halloing for his whip ; I returned it 
to hun, and so rooi^y did he take it, that a small 
sihrer plate dropped from it on the groand. 
1 Dau. Did he pick It npf 

j Old JL No, he was in too great a hurry, I found 
I it afterwards, and produce it Tor your inspection, 
you will see it has two letters engrayed on it, a P 
andaO. 

Dau. Monsieur Pierre Ghoppard, what do you 
say to this? 

Cho. Say, why— ota,— rU— I'U ask my wife I 

OldM. Tiiat'sthemanl Til swear to him among 
a hundred. 

Cho. Oh, he*Il swear anything-- 

Zet. I am saved! 

Jfitce. {Recoffmzing Usurquu.) And that is the 
man I aeryed with the brandy. 

JuL Great heayen! 

Post B. And I can swear to the third. 

Cho. Great cry and little wool, as the devil said 
when he sheared his pig. I suppose mine is not the 
only name that has a P and a O in it 

Dau. Possibly not, but you will perceive that the 
plate exactly fits this whip, which the OiBoer found 
at your house. 

Cho. What of that? you can't prove it is my 
whip. Ask my wife. 

Dau. In addition to that, here are two cheques 
for 500 livres each, found at your house, which 
were taken from the Courier's pocket-book; the 
numbers are 159 and 180. 

Cho. UndSe.) Bagged at last! well, what's the 
odds! 

Dau. Before I commit you to prison, have yon 
anything to say? 

Cho. No, my bleesed wife will talk for me. 

Les. Gentlemen, by all you hold saored, at least 
confess that I was not with you at Montgeron— 
that I am innocent 

Cho. We're all in the same boat 

£m. Have you any con8cieoce->have you any 
human feelings left? Courriol» one word of youn 
will save me! 

Cou. My dear sir, I have no doubt yon are ae in- 
nocent as I am myself I none of ub had anything 
tcdowithiti 

Cho Of course we hadn't, we are all innocent, 
only no one believes it (Atide.J Dubosc is eavedl 

Les. (To Old Man.) You can have no cause of en- 
mHy against me; confess you are mistaken* look 
at me well; is mine the face of a hardened villain, 
a murderer? I appeal to you. Mademoiselle, do I 
look an associate of such men as these— am I likely 
to have gamed and drunk with them ? {To BoyO 
My friend, will yon suffer an innocent man to 
mount the scaffold ? Do not let my blood rest upon 
your heads, polluting as it must your paths through 
life; on my knees I beg— I implore you; what— 
silent all ? Oh ! I shall go mad ! mad! mad 1 

Dau. {Aiide.) This is the most strange! (To Offi^ 
rer.) Convey the witnesses to my house they shall 



there sign their depositions; away witb ttie prf- 
soners to La Force. {OJIcert gtmrd ojT Camriol and 
Chofpard, DkUer looki to JvUl) SEo is *s«i"ti"g , 
poor child! 

iDiditr kad$ mUTJiMt, tOmoU /^buimg.) 

In. My child, too, gone^ without » wordl my 
oup of misery is almost full. Father, yoa a| 



Jer. Allow me, Monsieur le Juge, to wy « word 
in private to my mdiappy son. 

Dem. I will allow ten minutes, at the end of which 
time the offleen will convey him to prison for 
immediate triaL V^ 

Jer. We have no moments to lose. Listen to me, 

guilty one! 

Le$. Father, you, at least, will beUeve mo lano- 
cent? 

Jer. Keep such expressions as these for yonr 
defence before the court Let mo be spared the p«in 
of believing yon an hypocrite as well as » TiUam. 

Les. Hypocrite 

Jer. Yes ; I am neither the Judge or the Jury, on 
me these specious phrases are alllost 

Les. Father, this is too much, even these mis- 
creants had not dared to wound my feelings fhns. 

Jer. Perhaps not; nor had they, steeped as they 
are to the very heart in crime, have dared to raise 
theb: hands against a parent's life. 

Les, I!-what meanjrou, father? 

Jer, That when I rushed to the scene of blood- 
shed, attracted thither bv your victim's cries, you 
grappled with me, struck me to the ground, and 
denied with dust your father's whitened hairs ; and 
when I rose, stunned and almost inseosible, the 
bullet from your pistol grazed my arm. 

Les. Father, father! vou must be mad, or wish to 
drive me so. la murderer— a parricide I 

Jer. I saw you— clearly as I see you now ! 

Les. And is this the end of a life of honest in- 
dustry? For this have I striven to keep my name 
pv(Fe snd untahited?— for this have I amassed a 
fortune gained by daily toU? Oh! this is too 
much— 'uis too hard to bear I 

Jer. Unhappy wretch! 'tis useless to deny that 
which is clear as the sun at noonday. I have done 
all I can to averi suspicion. 1 have purposely kept 
back evidence, which, if once brought forward, must 
have condemned yoa I did so— may heaven par- 
don me for it— to preserve our name in purity, 
which, till now, has been pore and stainless as the 
mountain snow. 

Les. And must I bear this ? 

Jer. You have done well indeed ! You have 
covered an honest man with infamy, and you have 
raised yonr handagainstyourfather'slifel assassin! 
parricide 1 this is your work ! You will die by the 
hands of the executioner, an object of loathing and 
scorn to all good men ! 

Les. lammnooent! 

Jer, Coward and liar! 

Les. Father, it is not for me to boast, but my 
nerves Are as flrm, my pulse as even, as when at 
sixteen years of age I marched with my regiment 
agaUtst the enemy! Did my limbs tremble-did 
my oheek turn pale, when 1 saw my comrades fall 
like slsni^terea sheep around me? Yon Itfow 
they did not 

Jer. Away, coward. 

Les. You have called me pwrrioide— murderer-* 
now yon call me coward. 



J9r. Will yon make Hie only f«]Nin«i<m in yonr 
power, by confessing yonr crime ? 
Iju. Ko, I will not-I am goUUess! 
/er. May my cnrse— 

(Tak» Mrt a jnitoi; and i» about to fire upon 
luurgua when JEANNE en(€n and rusJut 
■bttween thtmO 

J4a, Help— help! 

Enter Officer, wih Soldier $. 

€»l. WUtmiile? 

{Dxtarmt Jerome.) 

Lee, Hasten to my daughter, Jeanne^be this 

Jea. I wiDt I wUl. 

iExiU hastily. 

Qffi. Sir, yon mnst come with me. 
Ue. Father, at leaat give me yonr hand before I 
go. 
Jer. Away, I know yon not 
IM. Father, fMher. 
Jer, My hitter corse npon yon. 

[Evite. 

litM. I cannot snpport this— my haart is broken, 
(f ottf tenteleu.) 



ACT ra. 

SOENE L'^Chamber on the Cfround Floor. 

JEANNE and JULIE diseoveredi the latter asleep on 

eofa. 

Jta. I can endure this no longer, the horrid 
eecret shall be revealed; should I keep silence 
Btill, I sht^ myself become Ijesnrqnes* murderer, 
in U^e event of his being condemned. Let me 
reflect : if I divulge what I know, niy own shame 
will be disoovered, and I shall be thrust forth a 
bemelesB wanderer. Let it be se^ my honour is but 
dnst in the balance compared with the life of this 
good man. This letter conveyed to the Judge will 
save him. 

{Showe Utttr.) 

Did, (WUhout.) Julie, Julie. 

Jea. Monsieur Didier. 

(ConctaU letter.) 

Enter DIDIEB. 

INdL JuUe. 

Jul. (Awakening.) Yea, my father. 

Did. Let me recover my breath, and 111 tell yon 
aU. Good news, good news. 

Jul Is my father acquitted? 

jHd. B« will be almost immediately. 

Jul AraTOndflfseivingme? 

Did, By all I hoidsaored, X am not 

JuL Blessings on you, dearest Tell me how 
this has happened. 

Did. Yon Know yonr father failed to prove that 
ha waa at home in Paris at 7 o'clock on the 8th 
Tpi/sttti. This proof I have been able to establish. 
Ton see when the police searched Choppard's 



THE OOtrBHSB OF LYONS. " 

to be found. Thie supplied me with a due— I im- 
mediately proceeded to Madame Choppard, and 
offered her 5,000 livres if she would give me the 
missing leaf. Fearful lest its production might 
prejudice her husband, on my assuring her to the 
contrary, and tempted by the sight of the money 
which I displayed, she broke in two pieces the 
Bli«ht horsehair seated chair, on which she was 
eit^g, and drew from thence the register. 

Jul What else does it say ? 

Did. (Reads.) ••8th Floreal. A bay horse let out 
for hire to Moqsieur Lesurques, atdO sous per hour. 
Left paris at 4 o'clock, retumed at 7 p.m. Beoeivea 
in pikyment 29 francs. Signed, Marie Choppard." 
You see, the murder was committed at half-past 
eight; the murderer could not be in Paris till ten 
--^an alibi is clearly proved, and your father is 
■»V8d. ^. ^ .- ^ 

(Cfives her register.) 

Jpl. Thank heaven! 

Did. This register must be taken instantly to 
Monsieur Daubenton. (Going.) Stay, give me your 
father's pistols. 

Jul What for? 

(Fouinard it seen pe^ng at window.) 

Did I have been dogged hither. 

Jul Dogged? 

(Placing the register on the escritoire.) 

Did. Yes ; as I left Choppard's I observed a fel- 
low certainly watchingme, and who, I am certain, 
followed me hither. His motive I am unable to 
guess, but under the circumstances, I don't like 
going out unarmed, especially as I have this re- 
gister about me ; it is of more valne than the whole 
world I 

Jid. Oh, yes, yes! 

Did Suppose we go together in a hackney coach, 
there wUl be no risk attached to that 

Jul No; I will get ready immediately. 

{Exit. 

Did. In the meantime, I'll fetch the coach ; we 
have not a moment to lose, Julie. 

iExit, 

Jea. Thank heaven, his innocence may be proved 
without my testiniony, and my shame will now be 
hidden ! Dubosc may escape— villain as he is, he is 
still the father of my child. 

(Burnt letter in candle.) 
Jul. (Witliout.) Jeanne I Jeanne! 
Jea. Coming, mademoiselle, coming I 

(Runt out. J 

(Music. Fouinard appears at window. Eeting 
no one he whistles, at gining a tigndl) 



houie!^eydIscovererthat tbeleafof his ledger, steps l^damnationf 
containing the register of horses let ont for hire, 
00 the day in question, wav missing, and nowhere I 



Fou. Quick, the coast is dear. 

(Dubose appeart.) 

Dub. All right I (They enter through window.) You 
are sure he left the register ? 

Fou. Quite • It is on the esoritolre. 

Dub. (Goet to escrUoire and tdka registerO This 
Is it Now for a little legerdemain, (fakes out pen- 
tni/e and trases letters on register.) Thare^ if any one 
can read that, I'm a Dutchman. 

Fou. Let's be off— some one's coming. 

lExit by window. 

Dub. (Replaces register where he Jound it.) Foot- 



{Not having time to escape through tfit window, 
he hides behind screen.J 
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/Ml (ZooHiif o«r.) The eoteft to •* the door. 
/«t Thii ^T«doM doonment 

iTaies regidtr, vhkh i$ folded up, plaett U l» 
note ea$e, ttndputt U in her pocket.) 
/Mb MonsiourDidler toln tbehftU: lotme light 
you. 

(Totes candle and exU wUh Jtdle. Duboee 
leavee hit hiding place, and u moHng /ot 
the window, when JmnH retwnt; theg 
meet face to faee,) 
Pub. Jeaonel 
Jea. Dnbosol 

(Chord.) 
Pub. Silence, as yon Talae yoat nfe f 
Jea» My life Is worthless, wretch! yon IwTe de- 
prived me of that which made It valuable ~ 
honoarl Cower and tarn from me ; It Is flttiiig the 
false, perjured betrayer, should slzik, coward like, 
before the poor girl that trusted to his word! 
Where now is the mockery of your solemn promises, 
your vows of love and protection for the future ? Oast 
ofK, as I have bran^ to the winds of heaven ; you 
deserted me, guiltily left ^onr ohiid to the mercy of 
the cold, unfeeling world, to perish, aye^ atart*! 
Han 1 man 1 have you a heart ? But your hour is 
come— I will denonnoe you. Murderer, yoa shall 
not escape! (Seizes him.) Help! help! 

(During the struggle the candle ie etnuk downj 
Pub. Let nie go, fool I 

Jea. Never, while I have life! Justice shall be 
done -the innocent released, the gull^ given up 
to justice I 
D'ib. Yon will repeot this. 
Jea. VilhiiD! accursed villain > had yon the 
strength of a hund ed men. you nhould not escaiw 
me! Now. villain, who triumphs! All my silent 
prayers and entreaties for assistance have been 
unheeded • wallowing in lunury, 1 was left to die 
in the streets, or turn to shame ■ you dared to point 
out that course to me, the mother of your child ! 
The worm you trampled to the earth will rise to 
crush vou. (Thejf ttruggte ^ioUntty.) To the judge f 
to the judge! 

Pub. Lights— the honseh^d alarmed! Belease 
me! 
Jm. Never! 
Pub. Then let thlst 

(Draws kn^e, BteMe Jleemne, shefaUs. Pvbosc 
darU throuyh (As window^ Servants enter 
with Ughts.) 
Jea, Kuderedl by— 

(Qeiural consternation.) 



8C1SNE IT.-.il ffan of Juitiee, with folding doors. 
Ornd'armes enter and ranne each side of door. Enter 
JEBOME. who endeavours to pass the Soldiers^ who 
oppose htm. 

Jet. I must see Monsieur Danbenton. 

Enter DAUBJQNTON. 

Dau. Let him come in. Soldiers, allow him to 
pasa 

(Theg do so and exit.) 

Jer. Thanks, thanks 1 Ii tliere any hope f 
Dau. I fear none. 



/cp. It 

my grief. 
Pau. Too musk leftve thto plaoe^ the piteonan 

will be brought here. 

Jer. Let me see him once more. I win not speak 
»Z will not even make tkldgn. On, j^t^ B&d re- 
apeet a broken-hearted father's appeal. 

Dau. It's against the rules, but I will allow yoa 



to remaio, on condition that yoa i 
are silent 

Jer. I will, I wilL Kot a sigh or ft whisper, 
though my heart bwet A thousand Mseuiiifts oft 
yoo, 

(Chmloback^ 
Enter from the Court, OHOPPABD, OOU&BIOau, 

and LESUHQUEa Theg stand *h a rmo, 

Les. A few minates more and the jury will have 
determined. 

Gho. tb swtaig a, or netore ne to the bosom of 
our blessed families. 

Enter JXJLTR and DIDIEB. Theg sftott papmt ta 
Oendamm b^^en theg oanpasa, 

Jed. tiearest father, we come to saye yon. I 
have proof tbatmjr falher wasia Vtell Mifce t&M 
of the morder* 

Les. Great heavens ! For mercy's sake keep me 
not in suspense^ 

Jul. (Producing register.) Bead this register, dated 
the 8th. 

Pid. It shows that Lesnrques had reinmed to 
Paris by half-past seven on that evening. 

Pau. f Trgmg to read registeto It is Impoaalhle for 
me to make this out. I can trace something like 
Lesurqjes, but that is alL There has evidently 
been something written here, now nearly erased 
by a pen knife, coosequently ellegible. 

Did. impossible, Julie, you never let the register 
go out of your hand i 

Jul. Only whilst i went up stairs to dress. 

tfid. Some secret tillany has been St woii:; we 
arerutoed. 

lee. And the last gleam of hope exthigoi^ed. 

Enter JfiAI^NS^ pak and aimostfnnting, theg mid 
hen 

Jea. Let me spenk before Uy strength fSlls diA 
Immediately on Mademoiselle Julie leaving ^0 
house to come hither, I was startled by the ap- 
pearance of a man in her chamber, trho had esectfil 
his entrance by the window. This man, Who I can 
identify, I endeavoured to seise, but he was too 
much for me, and made his eeoape. 

Pau. I cannot believe this, it must be false. 

Jea. Behold a witness to the truth of what I say 
-i-thongh dumb, *tl8 SiMiled fik toy blood; let this 
oonvlnee you. 

(Draws aside her tioah, emi ekowt her stfl 

stained withblood) 

Dau. This man wounded you you say. 

Jecu (Grows fa -nt.) Tes. with a Spanish knife, tn. 
the struggle I clung to mm, whe& to free himsetl, 
he struck me and fled. 

JuL Monster! 

Jea. This man, whom I know well, too wetl, is 
the living Image of Monsieur Lesnrqnes, who te tn« 
Bocent of the crime imputed to him. (Tuns to 
Courriol and Chqvpard) Can you deny that sueh is 
the fSct: speak, I charge you, M yOQ tflU h«T9 tQ 
ABsrrer here »od bere«ner. 
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Jta. Yon refuse to answer; remembep tkftt by so 
doing you cannot hope to clear yourselves. Ton 
are both guilty, and your dkK>in must be the scaf- 
fold; at least yon can die with one crime the less 
upon your consciences ; he merciful and spare the 
guiltless, restore the parent to his child. 

Cou. This is rather awkward, eh ? 

€!ho. III ask my wife, my mMbofy'v so slippery. 

Jea, You know fall wall tba« Daboso is the real 
murderer. 

Ommi. Dabose. / 

Cou, I ooofeas tiie truth— Monslear Leeurqnes is 
perfectly innocent, we and Dnhosc alone are guUty ; 
it was he that did the deed. 

Cho. Discharge us, and say no more about it. 

Dau. You confess then, that this man Duhosc, 
bears a great likeness to Monsieur Lesurques. 

Cott. I do most distinctly. 

Cho. And I say ditto ditto to the same, and now 
my conscience is one crime the lighter. 

Les. (Embracing JuJie and Didier.) My children, 
you know me innocent now. 

Cho. Dubosc has behaved in the most ungentle- 
manly manner, by never sending to enquire after 
our health ; it was he who planned the murder, and 
put the idea into our heads; we, poor innocent 
uimbs, were seduced by his bad example ; and as 
to the witnesses, they are all in error, having mis- 
taken Dubosc for Lesurques. Now I have spoken 
the truth, and I feel easier in my mind. 

Jecu Lead me hence, ( am sinking. (She is led off) 

Jer. {Ruthing fortcard.) Pardon, pardon, for the 
Tile suspicion I harboured against you, the best of 
Bons. 

{Falls sobbing at his feet.) 
Enter an Officer. 

Offt. The Jury has delivered their verdict— the 
Court requires the presence of the accused per- 
sons. 

The three PrUoners enter the Dock, guarded by Oen- 

d'arm^s, their back o- ly are sten by the audience. All 

enter the Court but JEANNE. 

President of the Court. (Hi* voice only is heard.} 
Baving heard the prosecution, and the accused 
having been found guilty of murder by a jury of 
their countrymen, the Tribunal of the Eepublic con- 
demns Courriol, Lesurques, and Cboppard, to death 
by decapitation. 

(Julie tcreamsj and is led out by Didier.) 

Jea. And tiiis is the sentence rendered to an in- 
nocent man? He must fall before a chain of 
mystery and eircumstantial evidence? A father 
and a family sacrificed to save a villain from the 
scafTold. No, not while I breathe, or have power 
to make myself felt or heard. Justice 1 justice I A 
iroman now holds the scales ; look to the balance. 



SCENE 111.—A portion of the Place de Greve. On 
one side a low wine house, with balcony over the 
pillars of the door. Groups of peoph waitin /, talk- 
ing eameatty, and pointing to the Palace of Justice. 

FOUINaED seen peeping over the balcony. 

Fou. We're all secure, our worthy friends will pay 
their respects to the guillotine in a few minutes, 
and our secret is in the grave. That is, always 
proTiding my inestimable friend and companion 
Dubosc retains his senses, and remains sober; 



should he persevere in his bad hab!ls» much as i 

respect him, to save myself, I shall denounce him, 

and live a faithful citizen to our glorious republic. 

Dub. Foulnard, skulker, where are you? Brandy ; 

no shirking the glass. 

Feu. Unamiable savage, hush! 

(Retires from window. Bell heard.) 

Fou. Truly our great republic makes short work 
of her chQdren. To be accused is to die. The guillo- 
tine is ever craving for its food. 

Dub. More wine; brandy; let's have more; my 
brain is on fire. 

Fou. Don't yon think, my dear friend, you have 
had enough ? Besides, consider how imprudent it 
is for you to remain here, shouj^-you be oeen. 

Dub. (Excited with liquor, sings) "Come, give me 
good wine, 'tis your birthday or mine; and we'll 
never think of to-morrow." 

Fou. But don't you see you may be recognised. 

Dub. I cannot; I have hired this balcony pur- 
posely, and if you dare to move, I'll throw you 
into the street There is nothing amuses me more 
than an execution. Vive la guillotine ! 

Fou. (Half aside.) Wretch! 

Dub. I suppose you'd be devilish glad if I were 
in Lesurques* place ? D«-m— me, if I thought so, 
I'd throttle you. 

Fou. My kind, agreeable friend, do not excite 
yourself. (Ha^aside.) The letter must have reached 
its destination, and they will soon be here. 

Dub. No muttering. Give me wine ; a bottle, a 
dozen bottlea 

Fou. (Pours out wine.) There, now, pray be quiet. 
Bern ember you have business in hand. There is 
the young lady. 

Dub. Of course there is. I must carry Jeanne off. 
A little gentle violence will do her no barn). She 
is the only woman who really took my fancy. 

Fou. Mow is my time. Dubobc, your sand is 
run. 

(Watches an opportunity, and exits as into 
house.) 

Dub. Fouinard I The fool has gone. The cart 
bearing the condemned— Courriol, Choppard, and 
Lesurques. How do yon like it, my fine fellows ? 
(Withdraws into house.) 

(The three prisoners enter, guarded by gen- 
dCarvMS, and followed by a crowd of people; 
iheystop beneath the balcony.) 

Chop* Again I repeat it On the word of a dying 
man, Lesurques is innocent I Don't suffer him to 
be hung up like a dog ; hanging's too good for met 

People. Yes, yes I He is innocent t 

Les. My friends, I thank you for this manifesta- 
tion of your feeling towards me. I leave behind 
me my daughter and my aged father. I bequeath 
them to the nation. Let not my name be branded 
with scorn— I die innocent Posterity will do ma 
justice. 

Je". My son— my son! 

Off. (To gendarmes.) Proceed ! 

(They move on, amid the groans cf <.V fspv- 
lace, aud extt. After a pause. DUBuSO 
appears on balcony, wildly excited.) 

Dub. They approach the scaffold I Hurrah I Vfve 
la liberty ! vive la guillotine I 

(A t this moment, several gmd^armes enter beimo 
balcony. Daubenton U mth them, alsQ 
Jeanne.) 
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Jta. 'Ti»he<-t)M marderM la there! (^oi)i(«im.) 
There! Stop the execntloal I have proofs— ne 
fchsll be nutehed from deelhl VUUio, yon ihall 
not escape me now. Help I help I 

{Mu$ie. Davitnfon rudus <^ uftur Litur- 

Jues. Jeanne climbs up balcony and eeUtt 
>ubo»c, thef etruggle, he levels a pUM ai 
her head ; it miueefire ; ht then aliempts to 
4K<tpe through houie; the ciinge to him, 
hanging over the balcony; he is met by 
*^ Jerome and gendCarmes, who enter on balcony 
through houH ; bell toll* ; theyjire at him ; 
he/aUs on balcony.) 



Jta, Wrtleh, yo« haTO paid the forfeit ot ^otk 
Gilmee, and I am ftTeagedl 

Yoim,iWiikauL) SaTedl aavedl 

(Lesurques brougU in by Daubenion, IHeMf 
and JuUt clinging to Mm; Jerome /bUm o 
his ntck as h* sitUts in prayorj 

Jer. My aoii-^mT Innocent son! Utv— ltT»l « 
Meeting to your f atlMr's heart I 

LesTlij father bleesea bei Ohfld. 
melngratltadetoHtanthatipared oarnaaMtxoE 
infuny, and roilgi«d a ■inking wreteli to happ 
nait and life. iExettn 



BARBAROSSA. 

A TBAGBDT, IN FIVE ACTS— BY JOHN BROWN. 
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IPerfions ^lepsentei). 



BABiASoaaA. 



AlAOIN. 
YVBBT. 



OtnOBBS. 



Zaphiba. 
Irbvb. 

Sbmira. 



AOTL 
SOXN£ I.— win Apartment in tU Palac$, 
Mntmr OTHMAN and a Stan. 
Q0t. A itraogtr. tay'tt thou, tkat miquires of 

Ofhmanr 
move. Be doe% and iraiti admlttaiiot. 
CMA-DidheteU 
Bit Bame aaA ^oality? 

<»(i«t.Thath«dM]ia*d: 
B«t cOed biqifelf tby friesd. 



Oth* Where didit thou lee him f 

^avt. ET'n now. wbUe twUight elea'd the day 
lip&edhim 
Uoiing amid the mint of yon tower 
That OTerhanga the flood. 

Oth. What can thii meanf 
Oondact the atranger to me. _ 

Perhaps lome worthy dtisen retoni'd 
From TOlontary exile to Algiers, 
Oaoe known in happier days. 



bi 



IS 



BABBABOSSA. 



Entir 8ADI 



Ali,Ssdlh6ret 

My hononr'd frtend 1 

SadC StADd off i poHnte me sot: 
Th6M k09e«( Mm, tbp* wcrn with wtat, disdain 
Thy gorgeoul trappings, eitni*d by fonl dfahonoor. 

0th. Forbear thy raah reproaches: for beneath 
This habit, which to thy mietaken eye 
Gonflrma my guilt, I wear a heart as tme 
Aa Sadfs to my king. 

Sadi. Why then beneath 
Thia coraed roof, this black Qsurper^a palaoe, 
Dar'at thoo to draw infected air, and UTe 
The alave of insolence f 
OabamAl to dwell 

"With morder, lost, and rapliie I did he not 
Gome from the depths of Baroa'a soUtnde 
With fUr pretence of faith and firm alliance? 
Did not oor gntefal King, with open anxM^ 
~ — O fatal howl 



BeoeiTO him aa his gneat ? 
Did he not then with hot, adnlt'rooa eye, 
Oaae on the Qneen Zaphira 1 yea, *twaa hu^ 
Lust gaTe th* iaftomal whiaper to Ua sonl. 
And hade him murder, if he would enjoy. 
Yet tbon, peiniciona traitor, onabaah'd 
Oawt wear the murd'ier'a badge. 

Cih. Ifiatakenmanl 
Yet still I love thee : 

Still niiproTOked by thy intemperate seal. 
Could poaaion prompt me to licentious apeeeh, 
Bethiuk thee ; might I not reproach thy flight 
With the foal namea of fear and perfl^ ? 
Didat thou not fly when Barbarosaa's aword 
Beeked with the blood of thy brave oountrymenY 
What then did 1? Beneath thia hated roof, 
Ib pity to my widow'd qneen— » 

8(kH. In pity f 

0th, Yea, Sadi; heftVn ia irttDMO, pi^ Bwa7*d 



Sconlng fiiB boirtd nnloa Meantime, he, 
WUh ceiaalata hats, puraoee her exil'd aon ; 
Ere thia, perhaps, he bieedSL A mnrderiiif raffiaz: 
Is sent to watch his steip^ and ptnpgf (he dagger 
Into his gi^tlesabreaaT^ 

Sadi. Lb this thy faith? 
Tam^ely to witness such deeds of horror I 
Give me thy poignard! lead me to the tyrant. 
What tho* surrounding guarda— — 

0th. Bepreaa thy rage.' 
Thou wilt alarm the palace^ wilt infolr* 
Thyself, thy fri^fld, in ruin. Haatefhee hence; 
Haate to the iifti'is|it of our loyal frienda, 
And let matniw CQijbBels rule thy zeal. 

SadL Yet let tis ne^er forget our prinoe'a vrronga 
Bemember, Otbmon, fand let vengeance rise) 
How in the paqpsof death, and in hia gore 
Welt'rlng. w« tooad ou^fi^ce 1 
Eia royalbloikL 
Thelife4)ioodof hla people^ o>rfhebeih 



With honest guile I did inroll my 

7n the black list of Barbaroesa's friends: 

In hope that some propitious hour might rise, 

When heaven would daah the murderer from hia 

throne. 
And give young Sellm to his orphaa'd people^ 

Sadi. Indeed ! canst thou be tme ? 

Otk, Bnhm'n, lam. 

AkK. Why, then, dissemble thus? 

0th. Have I not told thee? 
I held ItT^n, to stem the tyrant's power, 
By the weak efforta of an iU-tim'd rage. 

Sadi I find thee honeat: and with prid* 
Will Join thy counsels. 
Can aught, uyfHend, be done ? 
Can aught be dared? 
We groan beneath the scourge. 
Thia yery mom, on false pretenoe of ▼e&geaao» 
For the foul murder of our honoured king, 
Five g^tle^B wretobea perishVl on the rack: 
O my devoted eonntry ) 

Bat say, the widow'd queen; my beart bleeds for 
her. 

Oih. If pain be life, she Uvea tbot in sooh woe 
As want and slavery might tiew with pity, 
And bless their happier lot 
Eemm'd round by terrors. 
Within this ornel palaee^ onoe Ike aast 
Of ev'ry joy, thro' s0ven long tedlooa years^ 
She mourns her murdered lord, hev eatftedao^ 
Her people fall'n : the murderer of her lord, 
Botorning now from eonquest o'er the Moors, 



Tempta her to marriage; bn^ with noible llnnnes^ 
Surpiwaing female, ahe rejeote his vows. 



SfCS^ 



ite, and eeek 



lanpurple^ Ob,r«iMmberl 

OOL BwM no| n J leaL 
onf MeoAi* 
Near tothe wesltm poH Aknanior diPilta, 
Yet unseduced tis Barbanpi'a power. 
He will diaclote to thee, tfEj^be heard 
Of Selim'e safal^, or (whai tere I dreadj 
Of Selim's Mth. Thence ita$ may oor resolves 
Be drawn bsroaffir. 

SadL I obey thee. 
Near to tin weetem port, thoa say'st ? 

0th. Kv'n there. 
Close by the blasted paTnBhtree,wbere the mosque 
O'erlooka the city. Haste Ihee ^ace, my friend. 
I would |»t have thee found wWk these walls. 

iFlourith.) 
And hark— these warlike sounds ^f^claim th' ap- 
proach .- . - 4jj<^ 
Of the proud Barbaroaaa^ wi0i Ui klOL 
Begone. -n 

SadL M» dim ^Useaaeand r^afflmrft 
Hang o'er his stt»p8 1 Fa^^veH '«^member, Oth- 



Thy queen's, thy prince's, and thy oonntry'a wrong 

IJSxitSadi. 
0th. ^^en 1 forget Chem, be contempt my lot 1 
Yet for the love I bear them, I muat wrap 
My deep reaentmenta in the specious gniae 
Of smilea, and fair deportment 

9nt«r BABBABOSSA, Ouards, dc 

Bar. Valiant Othman, 
Are those vile slaves impafd? 

0th. My lord, they are. 

Bar. Did not the rack extort jeotafession from 
them? 

0th. They died ol>dfaM(te : while the melting 
crowd 
Wept at their groans and angoSsh. 

Bar. Curse on thelt womanish hearts I 
But why aits that sadnaaa en thy brow, f 
While joy for my return. 
My sword victodeaa, and tba Moon o'etfhmtiB, 
Besounds through all my palace t- 

0th. Mighty warrioral 
The soul intent on offlceiTof k>»ev 
Will oft neglect or seora the weaker fntti 
Which smiles or speech can give. 

Am-. Well, be it so. 



BABBAB0SS4. 



MKtroby'sjniffnle 



U 



. _ 1 arniB, Z voQtd tficoive 

Young Setim, Would restore the crown which deftth 
Bef t from h^ father's head, he scorns my bounty. 
And proadly kmdles w&r In foreign climes 
Against my power, who sav'd his bleeding coontry. 

Enter ALADIN. 

Aladitu Braye piinea, I bring thee tiding! 
Of high conoemment to Algiers andtheei. 
Yonng Selim Js no mora 

0th. BeHjia Is no more 1 

Bar, Why that astonishmentt 
He was onr bitterest foe. 

0th. So perish all thy causeless enemies. 

Bar. How died the prince, and where? 

Atadin. The rnmour tellA, 
That flyiqg to Oran, he thejQfrteK'd snccoort 
From Feimnand of Spain, mtide Algiers. 

Bar, Fhom Christian dogs! 

0th. Howl league with infidels! 

AtaOSn. And there hfl|d cooAoa wiSh the bAoghty 
Spahlftrd, 
To conquer and dethroots thM; ted in Tain : 
For in a dark encounter wlu two slaves^ 
Wherein «he one fell by hia jouthful arm, 
Selim at length was fllsln. 

Bar. Ungrateful b<^! . 

Oft have I courted him to meet my klnanesi^ 
But still in vain ; he shunn'd me lilce a peatilencd: 
Nor could t e'er behold him, since the down 
Covered his mvUy cheek. How many years 
Numbe^'d he? 

0th. I think, vcarce thirteen when his father 
died. 
And now some twen^. 

Bar. Othman, now lor proof 
Of undissembled service. . Well I know. 
Thy long experienced fa^th hath placed thM high 
lu the queeif 8 confidence : 
Othman, she must be won. 
Plead thou my cause of love : 
Hake her but mine, 
And such reward shall crown thy aeal, 
As shall outsoar thy wishes. 

0th. Migh^king, 
Where duty olds, igo. 

Bar. Then haste thee, Othman, 
Ere yet the rumour of her son'a deoeaaa 
fittth reached her ear; 
Tell her I come, borne on the wings of love I 
Haste, fly, I follow thee. 

lExU Othman. 
Now, Aladki, 

Now fortune hears ns to the wlsh'd-for port 
This was the rook I dreaded. Dost not think 
The attempt was greatly daring ? 

Alaiin, Bold as needfal. 
What booted it to cut the old serpent off, 
While the young adder nested In his place? 

Bar. True : Algiers is mine 
Without a rival. . 
Yet I wonder much, 
Omar returns not : Omar, whom I sent 
On tm high trust I fear, 'tis he hath fallen. 
]Mdst thou say two slaves encountered SeUffl t 
AladbL Ay, twos 'tia nunoar'd so. 
Bar. Anftttiatonefen? 

Aladin. By Selim's hand ; while his compaiUoil 
Fbuted U0 happier steel In Selim's beart 



Bar. Omar, I fear, is fallU From my right 
hand 
X gave my signet to the trttsty sIsts ; 
And bade him send it, as the certain pledge 
Of Selim*s death, if 6lekness or captlrity 
Or wayward fate, should thwart bis quick retnrtL 

A ladin. The rumour yet is youog ; perhaps, fore- 
runs 
The trusty slave's approach. 
. Bar. We'll wait th' event 
Meantime give out that now the Widow*d queen 
Hath dried her tears, preiar'd to cruwn my love 
By marriage rites ; spread wide the flattering Xaikt 
For if persuasion win not her consent 
Pow*r shall compel 

This night my wiU devotes to feaat and joy. 
For conquest o*e^ the Hoor. Hence, Aladln : 
And see the night-watch dose the palace roond. 

IBxUAktiiB* 
Now to the queen. My heart expandi with liojpe; 
Let high ambition floorish : in Selim's blood 
Its root is struck : from this, the rising Mem 
Proudly shall braaob o'er AfrU>*l ooattnaali 
And stretoh firom Miore tothbte^ 

Bnt^'lRWK. 

My wayward daughter ; still wUl thy folly tbwari 
Bach purpose of my soul? When pleasures 

qwing 
Beneath our feet thou spum'st the profler'd 

boon, . 
To dwell with sorrow. Why these sullen tears? 

Irene. Let not these tears offend mj iMbai^p 
eye; 
They are the tears of pity. From the queen 
t come, thy suppliant 

Bar. What would'st thou urge? 

Irene. Thy dread return from war, 
And proffer d love, have open'd ev'iy wound 
The soft and lenient hand of time had doa'd. 
If ever gentle pity touched thy heart 
Urge not thy command 
To see her: her distracted soul is bent 
To mourn in solitude. She asks no mor& 

Bar. She mocka my love. How many tadkw 



Have I endur'd her coyness 1 • Had not war, 
And great ambition, call'd me from Algiers, 
Ere this my pow'r had reached what ahe dsniiA, 
But there's a oaoae which tonohes on my peaces 
And bids me brook no more her falae deu^ 

Irene. Oh, frown not thus I 
But look more kindly on me, 
liCt thy consenting pity mix with mine^ 
And heal the woea of weeping majesty, 
tJnhapny queen I 

Bar. What means that gushing tearf 

Irene. Oh never shall Irene taste of ptaotb 
While poor Zaphira mourns, 

Bar. Is this my child? 
Perverse and stubborn I as thou lov'st thy peaoe 
Dry up thy tears. What! damp the general 

triumph, 
That echoes through Alglef«! which now shall 

pierce 
The vaulted heav'n, as soon as faaae shall apiead 
Young Selim's death, my empire's Mtt'reat foe. 

Irene. O generous Selim 1 

Bar. Ah I there's more in this. 
Tell me, Irene, on thy duty tell me^ 



BABBA1088A. 



Whf , ftt tUa dttailad nuM or CtaUn, 
Afrtih thy torroir ttntnuT 

Inm. Tat^IfdUltUthM^ 
For h« to gone, and drMdt thy h«te no aaort ; 
My fofhor imowe, th*t Mtfoe fit* moons are pMt 
Blnoo th« Moon Mls'd, ud aold me 1 Ontn, 
A hopeleee capttre In • foreign clime. 

Bar. Too well I know* and roe the fatal day. 
Bnt what of this t 

ircRi. Oft have I told thee. 
Bow. nUdat the thron& a yoath appear'd : his eye 
Brifht as tho morning star. 

Ar. AndwaaitSeUmf 
DMharedeamtfaeef 

Jrwa With vnaparing band 
Ba paid tb*aaotted ransom; at his feet I wept, 
DlMplVd in tears of gratitude and Joy. 
Boi when I told my quality and birth, 
Ha started at the name of Barharossa; 
Tet with leoorery mlld« 

** Oo to AlgieiSb" ha orled ; ** protect my mother, 
And be to her what Selim is to thee." 
XTea snob, my IMhar. was the gen'rons youth, 
Whoi, by the hands of Uoody, tuoody men, 
Ilea nnnber'd with the dead. 

Bar. AmaaementohillBmet 
Waa this thy nnknown friend oonoeal'd from me ? 
rals^fatthieBaohiIdl 

Jrmt. Oonld gratitade do less f 
He said thy wrath porea'd him ; thence conjnr'd 

me 
Not to roTeal his name. 

Ban. Thon treacheroas maldt 
To stoop to freedom from thy fathei's foet 

Irmt. Alas, my father, 
He never was thy foe. 

Bar, What, plead for Selim t 
O. coward! trait'reas to thy father's glory! 
Tnoa shoald'st have liv'd a slaTe, been sold to 

shame, 
Been banished to the depths of howling deserts, 
Been anght but what thoa art, rather than blot 
A father's hononrby a deed so vile. 
Henoe from my right! hence, thou nnthankful 

child! 
Beware thee ; shon the queen: nor taint her ear 
With Selim's fate. Tes, she shall crown my love ; 
Or, by our prophet! she shall dread my pow'r, 

[Exit. 

Irene. Unhappy queen. 
To what new scenes Of horror art thou doom'd ! 
She but entreats to die 

bi her dear father's tent; thither, good queen, 
My care shall speed thee, while suspicion sleeps. 
What tho' my frowning father pour his rage 
On my defe n c el e s s head; yet innocence 
Shall yield her firm support, and consdous virtue 
Gild all my days. Oould I but save Zaphira, 
Let the storm beat; I'U weep and pray till she. 
And heaVn, forget my father a'er was cruel 

[Exit. 



Aorn 

SCENE L— AnotAcr ApartnunL 

ZAPHIBA discovered. 

Zaph. When shall I be at peace? O, righteous 
heav'n, 



BtNBflhia tny IMnliBt iMd, whlflh fate wottU Hh 
ToeoolldeBoalBthael tatwoeaottwoM | 

O'arwhalmaa! flntmyhaabaBd,iio«riiij«oiv 
Bo^dead! bothalu^ter'dbythattloodrbaBa 
rhat Infema 



Of Barbaroesa! what! 

Unehaln'd thee from thy native dspOt of IMD 
To atalk the earth with thy deetmottve tnlq. 
Murder and lust, to wake domestio p— oa 
And every hearti^elt Joy. 

i^aler OTHMAM. 

OfMthftalOfhman, 

Our fears were true;— my Selim is no OMm 

C(A Has the fatal aecret reaob'd thiaa atrf 
Inhuman tyrant! 

Zamh. Strike him, heav'n, with thuater 1 
Nor let Zaphira doubt thy providenoe. 

(MA TwasthatwefMtf'd. Oppoae nntlieavVt 
highwlll. 
Nor ainggle with tha taa-f Old ohala of fUa 
That links tfaee to thy woes. Oh, vatfaor yWd, 
And wait the happisr hour, when Innocence 
Shall weep no more. Beat in that pleaaing hopi^ 
And yieU thyseif to biaTaD, ny hottov^ qiMS; 
The king— 

Eapk. Whom styrst Hioa king ? 

OM. *TisBarbarossa. 

JM. DoesheassametbaiiiiDaof UiMtf 

0<A He does. ^^ 

Eaph. O titte vilely pnrohaa'd! by the Mood 
Of innocence 1 by trsachery and murder! 
May heav'n, incensed, pour down its veogieaaoe on 

him; 
Blast all his joys, and turn them Into horror. 
Till phrensy rise, and bid him curse the hour 
That gave his crimes their birth. My faithful Oth- 



My sole surviving prop ; ean'st thon deviaa 

No secret means, by which I may escape 

This hated palace? With undaunted step 

I'd roam the waste, to reach my father's vales 

Of dear Mutija. Can no means be found 

To fly theee black'ning horrors that surroond me ? 

Za^ That hope Is vain ; the tyrant knows thy 
hate. 
Hence^ day and ni^t, his guards environ thee. 
Bouse not^ then, his anger; 
Let soft persuasion and mild eloquence 
Redeem that liberty, which stem rebuke 
Would rob thee of for ever. 

Zojph. An injur'd queen 
To kneel for liberty ; and, oh, to whom ? 
Ev'n to the murd'rer of her lord and son ! 
0, perish first, Zaphira 1 yes, I'll die ; 
For what is life to me ? my dear, dear lord. 
My hapless child— yes, I will follow yon. 

0th. Wilt thou not see him, then ? 

Ze^h. I will not, Othman ; 
Or if I dOb with bitter impreeatlott, 
More keen thaa poison shot from aoipeats* toaguis 
I'll ponrmy onraea on him. 

0th. win Zaphira 
Thus meanly Bhik in wonati^ fmitlesa raga, 
When Bhe shonld wake revrnga? 

Zafh. Bevenge? tell me<- 
Tell ma but how? what can a helploia womaa? 

0th. Oain but the tyrant'a le^vo, and roadi thy 
fiather : 
Pour thy oomplataits before him; Utttayi 
Kindle his inalgnation, to pursue 
This vile usurper, tOl unoeasiog war 
Blast his ill-gotten pow*r* ^ 
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ZtK/lh. Ah, tt7*Bt Ihon, Otimuui ? 
I Thy words haTe shot like lightning thro* my 

frame ; 
And all my sool^e on fire! Thou faithfol friend I 
Tas, viih more gentle apeeoh I'll soothe his pride'; 
Begain my freedom ; reaeh my father's tents ; 
There pahit my coantlees woes. His kindling rage 
Shall wake the Talleys into honest Tengeance : 
The sndden storm dudl poor on Barbarossa, 
And eT'ry giowlag warrior sleep his shaft 
In deadlier poison, to psrenge my wrongs. 

OIA. There spoke the Qneen. Bat as thon loT'st 



Toooh not on Selim's death. Thy sonl will kindle 
And passion moont in flames that will consume 
thee. 
Soph. My mnrderad son! Yes, to rerenge thy 



iExU. 



ru speak a langosge which my heart disdains. 
Otk Pvaoe^ peace! the tyrant comea Now, hi- 
jur^d qneen. 
Plead for my freedom, hope for jost rcYenge, 
And check each rising passion. 

inttr BABBABOSSA. 

Bar. Hail, sovereign falrl in whom 
Beaoty and majesty conspire to charm! 
Behold the conqn'ror. 

Zaph. OBarbarossa, 
No more the pride of conqoest e'er can charm 
My widow'd heart "^ith my departed lord 
My loTe lies bory'd. 

Then torn thee to some happier fair, whose heart 
May crown thy growing love with love sincere ; 
For I hate none to give. 

Bar. Love ne'er would die : % 

*Tto the soul's cordial ; 'tis the fount of Ufe ; 
Therefore should spring eternal in the breast : 
One object lost, another should succeed. 
And all our life be love. 

Zaph. Urge me no more:— Thon might'st with 
•e^ual hope 
Woo the cold marble, weeping o'er a tomb, 
To meet thy wishes! But If gen'rous love 
Dwell in thy breast, vouchsafe me proof sincere : 
GMve me safe convoy to the native vales 
Of dear Mntija, where my father reigns. 

Bar. Oh,bUnd to proffer'd bliss! what, fondly 

This pomp 

Of empire^ for an Arab's wand'rlng tent ! 

Where the moek chieftain leads his vagrant tribes 

From plain to plain, and faintly shadows out 

The majesty of kings !<— Far other Joys 

flere shall attend tBy oalL 

Submissive realms 

Shall bow the neck; and swarthy kings and 

queens. 
From the far distant Niger and the Kile, 
Drawn oaptive at my oonqn'ring chariot wheels, 
Shall kneel before thee. 

^opA. Pomp and pow*r are toys, 
Which ev'n the mhid at ease may well disdain; 
But, ah! what mockery is the tinsel pride 
Of splendour, when the mind 
lies desolate withhil Bnoh, such, is mine! 
O'erwhehn'd with ills^ and dead to every Joy % 
Envy me not this last request, to die 
In my dear father's tents! 

Bar. Thy ynit is vain 

Ze^ Thns kneeling at thy feet,— p« 



Bar. Thon thankless fair ! 
Thus to repay the labours of my love, 
Bad I not seu'd the throne when Selim died. 
Ere this, thy foes had laid Algiers in ruin : 
I eheok'd the warring pow'ra, and gave you peace. 
Make thee but mine, 

I will descend the throne, and call thy son 
From banishment to empire. 

Z<Bm*. Oh,myheart! 
Can I bear this?— 

Inhuman tyiantl Onrses on thy head 1 
May ore remorse and anguish haunt thy throne. 
And gender hi thy bosom fell despair! 
Despair as deep se mine! 

JBsr. What means Zaphha? 
What means this burst of grief ? 

Zaph. Thou fell destroyer! 
Had not guilt steel'd thy heart, awak'ning con- 



Would ilaSh conviction on thee, and each look, 

Shot from these eyes, be arm'd with serpent hor- 
rors. 

To turn thee hito stones! Belentlessman! 

Who did the bloody deed? Oh, tremble, guilt, 

Where'er thon art!~Look en me ; tell me, ^ytant ! 

Who slew my blameless son ? 
Bar. What envious tongue 

Bath dar'd to taiat my name with slander ? 

Thy SeUm lives: Nay, more, he soon shall reign. 

If thou consent to bless me. 
Zaph. Never ! Oh, never—Sooner would I roam 

An unknown exile through the torrid climes 

Of Airick, sooner dwell with wolves and tigers. 

Than mount with thee my murder'd Selim's 
throne! 
Bar. Bash queen, forbear! think on thy captive 
state; 

Eemember, that wfthbi these palace walls 

I am omnipotent :— Yield thee, then ; 

Avert the gathering horrors that surround thee. 

And dread my pow'r incens'd. 
Zaph. Dares thy licentious tongue pollute mine 
ear 

With that foul menace!— Tyrant ! Dread'st thou 
not 

Tb* all seeing eye of heav'n, its lifted thunder. 

And all the redd'ning vengeance which it stores 

For crimes like tUne?— xet know, Zaphira sooms 
thee. 

Tho' robb'd by thee of every dear support. 

No tyrant's threat can awe the free bom soul. 

That greatly dares to die. 

Bar. Where should she learn the tale of Selim's 
death? 

Oould Othman dare to tell it? If he did. 

My rage shall sweep him, swifter than the whirl- 
wind. 

To instant death! 

EwUr ALADIN. 

O.Aladin! 

Timely thon eom'si, to ease my lab'ring thoaght, 
That swells with indignation and despair. 
This stubborn woman— 

AlacSn. What, uneonqnered BtUl? 

Bar. The news of Selim's fate hath reach'd hei 
ear. 
Whence could this come ? « 

Aladm, I can resolve the doubt. lih 

female slave, attendant on Zaphira, 



** BABBABOSaA. 

O'mrhaud the metimgw wlio brangfat Che UI0. 
And fftve it to her ear. ^ 

An*. Perdition seize hert 
Kor thretts can moTe, nor promiM now iMart 
Her haughty Bottl : Nay, she deflei my poir'r ; 
And talks of death, as if her female form 
Inahrln'd some hero's spirit 

Aktdin. Let her rage foam, 
I bring thee tidings that will ettft tht TMkfn. 

Bar, Say'stthou? Speakon. OglTe me qoiek 
relief! 

Alam. The gallant yonth Is edmd who ble^^er 
son. I) ' 

Bar. "Who, Omar ? 

Aladm, No; unhappy Omar fd& 
Bjr Selim's hand. But Achmet, whom fae Joined 
His brave associate, so the youth bids tell tCle^ 
Itoveog'd his death by Selim's. 

Bar. Qallantyonthl v^ 

Bears he the signet ? 

AlatMn. Ay. 

Bar, That sp^aka him tnie. Oondnet him, 

iBT» dUatn, 
Thia ia beyond my hope. The aeoret pledge 
Beetor'd, prevents suspicion of the deedi 
While it oonflrms it donei 



BtUar SSLQi, difguiied Oi Aehmet, and ALADIN. 

«SW<ni. Hail, mighty Barbarossa! As the pledge 

^Kneels.) 
Of Selim's death, behold thy ring foetor'd:^ 
This pledge wUl speak the ntk 

Bar. Bise, valiant youth ; 
Bat flnt, no more a s]ave~l give thee f reedomt 
Thou art the yonth whom Omar (now no more) 
Jof n'd his ooupeoion in tUto brave «ttempti? 

Selim. lam. 

Bar, Then tell me how yon sped. Where found 
ye 
TfaatlnaolMitf 

SOitn, We found him at Oran, 
Flettlngdeep miaohief te thy throne and people. 

Bar. Well ye repaid the traitor. 

Sdim, As we ooghX 
While night drew on, we leapt i^on our pfey. 
Full at hie heart brave Omar aim'd the poniard. 
Which Selhn shunning, wrench'd it from his hand, 
Thenplnng'ditinhisbreeatk I hasted on, 
Too late to savei yet I reveng'd my friend : 
My thirsty dagger with repeated blows 
Seardi'd every artery : They fell together, 
Gasping in -folds of mortal enmity: 
And thus in frowns expired. 

Bar. Well hast thou sped : 
The dagger did Its office, faithful Achmet! 
And nigh reward shall wait thee.— One thfag 

more — 
Be the thought fortunate I Go, seek the queen, 
For know, the rumour of her Selim's death 
Hath reach'd her ear: Hence dark suspicions 

rise, . . . 

Glandng at me. G 0, tell her that thoo saw'st 
Her son expire; that with his dying breath. 
He did conjure her to receive my vow% 
And give her country peace. 

.SMer OTHMAN. 
Most welcome, Othman. 
Behold this gaUaatfltranger. Heh«(hdoae 



The ^te good eenrioe. Le» eome high mnaa 

ruonouet mm to the queen ; for he hath news. 
Worthy her ear, from her departed son. 
Such as may win her love. Oom*. Aladln : 
xne banquet waits our presence ; festal joy 
Laughs in the mantHng goblet; and the nicht. 
mumta'dbythetaper1&2«»ngbeatti, ^^ 
Bivala departed day. 

iJhBmatBariammmd Aladm, 
_ Bairn, What anxious thoogtii 
BoHs In thine eye, and heaves thy hb-WM bi«^ y 
Why Join'st thou not the loud exeeet <rffe5r^ 
That rtots thro* the palace ? '^ 

0th. Dar'st thontell me 
On what dark errand thou art here ? 

BBtifh. I dare, 
post thou not percefvethe savage lines of blood 
Deform my visage? Bead*8t noftt my eye 
Bemorseless fury?— I am S^m's mntd'rer. 

0th. Selim's murd'rerl 

Sdim. Start not from me. 
KjT daffger thirsts not but for regal blood— 
Why this amaxem«it ? 

Off*- Amaaementt Het ti» well t 'He ae it should 

He was indeed a fee to Baibarossa. 

BdinL And therefore to Algiers: -Was it not so f 
Why dost thou pause: What passion dttftesihy 

0th. Fate, do thy wont! I can no more dis- 
sembla 
Can I unmov'd behold the murd'rfng rui&aiL 
Smear'dwithmyprinoeli bloodf Ge^ teUihe ty- 
rant^ 
Othman defies his pow'r; that, tlrM with lifei 
He dafts his bloody hand, and pleads to die. 
Belm. What, dld^st thou love this Selim ? 
0th. All men lov'd him. 
He was of such unmix'd and Mam^Aese quaHty. 
That envy, at his praise stood tnnte, nor dafd 
To sttUy his fair name. Semorselees tynml « 
Saim. I do commend thy f aillL And Bhicd thou 
lov*sthlm, 

FU whisper to thee, that with honest goile 
have deceiv'd this tyrant BarbartMnuk 
Belhn is yet alive. 

0th. Alive! 

Betim. Nay, more— 
Selim is in Algiers. 

0th. Impossible I 

BMm. Nay, If then donbrsi^ I*n bring him hither. 
straight ^ • 

0th. Not for an empire I 
Thou might'st as weU bring tiie devoted Iamb 
Into the tiger's den. 

Selim. But I'll bring him 
Hid in such deep ffisguies, as ehall deHde 
Suspicion, tho* she wear the lynx's e^rei. 
Kot even thyself oould^st knew bim. 

0th. Tes, sure ; too sure te hasard wtk aa awfid 
trial 
: saim. Yet seven revolving year*, worn eut 
In tedioBS exile, mkj have wrought euch chaoco 
Of voice and feature, tn the state of ydn^] 
As might elude thine eye. 

0th. No time oaa blot 
The mem'ry of his sweet majeello mieai 
The lustre of his eye ! beeidM, le w^ 
A mark indelible, a beanteoes eoar, 
ttftde on his f oreheiid by a fottom pafd, 
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"Which, ruslkiBgoii tato meUrtr, Seliixi b1«w. 
Saim. A BCfttl ^ ^ 
OtfL Av, on M» ffwNrtwtA 

0«. irhamdoIaee?ftmiaw»ko,ioyp»<»«^ 

{KneeU.} 

My honour'd honour'd king. 

Selim. Rise, faithftdOtlimanj 
Thus let me thank thy truth I 

{Embraces hvuK) 

Oth. O happy hour! __„ 

aelim. Why dost thon tremWe thns ? 'Why grasp 
my hand? ^ ^ ^ v* 

And why that urgent gaaeT Thoa oan'et not donh* 
me? 
Oih. Ah, nol I see thy sh* in ©▼'^i^®-. ■ ^, 
How dSiy prince eseape the »«jdW« ItatoO? 
adim. I wrench'd the dagger from him; « 
gave back ^ _^ 

That deatti he meant to bring. 'We rofflanwojo 
The tyrant's signet: " Take this ring,'* he oHad, 
"The sole return my dying hand can make thee 
For its accurst attempt; this pledge restor d, 
-Will prove thee slain: Safe may'st thou see 

AlKler& 
Unknown to all" ™a w^ ATassasein died. 
Oth, But how to gain admittanoek thus un- 
known? 
Sdim. Disguls'd as Selim'g murderer I eome : 
Th' accomplice of th' deed: the ring reetor'd, 
Gain'dwredeneetomywords. 

Otiu yeterethoucam'st,thydeathwaarumour»d 

Selim. I 5w»Ml the flatt'ring tale, and aent it 
hither; ,^ ^ 

Thaihabhllntt ramoor, Uke a lynig dream, 
^htmahe belief more easy. TeU me, OflUMH, 

And yet I tremble to aPPTO'^'^**^® *S^« 
How fares my mother? doeaahe etUl retato 
Her native greatnees? 

0<A.« Still:— in vahi the ^rrant 
Tempta her to marriage, tho' with inipioiia threatB 
Of death or violation. 

aaim. May kind heav'n ^ ^ , „, 

8trengtb«n her vhrtoe, and by me lewajra m 
When BhaU I aeeher, Ottaman? 

Oih. Tet, my prince, 
I tremble for thy presence. 

fittem. Let not fear 
Sully thy virtue : 'tis the lot of guilt 
Toteremble. WhfttbatiiinnooenGetodowithfear? 

Oth. StiU my heart ^ _^ ,v u i 

Forbodes some dire event: O, qntt «»«» 7*2fl^. 

Sdim. Not till a deed be don», irtiloh ev'ry tTtaUt 
Shall tremble when he heMfc 
Oih. What means my {Oinee 7 

aOim. To take justvengwflttcefolrafalher^s Wood, 
A mother's sufferings, and ap««»le'a^o«nfc 

(Hk. Alas, my prince I thy adiigle artai to weak 
To combat multitudes. 

Belim^ Therefore, I come, »v*«— 

€9ad in this mnrd'rer's guisft-Bre morning ^aes. 

This, Othman, this I shall drink the tyrant's blood. 

{^he»» a dagger.) 

Cth. Heav'n shield thy life 1 Let eantion rale 

Thy zeal! 

Stlim. Nay.tWnknotth«*I«aiiie 
BUndly impell'd by fury or despair; 



For I have seen onr friends, and parted now 
From Sadl and Abnanzor. 

0(A. Say, what hope? 
My soul is all attention. 

iSWtm. Mark me, then; 
A chosen band of citizens thisnight 
Will storm th»pfldiace: while the glutted troopil ; 
Lie drench'd in surfeit, the eonfe^'rate pilar, - . . 
Bold titro' despair, have sworn to; break their obam 
By one wide slaughter. I, moanti»)«i ha^egain'd 
The p*laee^ and will wait th' appointed hour. 
To guard ZaphSra from the ^^cantls rage 
Amid the deathf ul uproar. 

Oth. Hoav'n protect thee I 
*TisdreadfBlL What's the hour ? 

Sdim. Heft our friends 
In secret council. Ere the dead of nigiht. 
Brave Sadi will re|»ri tkeir last resolves. 
Now lead me to the queen. 

Oth. Brave prinoeibewawl 
Her joy's or fear's excess would sun betray thee. 
Thou Shalt not see her till th* tyrant perish. 

Selinu 1 must. 1 feel some secret impulse urge 



Who knows that 'tis not the laal parting inter- 
view 
We ever shall obtain ? 

Oth. Then, on thy Uf & 
Do not reveal thyself. Assume the nam* 
Of Selim's friend ; sent to confirm her vfartue. 
And warn her tiiat he Uvea. 

Selim, It shall be sa I yield me to thy wiU. 

Oth. Thou greatly daring youth I May angete 
watch. 
And guard thy upright purpose I ThatAlglera 
May reap the blessings of a virtuoi)S reign. 
And all thy godUke father shine in tbeel 

Selim. Oh, then hast reua'd a thought, on whioh 
revMtge 
Mounts with redoubled fire I Yes. here, even hare. 
Beneath this very roof, my honour'd father 
Shed round his h)esaing% till aocuraad treachery 
Stole on his peaceful houxv 0, blessed shadel 

(Jfnesb.) 
If yet thou hoviir'st o'er thy once lov'd dime; 
Now aid me to redress ttiy bleeding wrongs I 
Infuse thy mighty spirit Into my breast, 
Thy firm end Banntlese fortituaer, nnaw'd 
By peril, pain, or death! that, undigmay*c^ 
I may pursue the just intent, and dare 

Or bravely to revenge, or btfcvely did . - 

xJBtxew^ 



AOTIIL 

SOSK&L-rAeAdaM. 

Jnf«r IBENK. 

Jrm. Can ah>diawn visions moek the waling 
eye? 
Sure, *twa8 hia image! 

This way, sure he mov'd. - 

But, oht how ohang'd I he wears no gentle i 
But terror in his frown. He comes! 'tie he $ ■ 
For Othman points him thither, and departs. 
Dieguis'd he seeks the queen ; secure, perhaps 
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▲Ad hMdl«Mof tb« ruin tb«t turroundB him. 
O, MotroQS H«llm! can I ■•• thM Uim; 
AM not f ortwAm Mioh TlrtM of Iti f *to ? 
forbid It cnttmdet 

enter SELIlL 



■ICbit 

OfflllA 



Mim. Bo ■UU, ye -.,— 
To itrag^Uas tosn of fllUl Ioto^ bo am. 
PowB, JBwn; fond boortl ^ ^ . 

Jrm$. Wby, •troofor, doit thou woador htro ? 

JHHm, 0)i,tvto\ 

iJSh u t mimg her.) 

Jrift, BIOM'd to Ironol blott» if Bolim Utoo I 

AMm. Amibotray'd? 

hrmt. Botimy'd to whom f to her 
Wbooo grateful heart would raeh on death to ia?o 
tbeol 

aaim. Itwaemyhope 
That time had ToU'd all eemblaDOO of my yonth. 
Am I then known? 

Jrmt. To none, Imt lore and me. 
To me, who late beheld thee at Oraa ; 
Who saw thee here, beiet with uneeen peril, 
And flewjo saTO the gnardiaa of my honour, 
of ev'ry wo 



Saim. Thou sum of 



f worth I thou heaven of 



How could I pour forth all my aonl before thee, 
In T0W8 of endloM troth ! it mutt not be : 
This la my destin'd goal 1 the mansion drear, 
Where, grief and anguish dwell; where bitter 

And eight and lamentations choke the ToicOt 
And quench the flame of Ioto. 

iiniM. Tet, Ttrtoona prince. 
Though loTO be eUent, gratitude may speak. 
Eeur, then, her voice, which wansmee from 

walls. 

Mine be the grateful task to teU the queen, 
Bar Selim Utos^ Buin and death Snelose theoi 
O, epoed thee hence, while yet deatmotion Bleeps 

J»im. Would it were possible 1 

Irtne. What can prerent it? 

Sdim, Justice I fate, and Justices 
A murder'd father's wrongs 1 

JfWf. Justice, said'st thou ? 
That word hath struck mo, like a peal of thunder! 
Thine eye, which wont to melt with gentle Ioto, 
Now glares with terror: thy approaw by night, 
Thy diurk disguise, thy looks and fierce demeanour, 
Tei^ all conspire to tell me I am loat 
Ah I prince, take heed, I haye a father too I 
Think, Selim, what Irene must endur& 
Should she be guUty of a father*B blood! 

/Mim. Gome on, then. Lead me to htan. aiut 
thine eye 
With Selim's blood. 

Jrene, Was e'er distress like mine? 
O, Selim! oan I see my father perish! 
Hsay'n wHI ordain some gentler, happier means, 
To heal thy woes. Thy dark attempt is big 
With horror and destnotton. OoDerous prince I 
Beslgn thy dreadful piffpose, and depart 

amm. May not I seeZaphlrft» ere I go? 
Thy gentle pity will not, sure, deny us 
Tho mournful pleasure of a parting tear ? 

/renaOo, then, and glTO her peaces But fly these 
walls, 
Aaeoon as morning shines: else, though despair 
DilTes me to madness ; yet, to saTO a father— 
Ok fielim t spare my tongue the horrid sentence. 
Fly, ere ddktruction seize thee 1 



Sdiui. Death and ruin t 
Mustltheafly? What! ooward-llkob be«ray 
My father, mother, friends ? Vain tom»% beocc! 
Danger looks big to fear's deluded cyo : 
But, eoorsgo, on tho heights and steepa of f^ta. 
Darea snatoh bar glortons porpoee from the ed^e 
Of peril Now to the queen. 
How ahall I dare to meet bar thai mknown? 
Bow itfflotbe warn tnosporti of myhearL 
That paoti at her approaeh? Woo WMts tlu 

queen? 
Who waits Zapbira ? 

Enter SEMIBA. 

Acitm. TeU the queen, I come 
On message from her dear, departed aoii ; 
And bring hii laat request 

lExU Bemira- 

0, 111-disBembling heart! my •T*ry limb 

TremUea with grateful terror. 

Some look, or starting tear. 

Will aura betray me. Honest guile, aaalst 

My falt*rtng tongue! 

Enter ZAPHIBA. 

Top*. Where Is this pkms strangtrf 
Say, generous youth, whose pity leads thae tiwa 
To seek the weeping manaiona of distreaa, 
Didst thou behold In death my hs pl eas »»? 
Did he remember me ? 

SMn. Most honoured queen! 
Thy son— forgite these gushing teara that flow 
To aee distrees like thine. 

2k^ I thank thy pity. 
'TIa ganeroos thus to feel for others' woe 
What of my son? say, didst thou see him die? 

Aflim. By Barbanasa's dread eommand I eome. 
To tell thee that these eyea alone beheld 
ThysonezpIra 

Ap*. BeUntlass fate! that I should be denied 
The mournful priTllege to see him die! 
To clasp him in the agony of death, 
And catch his parting soul. Oh ! tell me all. 
All that ha said and look'd; deep in my heart, 



ThatI may treasure OTory parting word, 
- • "^^ Sar, deari 



Each dying whisper of my d . 

SeUm. Let not my words olfend. ' Wli»t if be 
said. 
Go. tell my hapless mother, that her tears 
Hate Btream'd too long : then bid her weep no 

more: 
Bid her forget the husband and the son, 
In Barbaro8sa*s arms? 

ld|Bft.Obaaely false! 
Thou art some oreeptaig liave to BariMTosaa, 
Sent to ranniie my tmnnapeotlng heart I 
Vile slave, begone I my ion betray me thna! 



Oonld ha have a^er ooooaifa'd so base a porpoaeg 

My griafO for him ihoald and in gnat dlsdittB. 

But he was braTa, and seom'd a thought lo Tile. 



Wretched Zaphtra I how art thou become 
The sport of slaves ? 
SeKm. Yet hope for peaces unhappy queen : tby 



yet have end. 

pft. Why weep' 

Thy treaoheroos tears an vain. 

SeHm. My tears are honaat 
I am not what thta Ihinkm 



oay yet have end. 

Zaph. Why weep*vt thou, crocodile ? 
^ loheroos tears an vaia 
My tears an honaat 
kwhattf 



BABBAB06SA. 



Zaph. WhAtArtthoiLthen? 
SAim, Oh, my full heart I I am thy friend, and 
Selim*B. 
K come not to taurolt, but heal thy woes : 
Now check thy heart's wUd tomolt, whUe I teU 

thee, 
Pflrhapa, thy son yet livea 

Zaxih. LlTeel Oh, gradone hoaTen, 
Do 1 not dream? Say, stranger, didst thou tell 

me, 
Perhaps my SelimliTes? What do I ask? 
"Wild, wild and ftnitleBS hope. What mortal pow'r 
Can e*er reanimate his mangled corse, 
^boot life into the cold and silent tomh^ 
Or "bid the rathless graTS giTe up its dead ? 

Bttim. Oh, pow'rfol nature^ thoa wilt sore betray 
me. 

Thy Selim lives : for since his mmonr'd death, 
I saw him at Oran. 

ZapK Oh, genereos youth ! who art thou ? 

S^nu A friendless yonth, self-banish'd with thy 
son; 
liODg his companion in distress and danger : 
One who reTer*d thy worth in proep'roos days. 
And more reveres thy virtne in distress. 

Zofh. Ob, gentle stranger ! mock not my woes, 
Bnt tell me truly, does my Selim live ? 

Stfim. HedoeStbyheaVnl 

Zaph, Oh, generous heav'n ! thou, at length, o'er- 
pay'st 
My bitterest pangs, if my dear Selim Utcb. 
And does he stilfremember 
His father's wrongs, and mine ? 

fieUm. He bade me tell thee, 
That in his heart indeliUy sre stamp'd 
His father's wrongs, and thine: that he but waits 
Till awful Justice may nnsbeath her sword. 
That, till the arrival of that happy hour, 
DeM in bis soul the iUdden fire shall glow, 
And his breast labour with the great revenge. 

Z4pA. Eternal blessings crown my virtuous son 1 

BAim. Much hononr'd queen, farewell. 

Zaph. Not yet, not yet ; indulge a mother's love. 
In thee, the kind eompaxdon of his griefs, 
Methinks I see my Selim stsnd before me. 
Depart not yet A thousand fond requests 
Crowd on my mind. Wishes, and pray'rs, and 

tears, 
Are all I have to give. Oh, bear him these. 

atXim. Take comfort^ then; for, know, thy son 
o*erjoy'd 
To rescue thee, would bleed at ev'ry vein. 
*' Bid her," he ssid, ** yet hope we may be blees'd. 
Bid her remember that the ways of heav'n. 
Though dark, are Just: that oft some guardian 

pow'r 
Attends, unseen, to save the innocent 
But if high heaven decrees our fall, oh ! bid her 
Firmly to wait the stroke, prepar'd alike 
To live or die." And then he wept as I da 

Zaph. Oh, righteous heaven. 
Protect his tender years. 
Be thou his guide through dangers and distress; 
Soften the rigours of bis emel exile. 
And lead him to his throne. 

iExiU 

Sdim. Now, swelling heart, 
Indulge the luxury of grief ; flow tears ; 
And rain down transports in the shape of sorrow. 
Tes, I have sooth'd her woes; have found her 
poble; ^ 



And to have giv'n this respite to her pangs, 
O'erpays all pain and peril Powerful virtue. 
How inihdite thy Joys, when even tby griefs 
Are pleasing 1 uou, superior to the frowns . 
Of fate, canst pour thy sunshine o'er thy 80ul« 
And brighten woe to rapture. 

Enter OTHBIAN and SADL 

Honoured friends! 
How goes the night? 

SoM. Tls well nigh midnight 

0th. What! intears,myxfflnce? 

Selim. But tears of joy : for I have seen Zaphira» 
And nour'd the balm of peace into her breast: 
Thini not these tears unnerve me, valiant friend*; 
They have but harmoniz'd my soul ; and wak'd 
All that is man within me, to disdain 
Peril or death. ^V^at tidings from the city ? 

Sadu All, all is ready. Our confed'rate friends 
Bum with impatience till the hour arrive. 

Selim. What is the signal of th' appointed hour? 

Sadi. The midnight watch gives signal of our 
meeting: 
And when the second watch of night is rung, 
The work of death begins. 

Sehm. Speed, speed, ye minutes ! 
Now let the rifling whirlwind shake Algiers, 
And justice guide the storm. 
Let your seal hasten' on the great event : 
The tyrant's daughter found, and knew me, here. 
And half -suspects the cause. 

0th. Too daring prince, 
Retire with us; her fears will sure betray thee. 

Saim. What t leave my helpless mother here, a 

To cruelty and htst ? I'll perish first ! 

This very night the tyrant threatens violence ; 

111 watch his steps; I'll haunt him through the 



And, should he meditate a deed so vile, - 
ril hover o'er him like an unseen pestilence. 
And blast him in his guilt 

Sadi, Intrepid prince. 
Worthy of empire. Yet accept my life, 
My worthless life ; do thou retire with Othman; 
I will protect Zaphira. 

saim. Thlnk'st thou, Sadi, 
That when the trying hour of peril comes, 
Selim will shrink into a common man? 
Worthless were he to rule who dares not claim 
Pre-eminence in danger. Urge no more : 
Here shall my station be ; and if I falL 
Oh, friends, let me have vengeance. TeU me now. 
Where is the tyrant ? 

Oih. Bevelling at the banquet 

Selim. 'TIS good. Now tell me how our pow'rs 
are destin'd? 

Sadi, Near ev'ry port a secret band is postH; 
Bv these the watchful sentinel must perish ; 
The rest is easy ; for the glutted troops 
Lie drown'd in sleep; the dagger's cheapest prey« 
Almaaxor with his friends, will circle round 
The avenues of the palace. Othman and I 
Will join our brave confederates (all sworn 
^0 donquer or to die,) and burst the gates 
Of this foul den. Then tremble, Barbarosea. 

Selim» Oh, how the approach of this great bour 
Firee all my soul ; but, valiant friends, I charge 

you, 
Beserve the murd'rer to my just reven^ : 
-My poignard claims his blood. 



(Mb. FotflTAinik pllMM; 
rorgf ▼• m; dooMi ; Oft, AodM tiM f «fr Tran0-. 
aStm, Tby doabta ax« Ttla. I imld xiot q^M* 
tbetynuxt* 
Thoo^ the aweet nuOd Uj WMping at my feet{ 
Kay, ■boald h« fall by any band but mine, 
By hearn. Td think my bononr'd father'i blood 
Searoabalfravaog'd: my lova,iad0ed»iaatronct 
lianylaM • -^ 



.. /Mim, Bot ia the dty aolat ? 
OadL All, all la hodiU " 
■traata, 



Bot lore abaU ylald to JoMtoa. 

SadL Oallanf 
BraToly raaoW 

" " ' itneeitraou.. 

TbronghOBt tha enq^ 

Kor Tolcai nor aonnd ; aa It the Intaabltanta, 
Uka the preaaging herda, that aeek tha coTert 
Xra the load thnnder rotta. had inly feU 
And ahaim*d th* Impending uproar. 

Oik» There la a aoiemn horror In the nUAt, too, 
Thalpleaaeame; a general paoaethronga nature; 
Tbe-winda are huah'd— 

&uU. And aa I paaa'd the beaeh. 
The la^ bUlowa scaroe could laeh the shore ; 
No Btar peepa through the firmament of beay*n-— 

iScKm. And, lol wnew eaatverd o*er the anllen 
waye, 
The waning moon, deprlVd of half her orb, 
Biaea in blood ; her beam, well n!gheztlnct» 
Faintly oontenda with darkneaa^^ 

iBtU tolls,) 
Hark 1— what meant 
That tolling bell? 

(Hh. It Boanda the midnight watch. 

aeM, Thia waa the algnal^ 
Oome, Othman, we are called; the paaaing miniiteB 
dkide our delay ; brave Othman, let ua hence. 

Selim. Onelaatembrace!— nor doublk tautcrown*d 
with glory, 
We aoon ahall meet again. But, oh, remember'— 
Amid the tumult's rage, remember mercy ; 
Stain not a righteooa cause with giiiltleae blood; 
Warn onr brave Irlenda that we unaheafh Ihe 

sword. 
Not to destroy, bat save— nor let blind aeal. 
Or wanton omelty e'er turn Its edge 
On age or innocence; or Idd us strHce 
Where the most pitying angel in the skies, 
That now look un us from his hiess'd abode, 
Would wish that we should spare. 

0th. So may we proaper, 
As mercy shall diz^t us! 

Seitt. Farewell, friends! 

Sadu Intrepid prince, farewell I 

[Exetmt OtkmanmdML 
JSdim. Now s'eep And sHonce 
Brood o'er the dty.— The devoted sentinel 
Now takea his lonely stand, «nd idly dreama 
Of tb*t to-morrow he aball never eee. 
In this dread interval, O busy thought, 
From outward things descend into thy self -~ . 
'i deep my heart; brang with thee Awfnl con- 



And firm resolve ; that, in th* approaching hour 
Of blood and horror, I m»y stand unmov^; 
Nor fear to strike where justice calls^ nor dard 
To strike where she forbids. « 

Witnees^ ye pow*rB of heav'n. 
That not from you, but from the murd*rer*a ey% 
I wrap myself in night— To you I stand 
Jfeveal'd in noon-tide day. — Oh, could I arm 
My hand with power! then, like to you array*d 



In storm and fire, my swift aTeQgIiig4 
ShouU bkat thiftyrant Bvt ihibe Tatto 4enifia 
That prlttlege. Hi aelse on what it given ; 
Like tha deep-cavem'd earthquake Imnrt benetst 

hUnT^ 
And whelm his throne. Us emigre and tdmaelf , 
In coe prodigioni min. 



AOT IV. 

BOKHJfi 1—iln Qfiortmeni in Oepaiaa. 

faierlBENE antf ALADHT. 



Tretn. But didst thon tell him, Aladin, my fean 
Brook no delay. 
Aladin. I did. 
Ireiu. Why oomea he not? 
Oh, what a dreadful dream!— *tla aarely 
Than troubled fancy ; never was my sool 
Shook with such hideona phantoms. Sfill lu 

lingers 1 \. 

Betnni, return; and tell him, thathia dangbter 
Dies, till ahe warn him of hla threarning ruin. 
Aiadin» Behold, he oomea 

IEjcU. 
Enter BABBAB088A md Gmmdi. 

Bar. Thou bane of all my joys ! 
Some gloomy planet aurSly nU'd thy Mrtt. 
Sv'n DOW thy 111-tim'd fearanspeada tb& baaquel^ 
And dainps the festal hoar. 

Irene. Forgive my fear. 

Bar. What fear, v^iat phantom hatk posaessVl 
thybraln? 

JreM. Oh, goard thee from tha terrors of this 
nijrht; 
For terrors Inrk vnaeen. 

Bar. What terror? epeaic 
Say what thou dreAd*at, and wbyf f 1u,ve a aool 
To meet the Maekeet dangers undiamay'd. 

Irene. Let not my father eheek, with stem re- 
buke. 
The waminir voice of naftare. Fore(v*nnew, 
Retired to reet, eoon aa 1 doe'd mine eyes, 
A horrid vision rose— methou^t I saw 
Touog Setim lislng from the silent toinb: 
Dreadful he shook a dagger in hie hand. 
By some mysterious powv he reee In air ; 
when, lol at hie eommant, thia yavMaing roof 
Was deft in twain, and gave the fftiantom en- 

traaee. 
S wtft he descended with ^sniae tHmr, 
Bush'd on my guatfdleas father at the haaquet; 
And phiBg'd h» furioaa dagger In thy breast. 

Bar. Wouldstthoaappalmebyabraln-eiek vi- 
sion? 
Qet thee to rest. 

Irene. Yet hear me, dearest fattier. 

Bar. Provoke me not 

Irene. Merdful heav'n, instruct me what to do? 

£nter ALADIK. 

Bar. What means thy looka? w(gr ^Qet thou 

ga»o so wU^ly? i 



AtaditL t httied to inform thee, that eVn now, 
Botmdlng the watch, I met the bntTs Abdalla^ 
Breathless with tidlnge of a ramovr dartc, 
That yonng Selim is yet alive. 

JkMT. Kay vlamM oonsnme the tongue 
That broach^ ^ falsehood t 'tie not)^8ible«» 
What did he ten thee farther? 

Alcuhn. More he said not: 
Save only, that the spreading rnmonr wak'd 
A spirit of revolt 

Irene, O gracious father I 

BcHT. The nunonr's false, and yet» yooY coward 
fears 
Ibfeetme— what! dial] I be terrified 
By midnight visions ? 1*11 not believe it 

Atadin. But this gathering mmofur— 
Think baton thal» my lordT 

Bar. Infernal darknese 
BwaUow the slave that nWd ltt*liaiK Ihee, 

Bee that thewatdi be doabled i 

Find out this stranger, Aehmeti aadfurthwitti 

Let him be bfooght before me. 

UCiftuo* two Ouardt. 

Irmt* 0% my felhirl 
t do conjure thee, as thon lov'st thy Ufe, 
Betira, and tnwt tfaee to thyfsithfBlgaiid»-» 
See not this Achmet 

Bar, Not see him 1 Forthwith bring the slave be- 
fommes 
If he prove false, if hated Selim live, 
ru heap snob vengeoDce on him— 

/reus. Meroyl mofoyl 

Bar. Mercy! to whom? 



»7 



I Unfeeling guilt t oh, banish, if ttton cansi 
This fell remorse, and ev'ry fruitless fear. 



Jrent. To moi mA. to tfaywlf $ 

To him. " ' 

Myviaii 

'Tfhiea heaven inspires hie tongue. 



..^ifj 

To him— to aa-^Thou tbiok'st I lave; yet true 
My visions are, ee ever prophet ntter'd 



Bnkr 8ELIU aUdtvo Chiari*' 

Gome hither, slave; 

Hear me, and tremble. Art thon what than 
seem'st? 
Sdim. Hal 
Bar. Dost thou pause? by hell^the eiave^ cob- 

founded. 
SeUm, That BarbaMssa should sospeet my tnHih. 
Bar, Take heed, lor by the hov*nng pow*f» Of 
vengeance, 
If I do find thee treach'root, I vrHl doom thee 
To death and torment, sueh as human thoaght 
Ne'er yst eonoeiyd. Thon oom*st beneath tKe 

guise 
Of SeUm's murderer. Now tell me : is not 
That Selim yet sHte? 
i9e/t». Selim aUve? 

Bar. Perdition on thee I doet thon echo me ? 
Answer me qoick, or die 1 

(DrmMAitddvyef^ 
aaim. Yee, freely strike; 
Already hast thou given the ffttA vroond. 
And pierced my heart with thy unkind euspidon; 
Oh, oonld my dagger find a tongue to tell 
How deep it drank his blood ! but since thy doubt 
Thus wrongs my zeal, behold my bread!, strike 

here, 
For bold is innocence. 
Bar. I seoni the task. 



Bar, Ne'er did the moon-struek madman rave 
with dreams 
Hoxeirikl than thine. Qettheetoiesft; eeeyet 
Thy folly wakes my rage. Oall Achmet hither. 

Jremu Thus prostrate on my knees :^0, see him 
not, 
Selim is dead : indeed the mmoiirs false, 
There is no danger near j Or, if there be, 
Achmet is innocent 

Bar. Oif, frantic wretch ! 
This idiot dream hath tum'd her brafai to msd- 

Hence to thy chamber, till vetavnhig morning 
Hath oalm'd this tempest-^n thy dul^, Menoe I 

Ir€M. Tet hear the vofee of eautioe. Cruel fate I 
What have I denei heav'n lAiield my dearest 
^ father! 

Heaven shield the innocent, imdoBe Irene! 
Whatever the event, thy doom is misery. 

Bar. Her words are wrapt in darkness. Aladfai, 
Forthwith send Achmet hither. Then with speech 
Doable the sentinels. 

[ir«« AlaOifk. 
Infernal gniltl 

How dost thon rise in ev'ry hideous shape. 
Of rags and doubt, suspicion and despair. 
To rend my soul Why did I not 
Bepent, while yet my crimes were delible; 
Ere they had straek their colours thro' my aoult 
As XAmAl as night or hell, *tbi now too late. 
TatemoaU. 



Time shall decide thy dooii^>*gvards, mark me 

See that ye watch the motloos of this slave; 
And if he meditates V esoape yoor eye, 
Let your good sabres cleave him to the china 
iSe/tm. 1 yield me to tiiy wfli, and when fhou 
lmow*st 

Sat Selim Uvea^ or spe'st his hated face, 
en wreak thy vengeance on me. 
Bar. Bear him hence. 
Tet» on yo«r lives, await me within calL 

ESsmwl BAim and Oaardt, 
CallZaphira. 

lExit a Skne. 

If Selim ttv^ then what isBsrberossa? 

My throne's a bubble, that but floats in air, 
Till marriage rites declare Zaphira min& 
I will not brook delay. By love and vengeance. 
This hour decides her fate. 

BnUr ZAPHIBA. 

NYeD, hanghty fair. 

Hath reason yet subdu'd thee? Wfit thon hear 

The voice of k)ve t 

Zaph. Why dost thon vainly mge me t 
Thou know'st my flx'd resolva 

Bar. Can aught tout phrensy 
Rush on perdition? 

^c'pA. Therefore shall no pow'r 
E'er make me thine. 

Bar. Nay, sport not with my ragei 
Know, that thy final hour of choice is oome. 

Zaph. I have no choice. Think'at thon I O'er will 
wed 
The murderer of my lord ? 



9S 



BABBAfiOSSA. 



Jar. Ttk* hMd. rMh quMO, 

Mt^ Tbimhmrm%,hmYnt 
Bmt, sn 7» pow'r% ttolwatch o^«r 
ABgtltofUglit. AndthondeftrboBoar^d 
OfBf dmriedlord: attend, wha« htrt 
IlMfly ivuh Towf my lattrMoWe. 
It •*« I W0d tbii tynat imirdBTvr, 
P I peUate ma with thto horrid imi , 
ifay yt, tlw mlBiitan of hMVB, dfloait» 
Vor ibod your loflaonoo on tho gouty lOCMl 
SUy horror UaokMisIl oar days tad nighty 
aUy diaoord Ught tha mptial toroh, and 

flanda In trinmph howl 
Arood th* aeoonad badi 

Jar. Begonai ramorta I 
Onaida do yow offioa: Drag har to tha aUvr, 
Haad not har tears or criat. 

, (OuaNs ffo to teixi Zaphira.) 

Z0ph. Otpntm^l Haayk protect me! Omy 
•on* 
Wart thoQ hut here to save thy helpless mother' 
What shall I dor Undonoi ondone Zaphira. 

Bnttr SEUH, ami Ouards, 

aaim. Who oaird on Aohmet ? Did not Barba* 



BMolremehere? 

Aw*. Offloioas slsTS^ retire! 
I called thee not 

Zaph. O Und and generous stranger, lend thy 
aid! 
O reseoa me from these hnpendiog horrors, 
Bsavii wiU reward thy pity! 

Mim. Pity her woes, O mighty Barbaroesa. 

Ar. Bonse not my vengeance, elaye I 

iSelAn. O hear me^ near me! 

JBat. Gnrsa on thy forward seal 1 
/kUm, Yet, yet have mercy. 

(Zoyi hold qf BarbarMta'i gmvuM,) 
Bar. Presuming slave, begone 1 

i/Stritet jsaim.) 
cJdn. Nay, then,— die^ tyrant! 

(Ri$u and aimt to ttab BarharouOt wAo wtUt 
his doner from hUm.) 

Bar. Ay, traitor! have I oanght fheaf 
Bold— 'forbear. 

(To thB Stavti, who offtr to MR SeHm,) 

Kill him not yet— I wlU have greater vengeance. 
Parjidioos wretch, who art thott? Bring the rack: 
Let that extort the secrets of his heart. 

Mim. Thy Impons threats are lost I know 
that death 
And torments are my doom. Yet, ere I die, 
111 strike thy sonl with horror. Off, vUe habit! 
If thoa dar'st. 

Now view me. Hear me, tyrant! while with voice 
More terrible than thunder, I proclaim. 
That he, who aim'd the dagger at thy heart, 
laSeUm! 

^IcipA. O heaven, my son, my son! 

(FainU) 

Mim. Unhappy mother. 

{Run$ to embract htr.) 



Bar. Tear tham tsnnder. ^ 

MUm. BMrh*roas,baibVBttsniflaoal 
Bar. Slavas, salsa tha traitor. 

..^««-^ (Thfifoj^io9e»mkim.\ 

dWflt OflLyavHastovaal Xamyoorfcio^. ^] 

And tmnbla at my frowns! That la the traitor- 
That Is tha anrd'rtr — ^yfaat-^raTttbarl S^ 

Aaddoj 



rhaU, 



Dd do yoor oooatiy rii^i 
Am*. Ah, a o w a id dogs^ 
lart va at wordaf— or sdaa him, or by 1 
This dagger sends yon all— 

(l%4f seise kiaJ 

5iMst Doat thoa revtva, unhappy qnesa! 
Now arm my sonl with pattonaa. 

Sapk. Mydaaraon. 
Do I then live^ onoe more to aee my Salim. 
But; oh— to ese thee thnsi 

a^Um. Oanat thoa behold 
Her speechless lufonias, sad not relent? 

Bar. At length revenge Is mine! alaves, fbror 
harnenee! 

ANSI. La, Barbarossa! tfaon at length haat cos- 
qoar'd. 
Behold a hsplsss prinea, o*arwhelm*d with woea 

(Kneds.) 

Prostrate before thy feet! not for myseir 
I plead. Yes, pinnge tha dagger In my bcesstf 
Tear, tear ma piecemeal! Bat^ oh, spare Zaphir» '. 
Yet— yet relent! force not bar matron honoor! 
fieproach not heav'n. 

Bar. Have I then bant tl» prida? 
Why, thia is conqueat ev^ omnd my hopel— 
Lie there, thoo slave 1 Ue till Zaphlra'a ories 
Aroase thee from thy posture I 

ANm. Doat thou insalt my griefs? lunisBly 
wretch! 
Oarsa on tha fear, that eoold betray my limbs, 

My coward limbs to this dishonest noatare. 
Long have I seom'd, I now defy, thy pow'r. 

Bar. Ill put thy boasted vlrtoe to the trIaL 
Slaves, bear him to the rack. 

AgvA. O spars my son! 
Sneh filial vlrtae never wss a orfane. 
Save but my sonl I yield me to thy wlah. 
What do I say t Tha marriage vow— O horror! 
This hoar shall mske me thine ! 

Stlim. What! doomtlqrself 
The guilty partner of a mard'rsr*s bed. 
Whose hands vet reek with thy dear husband^ 

blood? 
To be the mottiar of destrnetiva tyrsnta— 
The cursee of mankind ! by heaVn, I swear, 
The guilty hour, that gives thee to the arms 
Of that detested murderer, shall end I 

This hated life! ' 

Bar. Or yield thee, or he diee I , 

A^ The conflict's past I will resume s4 
greatness; 
Well bravely die, as we have Uv*d— with honotf I 
I {BmbraeH^ 

Selim. Now. tyrant, ponr thy fiercest fury «> 
us. 
Now see, despairing guilt, that vlrtoa stni 
Shall conquer, tho* in mhL 



BABBABOSaA. 
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B«r to tlte altar :-0el&n to hlB fata. 

(Ouardt seiM lAm.) 
&$lim. OoalaBtonbracel 
Farewell, furew^ for eTer ! 

(Ouardi ttruggU with th9m.) 
£^7l OnemoBiMrt yttl-Ptty a mothet'e pangt « 
QBmxmX 

lExwnt Mim, Zaphira, and Guards, 



AOTV. 



[ SCSNE L-^The PaXace. 



Alter BABBABOSSA, ALADDT, and Qwxrdt. 

Bmr. UflM wateh doubledf Are Ae gatee m- 

eiir*d 
Against rarpriae? 

AkuKn. Tbey are, and mock tb' attempt 
Of force or treachery. 

Bar. Tbiewhisper'd rumour 
Of dark eonapiraey 

Saema bat a false alarm. Our spies, sent out, . 
AfBnn, that sleep 
Has wrapp'd the city. 

AktdH^ Bat while Selim lives, 
Desitniotlon larks within the palace walls. 

Bar. Bight, Aladin. His hour of fate approaches. 
How goes the nightr 

AkkUn. Tha second watch is near. 

Bar. *TlB well: whene'er its rlngs^ the traitor 
di«i; 
So hath my wUl ordain'd. I'll seise the occasion 
"Whila I may fairly plead my life's defence. - 
Tet first the rack shall rend 
B!aeh secrat tnm his heart 
H a s t e, seek out Othman : 
Qo, tell him, that destmctionand the sword 
Bang o*er young Sellm's head, if swift compliance 
Plead not his pardon. 

IBxit Aladin, 

Stubborn fortitude! 

Had he not interposed, saccess haft crown'd 
Hy lots, now hopeless. Then let vengeance seize 
him. 

Enter IBENE. 

trin$. Oh, nigbt of horror I Hear me, honoured 
father I 
If e'er Irene's peace was dear to thee, 
Now hear met 

Bar. InplOfaal dar'st thou disobey? 
Did not my sacred will ordain thee hence ? 
Get thae forest; for death is stirring here. 

Jrme. O fatal words I By CT'ry sacred tie, 
Becall the dire decree. ^ 

Bar. What wonld'st thou say? 
Whom plead for ? 

Irene. For a brave, uabappy prince, 
Bentenc'd to die. 



Bar. AndjusUy. But this hotir 
The traitor hslf fnlfil'd thy dream, and aim*d 
His dagger at my heart ^.,^ . 

/r«n? Wouldst thou not love the child, whose 
fortitude 
Should hazard life for thee ? Ob, think on that < 
The noble mind hates not a Tirtnous foe : 
Hisgsn'roospurpcttewastosavaamojiwn 

Bar. Damirdwas his purpose; aad aocwrtttcl 
thou, 
Whose parfldy would saye the dagt •Massto. 
Who sought thy father's Ufei Hence 1 from ny 

>lSb^ a 11 . 

Irene. Oh, never, till thy mercy spare my Selim i 
i?ar. Thy Selim? Thine? 

Irene. Thou know'st, by gratitude 

He's mine. Had not his generous hand redeem a 

What, then, had been Irene? Oh, but spare the 

gen'rouB youth, 
Who aay'd me from dishonour. 

Bar. Bythepow'rs 
Of great revenge, thy fond entreaties sesl 
His instant death. In him I'll punish thee. 

7m«. O Selim! gen'roas yonflil how have my 
fears 
Betray'd thee to destruction . 
jw^nwuLn father 1 Qen'rous, iujur'd prince I 
If ethinks I see thee stretch'd upon the rack, 
Hear thy expiring groans : O, horror I horror I 
What BhsJl I do to save him ? Vain, alas [ 
Vain are my tears and ptay'rs : At leasts I'll die. 
Death shall unite us yet 

UfxU Irene. 

Bar. O torment 1 torment! 
BT'n in the midst of pow'r I the vUest slave 
More happy far than I : the very child, 
Whom my love cherish'd from her Infant y«ars, , 
OonsphwB to blast my neace. O, false ambitfon \ 
Whither hast thou lor'd me f 
Ev'n to this giddy height ; where now I Stand, 
Forsaken, comfortless, with not lb friend, . 
In whom my soul can trust 

i?ofcr ALADIN. 



Now, Aladin, 

Hast thou seen Othman ? 

He will not. sure, conspire agahist my peace. 

Aladin. He's fled, my lord. I dread some lurking 
ruin. 
The sentinel on watch says that he pass'd 
The gate, since midnight, with an unknown friend : 
And, as they pass'd, Owman in whisper said, 
Now farewell, bloody tyrant! 

Bar. Slave, thou Uest 
He did not dare to say it; or, if he did. 
Why dost thou wound my ear 
By tne foul repetition ? 
What's to be done ? Some mischief lurks unseen. 

Aladin. Prevent it, then. 

Bar. By Selim's instant death. 
Is the rackprepar'd ? 

Aladin. ♦Tls ready. 
Along the ground he lies, o'erwhelm'd with 

chains ; 
The ministers of death stand round, and wait' 
Thy last command. 

Bar. Once more I'll try to bend ; 

His stubborn soul : Conduct me forthwith to him ; 



li HAfifiABOSflA. 

Afld, If b* ao» ctf QM my proff«r*4 ttBdasMb 
Dw^aetfon swaUows bim. 

{Sxumi, 



I» Caboiwv SxteuifMin, Qfkgrt 

When I Mn daad, tol not indJgnltf 
* 'itteMpoorreautiift t^otMa 
bymy 
O0ktb^j 



BOOT reautaf ( mo t&am intacTd 

GIpM by my father'a tombi I wk no mora. 



SeHm, How goM ihe nl^t f 
Ct^ Thy hour of tMi^ 
The Moond watch, tf neir. 

iMnpnpMT^d. 



Jar. Bo; niee him ttom tho groaad. 

PeffldSoof boyi b^oUthoinftrwrerdt 
OrgniltMdtfeMhery. DUbt tboo oo« giT« 
Thy forfeil ttfo^ wbeneor I ihoold heboid 
BeUm'B detested face ? 

/^lim. Then take it» tyrant 

Bar. IMdetthoo not aim a dagger at my heart t 

SeHm. I did. 

Bar. Ymt bMT'n defeated thy intent t 
And saY'd me from the dagger. 

MtUHL *Tip not cure 

JO (loaetloD heaT*B. Th* intent^ aod not the deed 
I in oar pow*r ; an^ therefore, wbo daree greatfy, 
Dowgnatly. 

Bar. Ypt betfaiofc tfaeo, etnbbom boy. 
What horron now surround the«> 

BeUm Think'st thou, tyrant, 
I came to 111 pr^sf *4 ? 
He who ean brately dan, ean braTely snffer. 

Bar. Yet, lo, I come, by pity led, to apase tbe% 
Belent, and saye Zaphlra ; for the ben 
Br'n now ezpectB the pentinel to toll 
Tho jdgna! of thy death, 

Sdim Let gnflt Hke thtue 
Tremble at death : I sconi its darkest frowa 
Hence, tvrant ! nor profane my dying boor. 

Bar. Then take thy wish, 

{^11 toll*,) 
There goes the fata) knelL 
Thy fate is seal'd Not all thy mother's tears, 
Nor pray*rs, nor eloquence of grief, shall save thee 
From instant death. 
Tet, ere the assassin die, 
Let torment wring each secret from his heart 
The traitor, Othman, is fled: conspiracy 
Lniks in the womb of night, and threatens mixL 
feare not the rack, nor cease, till it extort 
Tva larking treason. 

iExU Barbarossa, 

$dlm. CkmiA on, than. 

(Theif bind him,) 

Ihe work of death. WhatI bound with 
eorda, 



LlkeaTlleeilmhaeir TsUaiit ftkudi^ 
When wiU ye give me Tengeance f 

Bm'eriaSHK 



on me. on me, 

"I approach 



/mifc Stop! O, stop! 

Hold your arcnrsed hands 

Four all your torments. 

theet 

Sdim These are thy falimt^ajiftii jet thoa an 
guiltleas: 
Tben let me take thee to my heavft, then beet 
Most amiable of women ! 

Irm*. Bather enrse me, 
As the betrayer of thy virtne. 

BeUoi. Ahl 

/roM. Twaa I; my fears, my fraatie iaan^to* 
timy*d fhee. 
Time, f alUng at thy f ealk may I bat hope 
For pardon ere I met 

Mim. Hence 1 tothjfhtfaerl 

Brmu, Neverl O never 1 CrawUna In ^ dost, 
m clasp Chy feet and bathe them i*1tb my tears; 
Tread me to earth: I never will complain; 
gql my !#■» breath ahsHbliBiMif, 

Seiim. Lov*d Irene! 
What hath my fury donef 

Irene. Canst thou, then, 
Forgive and pity me ? 

aOim. I do. I da 

Irene. < n my knees 
Thus let me th ink thee, geoeroaa, Iniaif4 pHaee! 
O, earth and heaven I thatsu'*h aoeqoi^^d wectk 
Should meet so hard a fate 1 that I-^tbat I, 
Whom hhi love reeooM from the depMl of woe^ 
Should b^ th* accurst destrpyerl atiim» hi pi«r» 
Aad end this hated Ufe. 

Srlim. Cease, dear Irena 
Submit to heavVa high wUI I eh«g0 thee^ live ; 
And, to thy utmost pow>, proCeot in>m wrong 
liy helpless, friendlees mother. 

Awif. WithmyUfe 
ril shield her from each wrong. That hope alone 
Oan tempt me to prokwg a Ufe of Wo%, 

SeUm. O, my nngovem'4 rt^t la fko«n on 
thee! 
Thoa lei ma aspitte the omel vnMg, 

(Bmbradng.) 

And miqgle rapture with the pains of death. 

OjfL No more; prepare the rack. 

Irene. Stand off, ye fiends! here will I ding. 
No pow'r on earth shall part us, 
Till I have aav*d my Selnn. 

(AshouL ClaUdng <if iuords.) 

QgL Hark! Whatnoiae 
Strikes on mine ear! 

CSAosttJ 
Selim. Again! 

AJadin, (WUhwiU) Ann, arm! TrescVry and 
murder! 

' (BxetM Ha Heti go tOMtiu Stlim.) 

saioL OfE, slateat or I will torn 97 (^aloa to 
arms^ 
And dash you piece-meaL 

Enter ALABIN, 

Ahdin. Where is the king r 
The foe pours in. 



BASBABOSSA. 



n 



onL Deafh and ruin ! 
lollow 



l^llbw me, dftTeB, and saTe him. 

[Esoemd AhuUn, QJfktr^ ond QnaHtL 

SeUm, Now, Woody tyrant I Now, thy hour ia 
cone! 

Irene. Whom dost thou mean? my father? 

Selim. Tea: thy father, 
^ho murder'd mine. 

Irene. la there no room for mercy ? 
Mast he, then, die? 

X«et me but see my father ere he perish: 
Xjet me but pay my parting duty to him. 

(Clcuh 0/ swords.) 

Hark! 'twas the clash of swords: beay'n aaye my 

father! 
O, cmel, cruel Selim 1 

[Exit Irene. 

Selim. Ourse on this servile chain, that binds me 
fast 
In pow'riess ignominy; while my sword 
Shooid haunt its prey, and cleave the tyrant 
down. 
Oth. {Without.) Where is the prince? 
Selim. Here, Othman, bound to earth : 
Bet me but free. O, cursed, cursed chain ? 

Enter OTHMAN and Party^ tchofrH SeUm. 

Oih. O, my brave prince I heaVn favours our de- 
sign. 

{Embraces him.) 
Take that : I need not bid thee use it nobly. 

(Giving him a sword.} 

Selim. Now, Barbarossa, let my arm meet thine 
Tie all I ask of heav'n. 

lExU Selim. 
Oih. Quard ye the prince: 

{Part go Ottf J 

Pursue his steps. Now this way let us turn. 
And seek the tyrant. 

lExeunt Othman, dtc 



SCENE IIL^ii Court in the Palaei. 



Enter BABBABOSSA 



Bar. Empire is lost, and life ; yet brave revenge 
Shall dose my life in glory. 

Enter OTHMAN. 

Have I found tbee. 
Dissembling traitor? Die! 

{They fight. Barb.faOs.) 

inter SELIM and SADI. 

StUim, The foe giveaway: sure this way went 
the storm. 
Yi here Ib the tiger fled ? What do I see ? 
Sadi. Algiers is free. 



Oth. This sabre did the deed. 

Selim. I envy thee the blow: yet vatoor loftms 
To wound the fallen. But if life remain, 
I will speak daggers to his guilty souL 
Hoal Barbarossa! tynmt! mnrdererl 
'Tls Selim, Selim calls thee! 

Bar. Off, ye fiends! 
Torment me not O, Selim, art thou there ? 
Swallow me, earth ! 
Oh, that I ne'er had wrong'd thee! 

Selim. Dost thou, then, 
Bepent thee of thy crimes ? He does, he does! 
He grasps my hand : see, the repentant tear 
Starts from his eye. Dost thou indeed repent? 
Why, then I do forgive thee : and if crimes, 
Abhorr'd as thine, dare plead to heav'n for 

mercy, 
May heaven have mercy on thee. 

Bar. Gen'rons Selim! 
Too good. I have a daughter: oh, protect her! 
Let not my crimes^ 

{Dies.) 

Oth. There fled the guilty soul ! 

SeUm. Haste to the city; atop the rage of slaugh- 
ter. 
Tell my brave people that Algiers is free : 
And tyranny no more. 

lExemtt Guards 

Enter ZAPHIBA 

Ee^ What mean these horrors? wheresoe'erl 
turn 
Mv irombling steps, I find some dying wretch, 
Welt'ring in gore. And dost thou live, my Selim ? 

Saim. Lo, there he lies! 

Zapli. The tyrant slain! 0, righteous heaven! 

Selim. Behold thy valiant friends. 
Whose faith and courage have o'erwhelm'd the 

pow'r 
Of Barbarossa. Here, once more, thy virtues 
Shall dignify the throne, and bless thy people. 

Zaph. Just are thy ways, O heav'n ! vain terrors, 
hence! 
Once more Zaphira's bless'd : my virtuous son. 
How shall I e'er repay thy boundless love ? 
Thus let me snatch thee to my longing arms, 
And on thy bosom weep ray griefs away. 

S^im. O, happy hope! happy, beyond the 
flight, 
Ev'n of my ardent hour! look down, Uest shade, 
From the bright realms of bliss I behold thy 

queen. 
Unspotted, unseduc'd, unmov'd in virtue. 
Behold the tyrant prostrate at my feet ! 
And to the mem'ry of thy bleeding wrongs. 
Accept this sacrifice. 

ZaplL My generous Selim ! 

Selim. Where is Irene? 

Sadi. With looks of wildness, and distracted 
mien. 
She sought her father where the tumult rag'd. 
She pass'd me, while the coward Aladin 
Fled from my sword ; and as I cleft him down. 
She fainted at the sight 

Oth. But soon recover'd ; 
Zamor, our trusty friend, at my command, 
Convey'd the weeping fair one to her chamber. 

Saim. Thanks to thy generous care: come^ let 
us seek 
Th' afflicted maid. 

Zaph, Her virtues might atone 



i 



ForalllMrfetb«r'fg«UII Tliy throMbCi.lMn: 
8be mvrlla «I1 thy love. 
Selim. Then hMte ud dad h«r. 0*«r h«r tefeht^i 
erImM 

Pity ■hall drew her Tell : nay, half absolTe fham, 
When ihe beholds the Tirtnei o( hii ohUd. 



BABBABOSSA. 

Now tol oa ttiaak tti* aftaraal poir*r. oottvise'd. 
That heayaa bat trtaa our ilrtaaa by alllietton; 
That oft the olood, which wi»|m tba pt« 



hour, 
Sarraa bat to brighten all oar fatore dftfi ! 



ISjcm 
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